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T6 0 this Place, 1 fall many a Dy 
We've bid ye welcome, and to many a Play 
And thoſe whoſe angry Souls were not diſcas d 
With Law, or lending Mony, we have pleas d; 
And make no doubt to do again. This Night 
No mighty Matter, nor no- light, | 
We muſt intreat you look for: A good J. ale, 
Told in two Hours, we will not fail, 
Tf we be Perfect, to rebearſe ye: New 8 
Pm ſure it is, and handſom : but bou true 
Let them diſpute that writ it. Ten to one 
We pleaſe the Women, and I'd know that Man © 
. Follows not their Example? If ye mean 
"To know the Play well, travel with the Scene, 
Fort lyes upon the Road; if me chance tire, 
As ye are good Men, leave us not i th Mire, 
Another Bait may mend us : you grow: 
A little gall d or weary, cry but hoa, | 
And well ſlay for ye. When our Fourney end. 
Every 1 7 s Pot I bope, and all part Friends. 
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Nas of dn | 
Leonardo, a noble nes, Father to Mark An- 
toni. 
Don Zancaio an 1 Lane angry Soldier, Father to Leo- 
cadia 
Alphonſo, a cbolerict Don, Father to Theodoſia. 
Philippo, Son 10 Alphonſo, Lover of Leocadia, 
.Marc- Antonio, Son to Leonardo, | 
Pedro, a Gentleman, and Friend to Leonardo. 
Rodorigo, General of the Spaniſh Gates, 5 
Incubo, Bailiff of Caſtel NE Vp Any 
Diego, Hal of Offuna. | 
Lazaro, Hoſtler to Diego. - 
Hoſt of Barcelona. 
Bailiff of Barcelona. 
CEirurgions, \ 
Soldiers. 
Townſmen. 
 Mitendants. 


WOMEN. 


Theodofis Daughter to Alphonſo, 2 Ladis in 
Leocadia, Daughter to Don Zanchio, J purſuit of M. Anton. 
Eugenia, Wife to the Governor of Barcelona, 
Hoſteſs, Wife to Diego. 
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4 G I. SCENE 1 
Enter Incubo the Bailiff, and Diego the But. | 


INCUBO. 


N Ignior Don Diego, and mine Hoſt, fave thee. 
Die. I thank you, Mr. Baily. oe 
inc. O the Block! 
Die. Why, how ſhould I have anſwer'd? | 
* Inc. Not with that 
Negligent Rudeneſs ; But I kiſs your Hands, 
Signior Don Incubo de Hambre, (and then 
My Titles ;) Maſter Baily of Caſtel Blanco; 
Thou ne'er wilt have the ne of an Hoſt; _ 
I ſorrow for thee, as my Friend and Goſſip: 
No ſmoak, nor ſteam out-breathing from the Kitchen 15 
There's little Life i'ch*. Hearth then. | 
Die, Ay, there, there, | "#4 
That is his Friendſhip, harkening for the S pit, .. 6 
And forry that he cannot. ſmell the Pot boil. Il 
Inc. Strange 2 
An Inn ſhould be fo curſt, and not the Sign 5 
Blaſted nor wither'd; very ſtrange, three Days now, 


And not an Egg eat in it, nor an Onion. [ traps, - 


Die. I think they ha' ſtrew'd th? High-ways with Cab 
No Horſe dares 23 em; I did never Kænoð 
4 3 A 


Lovz's pros as 


: 
'A Week of fo ſad Doings, r 
Stood to my Sign P | 
m. Goſſip, I have "bY y 
The Root of all: (1) Kneel pray, ies is 7 TY 
Art cauſe thereof; each Perſon is the Founder 
Of his own Fortune, good or bad; but mend it, 


Call for thy Cloak and Rapier. 
Die. How ? 


Inc. Do, call, | 
And put em on in haſte : Alter * Fortune, 


11. appearing worthy of her: Doſt thou think 
good Face e' er will know a Man in cuerpo? 


In fingle Body, thus? In Hoſe and Doublet, 
The Horſe-Boy's Garb ? Baſe Blank, and half Blank cuerpo ? 
Did I, or Mr. Dean of Sevi/ our Neighbour 

E'er reach our Dignities in cuerpo, think'ſt thous 
In ſquirting Hoſe and Doublet ? Signior, no, [Caſſocks, 


There went more to't; There were Cloaks, Gowns, and 
And other Paramentos : Call, I ſay. 


His Cloak, and Rapier here. 


Enter Hoſteſs. 


Hoſteſs. What means your Worſhip? | 
Inc. Bring forth thy Husband's Sword; ſo, hang i it , 
And now his Cloak, here caſt it up; I mean, 


Goſſip, to change your Luck, and bring you Gueſts. . 
Hoſteſs. Why! Is there Charm i in this? 
Inc. Expect; now walk, 


But not the Pace of one that runs on Eunddet 

or, want of Gravity in an Hoſt, is odious: 
You may remember, Goflip, if you pleaſe, 
(Your Wife being then th' Infanta of the Gipſies, 


And your ſelf governing a great Man's Mules then) 
Me a poor Eſquire at Madrid attending 
A Maſter of Ceremonies ; but a Man, believe it, 


T hat knew his Place to the gold Weight; and ſuch 


(1) —Kneel jt is thy ſelf ] The Verb pray ſo abſolutely requiſite 


of 0. the _ and Senſe, I have reſtor'd from the Folio 
of 1647 


Hide i 


** 


ot 


Love' 8 PILGRIMAGE. 8 7 | 


Have I heard him oft ſay, ought ev*ry Hoſt 
Within the Catholick King's L 2MINION 8 
Be, in his own Houſe. „ 5 
Die. HowW ? "a 
Inc. A Maſter of. Ceremonies; © 
At leaſt Vice-Maſter, and to do NO in 
That was his Maxim, I will tell thee of him: 
He would not ſpeak with an Ambaſſador's Cook, 
See a cold bake Meat from a foreign Part Se” 
In cuerpo; Had a Dog but ſtay'd Without. 
Or Beaſt of Quality, as an 150 A 
But to preſent it ſelf, he would Sizes 
His Savoy Chain about his Neck, t e Ruff | 
And Cut of Holland; then the Naples Hag 
With the Rome Hat- band, and the Florentine Apat, 
The Milan Sword, the Cloak of .Genoa, ſet 
With, Flemiſb Bytrons; ; all his given Pieces 
To entertain em in, and Complement [Knock within 
With a tame Cony, as with th” Prince that ſent i it. 
Die. Liſt, who is there? | 
Inc. A Gueſt, and't be thy Will, 7" Ts? 
Die. Look Spouſe, cry. 3 and we be encounter d, 
Hoſttſs. Luck then, and good, for? tis a fine n Gueſt, 
With a brave Horſe, 
Inc. Why now, believe of Cuerpo 


Enter Theodoſia. 


As you ſhall ſee Occation; go and meet him. 
Theo. Look to my Horſe, [ Pray you, well. 
Die. He ſhal), Sir. | 
Tic. Oh how beneath his Rank and Call was that now: 
Your Horſe ſhall be entreated as becomes 
A Horſe of Faſhion, and his en 
Theo. Op. | 
Inc. Look to the Corellon What ails he? Stay. 
If it concern his-Horſe, let it not trouble him 
He ſhall have all Reſpect the Place can yield him 
Either of Barly, or freſh Straw. Die. Good Sir, 
Look up. Inc. He ſinks, ſomewhat to * "—_— bim, 
He'll go away in cuerpo elſe. 
| AE Die. 
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Die. What, Wife! 
Oh your hot Waters quickly, and ſome coll 
To Aſt in his ſweet Face. 


Hoſteſs. Alas, fair Flower! [ Exit, 
Tac. Does any Body entertain his Horſe 5 
Die. Tes, Lazaro has him. 


Euter Hoſteſs with a Glaſs of Water. 
Inc. Go you ſee him in Perſon. [Exit Diego. 


Hoſteſs. Sir, taſte a little of this, of mine own W ater, 


I did diſtik't my ſelf; ſweet Lilly look upon me, 
You are but newly blown, my pretty Tuli * 
Faint not upon your Stalk, tis firm and , 
Stand up, fo, bolt upright, you're yet in growing. 
Theo. Pray you let me havea Chamber. | 
Hoſteſs. That you ſhall, Sir. 
Theo. And where I may be private, I entreat you. 


He ofteſs. For that, in troth Sir, we ha no Choice: Our 


Houſe 
Is but a (2) Vent of need, that now id then 
Receiyes a Gueſt between the greater Towns 
As they come late; only one Room. 
Inc. She means, Sir, it is none 


Of thoſe wild, ſcatter d Heaps, call'd Inns, wiikke ſcarce 


The Hoſt 's heard, though he wind his Horn this People, 
Here is a competent Pile, wherein the Man, - 
Wife, Servants, all do live within the whiſtle, 

Hoſteſs. Only one Room—— 

Inc. A pretty modeſt Quadrangle 


She will deſcribe to you. 


Hoſteſs. Wherein ſtand two Beds, Sir, 
Enter Diego. 


We have, and where, if any Gueſt do W 
He muſt of Force be lodg'd, that is the truth, Sir. 


Theo. But if I pay you for both Beds, methinks 
That ſhould alike content you, 


Hoſteſs. That it ſhall, Sir. 


If I be paid, I'm paid. 


le] Venta, an Inn. Hiſpanict, Mr. Theobald. 


Teo. 


Love's PIIeAIA Ae. " 9 


Theo. Why, there's a Ducket, 
Will that make your Content? 
Hoſteſs. Oh the ſweet Face on you: 
A Duc et? Yes, and there were three Beds, sir, | 
And twice ſo many Rooms, which is one more, 
You ſhould be private in 'em all, in all, Sir; 
No one ſhould have a Piece of a Bed with you, 
Not Maſter Dean of Sevil himſelf, I ſwear. 
Though he came naked hither, as once he did, 
When h'had like Yhave been ta%en a Bed with the Moor, 
And guelt by'r Maſter ; you ſhall be as private, 
As if you lay in's own great Houſe that's haunted, 
Where no Body comes, they ſay. © 
Theo. I thank you, Hoſteſs. 
Pray you, will you ſhew me in. 
Hoſteſs. Yes marry will I, Sir, 
And pray that not a PIs or a (3) Chinch vex x you. 95 
. ci Hoſteſs and Theo. 
Fg You forget Su ip, move for Su 
Die. Tis . 9 8 to a Beaſt may do, his Horſe | 
Threw him into this fit. 1 | 
Inc. You ſhall excuſe me, 
It was his being in cuerpo meerly caus'd it. 
Die. Do you think ſo, Sir? 
Inc. Moſt unlucky cuerpo. 
Nought elſe, he looks as he would eat a Partridge 
This Gueſt; ha? you *em ready in the Houſe ? 
And a fine piece of Kid now 1 and freſh Poem 


Enter Hoſteſs. 


(4) With a Sardina and Zant Oil? How now? 
Has he beſpoke ? what will he have a brace, 
Or but one Partridge, or a ſhort leg'd Hen, 
Daintily carbonado'd ? | 


(3) Chinche in Sani, ſigniſies a ſtinking Wall- Louſe. Mr. Tbeobala. 

(4) With Sardinia and Zant O:i/?—] I had endeayoured to cure 
this corrupted Paſſage long before I ſaw the Copy of Of (ha thass 
—IVith a Sardiny and Zant Oil ?— And upon collating of that Edi 
tion, I found I had done it within a ſmall Trifle. For 1 the Lins 
runs thus; —With a Sardina and Zant Oil, A Sardina or Sardiny, 


is an Anchovy, 25 
6%. 
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10 Lovs's Pleers ok. 
Ho eſs. *Laſs, the d ede 
May be as ready for a Supper as be.” 
Inc. Ha? 
Hoſteſs. He has no mind to eat, more than his ſhadow, 
Inc. Say you. 
Die. How does your Worlhip?. 
Inc. I put on 
My left & hoe firſt to day, now 1 perceive it, 
And skipt a Bead in ſaying em o'er, elſe 
1 could not be thus croſs'd: He cannot be 
Above ſeventeen z one of his Years, and have 
No better a Stomach ? - 
Hoſteſs. And in ſuch good Cloaths too, [Wife, 
Die. Nay, theſe do often make the Stomach worſe, 


That is no reaſon. 


Inc. 1 mm _ his Years, Goſlips, 
(As temperate as you ſee me now) have eaten 


| N brace of 1 Ss, with my half Goole, my Cony, 


I drank my whole twelve 11 in Wine, 
As eaſie as I now get down three Olives. 

Die. And, with your temperance-favour, yet Lt 
(5) Your Worſhip would put to't at ſix and thirty 


For a good Wager; and the Meal in too. 


Inc. 1 do not know what mine old Mouth can do, 
J ha not prov'd it lately. | 


Die. That's the grief, Sir. ; 
Inc. But is he without hope then gone to Bed ? 
Hoſteſs. J tear ſo, Sir; h'as lock*d the Door cloſe to him, 


Sure he is very ill. 
Inc. That is with faſting, 


You ſhould ha' told him Goſſip, what you had had, 
Given him the Inventory of your Kitchen, 
It is the Picklock in an Inn, and often 


(5) Your n put tot at ſix ant 2 This is not an 
Age for a Man to be called old at: Six and Fifty I imagine was what 
our Authors wrote, tho“ I have not ventur'd to diſturb the Text. 
er ſeems to be a Confirmation of it is the following Speech of 
neubo, 


1 do not know what my old Mouth can do. 


Opens 


Love's: P1LGRIMAGE; 11 
Opens a cloſe barr*d Stomach: eng bs be taper? 
Has he ſo good a Horſe ? | 

Die. Oh a brave Jenner, | 


As e' er your Worſhip ſaw. 
Inc. And he ang 


2 Strong vo 


Haſteſ: None. 
Inc. And fo well cloath'd, 

And ſo well mounted? WE: 
Die. That's all m wonder, Sir, ? 
Who he ſhould be; he is attir*d and hors'd 
For th' Conſtables Son of Spain, 

Inc. My wonder*s more 


He ſhould want Appetite: Well, a good Night 
To both my Goſſips; I will for this time 


Put off the thought of ſupping: In the Morning 
Remember him of Breakfaſt pray you. 

Hoſteſs. I ſhall, Sir. 

Die. A hungry time, Sir. 

Inc. We that live like Mice ä 
On others Meat, muſt watch when we can get it. Ex. Inc. 

Hoſteſs. Yes, but I would not tell him: Our fair Gueſt 

Says, though he eats no Supper he will pay F[Health, 
For one. Die. Good news; well eat it Spoule, t' his 
*T was politickly done t'admit no ſharers. 


Emer Philippo. 


Phi, Look to the Mules * where's mine Hoſt? 
Die. Here, Sir. 


Another Fairy? 

Hoſteſs. Bleſs me 

Phi. From what, ſweet Hoſteſs? 
Are you afraid o your Guelts ? 

Hoſt. From Angels, Sir, 
I think there's none but ſuch come here to Night, 
My Houſe had never ſo good luck afore 
For brave fine Gueſts; and yet the ill luck on't is 
I cannot bid you welcome. 


Phi. No? 5 Hoſteſs. 


12 Lovs's' PILGRIMAGE, 


"Hofttfs. Not. lodge you, Sir. 

Phi. No, Hoſtels ? | 

Hoſteſs. No in troth, Sir, I do tell you, 
Becauſe you may provide i in time: my Beds 
Are both ta en up by a young Cavalier 
That will and muſt be private. Die. He has paid, Sir, | 
For all our Chambers. Haſeſi. Which is one; and Beds, 
Which J already ha' told you are two: But, Sir, 
So ſweet a Creature, I am very forry 772 
I cannot lodge you by him; you look 0 like him. - 
You're both the lovelieſt pieces. 

Phi, What train has he? 

Die. None but himſelf. 

Phi. And will no les than both Beds 
Serve him? 

Hoſteſs. H'as given me a Ducket for 'em. 

Phi. Oh, 
You give me reaſon, Hoſteſs : Is he handſome, 
And young, d'you ſay? 

Hoſteſs. Oh Sir, the delicat'ſt Fleſh - 

And fineſt Cloaths withal, and ſuch a Horſe, 
Wich ſuch a Saddle. | | 
Phi. She's in love with all, [ Aide. 
The Horſe, and him, and Saddle,and Cloathsgood Woman 
Thou jaſtißelt thy Sex; lov'ſt all that's brave: 


Enter Incubo. 


Sure though I lye o'th* ground, I'll ſtay here now 
And have a ſight of him : You'll give me Houſe-room, 
Fire, and freſfr Meat, for Mony, e Hoſteſs; - 
And make me a Pallat? 

Inc. Sir, ſhe ſhall do reaſon, | 
I underſtood you had another Gueſt, Goſſips, 
Pray you let his Mule be look'd to, have good Straw, 
And ſtore of Bran: And Goſſip, do you hear, 
Let him not ſtay for Supper: What good Fowl ha you ? 
This Gentleman would eat a Pheaſant, 
Hoſteſs. *Laſs Sir, 
' We ha' no ſuch, 


Inc, + 


Love's: PIiLGRIMAGE, 13 
Inc. I kiſs your Hands, fair Sir. {To Philippe. 
What ha' you then? ſpeak what you have ? I'm one, Sir, 
Here for the Catholick King, an Officer 
I' enquire what Gueſts come to theſe Places; you, Sir, 
Appear a Perſon of Quality and tis fit 
You be accommodated hy ſpeak you nor, 
What ha' you Woman? are you-afraid to vent 

That which you have? 

P)bi. This is a moſt ſtrange Man; 
T'appoint my Meat. 

Hepes, The half of a'cold Hen, Sit, 
And a boil'd quarter of Kid, is al! | 
 Pth' Houſe, Inc. Why all's but cold; let him ſee't fr | 
Cover, and give the Eye ſome ſatisfaftion,  _ 
A Trav'ller's Stomach muſt ſee Bread and Salt, 

His Belly's nearer to him than his Kindred : 

Cold Hen's a pretty Meat, Sir. 

Phi. What you pleaſe, | 
I am reſolv'd t' obey. 

Inc. So is your Kid, | 

With Pepper, Garlick, and the juice of an one. 
She ſhall with Sallads help it, = clean Linnen ; 
Diſpatch. What news at Court, Sir ? 

Phi. Faith, new Tires Roh 
Moſt of the Ladies have, the Men old aun; 

Only the King's Fool has a new Coat 
To ſerve you. 

Inc. I did gueſs you c came from thence, Sir. 

Phi. But I do know I did not. 

Inc. I miſtook, Sir. 

What hear you of the Archdukes ? 

Phi. Troth, your Queſtion. 


Enter Hoſteſs and Servants with a Table. 


Inc. Of the French Buſineſs, What? 
Phi. As much, 
Inc. No more? 


| [you 
They fay the French: Oh that's well z (6) come, I'll help 
(6) come, Til help you} i. e. to lay the Cloth. 


a 


Have 


14 Lowe's: Pri ontuiricet. 


Have you no Jiblets now ? Or a broil'd Raſher, 
Or ſome ſuch preſent Diſh t aſlift? ?? 
. Hiſteſs. Not any, Sir. 

Tnc. The more your fault, you neꝰ er ſhould berrieticar 
Such aids, what Corage would ha” lack'd a Pheaſant 
At ſuch a time as this? Well, bring your Hen 
And Kid forth quickly. | 

Phi. That ſhould be my Prayer, 

To ſcape his Inquiſition. 

Inc. Sir, the French, 

They fay, are divided bout their Match with LI 
What think you of it? 7 

Phi. As of naught to me, Sir: | * 157 

Inc. Nay, it's as little to me too; but Hobs: 2s." 
To ask after theſe things, to know the Aﬀections © * 
Of States and Princes, now and then for r HIS, 3 

Phi, Of your own EIS. 

Inc. Yes, Sir. 918 

Phi. Many do ſo. 

Inc. I cannot live without i it; what q you hear 
Of our Indian Fleet; z they ſay they're well retur d. 

Phi, I had no venture with 'em Sir; had you? 


Enter Hoſteſs and Servants with Meat, 


Inc. Why do you ask, Sir? 
P' bi. Cauſe it might concern you, 
It does not me. 
Inc. Oh here's your Meat come. 
Phi. Thanks, 
_ TI welcome it at any price. 755 
Inc. Some Stools here, 
And bid mine Hoſt bring Wine, I'll try your kid, 
If he be ſweet; He looks well; yes, he's good; 
Pll carve you, Sir. | 
Phi. You uſe me too too Princely, 
Taſte, and carve too. 
Inc. I love to do theſe Offices. 
Phi. I think you do, for whoſe ſake? 
Inc. For themſelves, Sir, 
The very doing of them is Reward. 


Phi, 
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Phi. „Had little Faith would not belieye you, Sir. 
Inc. Goſſip, ſome Wine. 


A 75 


Enter Diego with Wine. ee n 


Die. Here tis, and right St. Martin. 
Inc. Meaſure me out a Glaſs. 
Phi, I love th Humanity 
Us'd in this Place. 
Inc. Sir, I ſalute you here. 
Phi, I kifs your Hands, Sir. 
Inc. Good Wine; it will beget an Appetite: 


Fill him, and fit down, Goſlip, entertain 


Your noble Gueſt here, as becomes your Title. 
Die. Pleaſe you to like this Wane, Sir? 2 
Phi. I diſlike 

Nothing, mine Hoſt, but that 1 may not a, 

Your — 2 Gueſt ; here's to you. 

Die. In good faith, Sir, 


1 wiſh y' as well as him z would you might fe him. 


Inc. And wherefore may he not? 

Die. Has lock'd himſelf, Sir, 
Up, and has hir'd both the Beds o my Wife 
(05 A extraordinary rate. 
. I'll give as much, | 
If = will To o't, for one, as he for both; | 
What ſay you mine Hoſt, the Door once open 
Pl! ling my ſelf upon the next Bed to him, 


And there's an end of me till Morgidg: 3: Noiſe M1 Op 


I will make none. 
Die. I wiſh your Worſhip eli ben 4 
Inc. His Honour is engag'd : And my I 


Hath paſt her Promiſe, hath ſhe not? 
Die. Yes truly. 


Tac. That toucheth to the credit of the Houſe: 


Well, I will eat a little, and think * 1 Jan, Sir, 


Unto this Brawn o'th' Hen? 


Phi. I ha' more mind 
To get this Bed, Sir, 


(7) At extraordinary rate.] We might 1 read it more fully 


us, At an extraordinary rate. 


Inc. 
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Inc. Say you fo? Why then of 
Give't me again, and drink to me; Mine Hoſt . 
Fill him his Wine, thou'rt dull, and doſt not pre it, 
I cat but to teach Jy the way, Sir. : 

Phi. Sir, 9H ö 
Find but the way to lodge me in this Chamber, 
I'll give mine Hoſt two Duckets for his Bed, 
An you Sir two Reals; here's to you: 

; Inc. Excuſe me, _ Sled; 2 

am not Mercenary; im for 

I'Il think a little more, bor 'n — 1 we, 
And then talk on, you cannot interrupt me; 

Die. This piece of We Sir colt me 

Inc. Stay, I've found: 

This little Morſel, and "WY here's t Garlick : 
Have you not a bunch of l now; or ſome Bacon, 
To give the Mouth a reliſh? 

Die. Wife, d' you hear? 

Inc. It is no matter: : Sir, give mine Hoſt your Ducken. | 

Die. How, Sir? 

Inc. Do you receive em, I will five . 
Th' honeſty of your Houſe; and yours too Goſſip ; 
And J will lodge the Gentleman; ſhew the CABINET. 

Die. Good Sir, d' you hear? © : 

Inc. Shew me the Chamber. ki 
Die. Pray you, Sir, SOL | 
Do not diſturb my Gueſts, 

Inc. Piſturb? I hope wi | 
The Catholick King, Sir, may . a Lodging, 
Without diſturbing in his Vaſſal's Houſe, | 
For any Miniſter of his, employ'd ICE 
In buſineſs of the State. Where is the Door ? 4 
Open the Door, who are you there? Within? 

In the King's Name. >, [ Theodoſia within. : 

Theo. What would you have? 11K 
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Inc. Your Key, Sir, . 
And your Door open: I have here command 
To lodge a Gentleman, from the Juſtice, ſent 
| Wk the King's Affairs. 


Theo, 
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Theo. Kings and Neceſſities G 0 
Muſt be obey' d: The Key's under the — 

Inc. How now Sir, are you fitted? You ſecur'd 2 

Phi. Your two Reals are grown a Piece of Be. 

Inc. Excuſe me, Sir. 

Phi. Twill buy a Hen, and Wine, E nen 
Sir, for to Morrow. We: G1 A Phi. 

Inc. I do kiſs your Hands, gu- 
Well, this will bear my Charge yet to the Gallies, 
Where I am owing a Ducket, whither this Night 
By the Moon's leave PII march; for in the Morning 
Exrly, they put from Port St. Mary's. en, me en 

Die. Lazaro. 


Enter 1 


How do the Horſes? s 5 

Laz. Would you would go and ſs, Sir, mr | 
A- of all Jades, what a clap h*has given me: 
As ſure as you live Maſter he knew perfectly - 

TI couzen'd him on's Oats, he lookt upon me, | 
And then he ſneer'd, as who ſhould fay, take heed Sink: 
And when he ſaw our half Peck, which you know 

Was but an old Court Diſh, Lord how he ſtampt; 

I thought 't had been for Joy, when ſuddenly 

He cuts me a back Caper with his Heels, 

And takes me juſt o'th* Crupper, down came I, 

And all my ounce of Oats: Then he 6 7. 

As thou h lad had a Mare by th' Tail. 

Die. Fand Lazaro | 
Weare to blame, to uſe the poor dumb ieee | 
So cruelly. | 

Lax. Yonder's this other Gentleman's Horſe . 
Keeping our Lady's Eve, the Devil a bit 
H'as got ſince he came in vet; t there he ſtands, 

And books, and looks, but tis your pleaſure, Sir, 
He ſhall look lean — h'as Hay before him, 
But ' tis as big as Hemp, and will as foon choak him, 
Unleſs he eat it butter d; he had four Shoes 

And good ones when he came; tis a ſtrange wonder, 
With ſtanding till he — caſt three. 


Vor. VII. ; | B ; prey Die. 
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Die. O Lazaro. wy” | ane td 
The Devil's in this Trade; Truth never knew it: 


And to the Devil we ſhall travel, Lazaro, 


Unleſs we mend our Manners : Once ev'ry Week 
I meet with ſuch a knock to mollifie me, 
Sometimes a dozen to awake my Conſcience, 
Yet ſtill I ſleep ſecurely. | 
Laz. Certain, Maſter, - 
We muſt. uſe better dealing. 
Die. Faith for mine own part, 
Not to give ill example to our Iflues, 0001 
J could be well content to ſteal but two Girtks 
And now and then a Saddle- cloth; change a Bridle 
Only for Exerciſe. _ 
Laz, If we could ſtay there, 


There were ſome hope on's, Maſter ; but the Devil is 


We're drunk ſo early, we miſtake whole Saddles; 


Sometimes a Horſe; and then it ſeems to us too 


Ev'ry poor Jade has his whole peck, and tumbles 
Up to his Ears in clean Straw, and every Bottle 
Shews at the leaſt a dozen; when the truth is, Sir, 
There's no ſuch matter, not a ſmell of Provender, 
Not ſo much Straw as would tye up a Horſe Tail, 


Nor any thing i'th' Rack, but two old Cobwebs, 


And ſo much rotten Hay as had been a Hen's Neſt. 
Die. Well, theſe miſtakings muſt be mended, Lazaro, 
Theſe Apparitions, that abule our Senſes, | 


And make us ever apt to ſweep the Manger, 


But put in nothing; theſe fancies muſt be forgot, 
And we mult pray it may be reveal'd to us EY: 
Whoſe Horſe we ought, in Conſcience, to cozen, 
And how, and when: A Parſon's Horſe may ſuffer 


A little greaſing in his Teeth, 'tis wholeſome, 
And keeps him in a ſober ſhuffle; and's Saddle 


May want a Stirrop, and it may be ſworn 
His Learning lay on one ſide, and ſo broke it: 
H' as ever Oats in's Cloak · bag (8) to prevent us, 


(8) * prevent 47,1 Jobs ſon in his New Inn, reads what may 
be the right here, 4 affront uu. The Corruption was eaſy. ; 


And 


d 


| Theſe Courtiers Horſes are à kind of Meleb Prophets, 


I ſhall be well again, and all forgot, Sir, 


* 
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And therefore tis a meritorious Office e 
To Tythe him ſoun dy. t b 
Las, And a Grazier ma * 

(For thoſe are pinching Puck foyſts, and ace, 

Suffer a Miſt before his Eyes ſometimes too, 

And think he ſees his Horſe eat half a Buſhel: 

When the truth is, rubbing his Gums with Salt, - 

Till all che skin come off, he ſhall but mumble 

Like an old Woman chat were chewing Brawn, 

And drop 'em out again. "FL 
Die. That may do well too, 

And no doubt *tis but venial; but 800 Lat 

Have you a care of underſtanding Horſes, 

Horſes that know the World; let them have Meat 

Till their Teeth ake, and rubbing till their Ribs 

Shine like a Wenches Forehead; they are Devils 
Laz. And look into our Dealings; as ſure as we live 


Nothing can be hid from em: For mine own part, 
The next I cozen of that kind ſhall be founder'd, 
And of all four too: PII no more ſuch W 
Upon my Crupper. 

Die. Steal but a little longer” 


Till I am lam'd too, and we'll Repent e 
It will not be above two Days. 
Laz. By that time 


Die. Why then VI! ſtay for thee. LZxeuut. 


80 E N E U. 
Theodoſia ad Philippo diſcovered on ſeverd! Beds. _ 


Theo. Oli doin 75 oh—— ho? 
Phi. Ha? 


Phi, What's that JJ ben 1 Perl 


Theo. When wilt thou break . bel. break ? 
B 2 Phi. 
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Phi. Ha? 


I would the Voice ( (9) 1 were : fragt or 10 nearer, © 
Theo. Shame, ſhame, eternal ſhame ? what have l done ?-- 
Phi,” Done? 


| Theo. And to no end, what a wild j journey 
Have I more wildly undertaken ? 
Phi. Journey? 


Theo. How, "arti counſel, care, reaſon, or ar? 
Phi, Whither will this fit carry ? 

Theo, Oh my folly, 

Phi. This is no common ſickneſs. 

Theo. How have I left 


All I ſhould love, or keep? oh Heay n. 
FI . 


Theo. Ha? 

Phi, How do you, e Sir? 19G 
Theo, Alas, my fortune. e Tack, 
Phi. It ſeems your ſorrow oppreſſes: pleaſe your 1 


Let me bear half, Sir; a divided 7 58 
Is ſo made lighter. 


Theo, Oh! 
Phi. That Sigh betrays 
The fulneſs of your Grief. 
Theo, Ay, if that Grief 
Had not bereft me of my Underſtanding, 
I ſhould have well remembred where I was, 
And in what Company; and clapt a Lock 
Upon this Tongue for talking. 
Phi. Worthy Sir, 
Let it not add v your Grief, that I have heard 
A Sigh or Groan come from you; that is all, Sir, [ fear, 
Theo, Good Sir, no more; you've heard too much I 
Would I had taken Poppy when 1 ſpake it. 
Phi. It ſeems you have an ill belief of me, 
And would have fear'd much more, had you ſpoke ought 
I could interpret. But believe it, Sir, 
Had 1 had means to look into your Breaſt, 


8 57 —were flrong,— —] 11 imagine we mould pn. here for improving 
both Metre and Senie thus, —avere fironger, or I nearer. 


| And 


Love's: PIIRTNAGE. 27 
And ta'en you ſleeping here, that ſo ſecurely - ++ ; 


J might have read all that toe Woe would big, 


I would not have betray*d you. 
. Theo, Sir, that Speech 
Is very noble, and almoſt would tempt 


My need to truſt you. 


Phi. At your own Election, 
I dare not make my Faith fo much ſulpeted 
As to proteſt again; nor am I curious 
To know more than is fit. 

Theo. Sir, I will truſt you, 
But you ſhall promiſe, Sir, to keep your Bed, 
And whatſoe er you hear, not to importune 
More, I beſeech you, from me 

Phi. Sir, I will not. 

Theo. Than I am prone to utter. 

Phi. My Faith for it. 

Theo, If 4 were wiſe, I yet ſhould hold i my peace; 5 
You will be noble? 

Phi, You ſhall make me fo, 
If you'll but think me ſuch. 

Theo, I do; Then know 


You are deceiv'd with whom you've talk d ſo long. 


I am a moſt unfortunate loſt Woman. 
Phi, Ha? 
Theo, Do not ſtir, Sir; I have here a Sword. 
Phi. Not I, ſweet Lady : Of what Blood or Name? 
Theo. You'll kee your Faith ? 
Phi, I'll periſh elſe. | 
Theo. Believe then 1 
Of Birth too noble for me, ſo 1 
I am aſham'd, no leſs than Pm affrighted. : 
| Phi. Fear not; by all good things will not wrong g you. 
Theo. J am the Daughter of a noble Gentleman 
Born in this part of Spain; my Father's Name, Sib, 
But why ſhould I abuſe that Reverence, | 
When a Child's Duty has forſaken me ? 31 
Phi. All may be mended, in 8 time too: ſpeak it it. 
Theo. Alphonſo, Sir. | 
_ Phi. Alphonſo? What's your 0 own Name? #4 oh. 
7 0-0 Theo, © 
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t 
if 


Heaven pardon all 


Theo, Any baſe thing you can invent. 
Phi. Deal truly. 
Theo, They call me Theodofes. 
Phi. Ha? and Love 
Is that that hath chang'd you thus ? 
Theo. Ye've obſerv'd me 
Too nearly Sir, 'tis that indeed: *tis Love, Sir: ſthus ? 
And Love of him (oh Heav'ns) why ſhould Men deal 
Why ſhould they uſe their Arts to cozen us, 
That have no cunning, but our fears, about us? 
And ever that too late too; no diſſembling 
Or double way, but doating, too much loving ? 
W hy ſhould they find new Oaths, to make more Wretches? 
Phi. What may his Name be? 
Theo, Sir, a Name that promiles, 
Methinks, no ſuch ill uſage : Mark- Antonio, 
A noble Neighbour's Son: Now I muſt defire ye 
To ftay a while; elſe my weak Eyes muſt anſwer. 
Phi, I will :----Are ye yet ready ? Whar's his Quality ? 
_ Theo, His beſt a Thief, Sir: that he would be known by 


Is, Heir to Leonardo, a rich Gentleman: 


Next, of a handſome Body, had Heav'n made him 
A Mind fit to it. To this Man, my Fortune, 
(My more than purblind Fortune) gave my Faith, 


Drawn to it by as many ſhews of Service 


And ſigns of Fruth, as ever falſe Tongue utter; d: 


Phi. Tis well faid : forward, Lady. 

Theo. Contracted Sir, and by exchange of Rings 
Our Soul's deliver'd: nothing left unfinifh*d 
But the laſt work, enjoying me, and Ceremony; 
For that, I muſt confeſs, was th? firſt wiſe doubt 
þ ever made: Yet after all this Love, Sir, 


All this profeſſion of his Faith, when daily 


And hourly I expected the bleſt Prieſt, 


le left me like a dream, (as all this ſtory 


Had never been, nor thought of; why, I know not ; 3 

Vet I have called my Conkience to confeſſion, 

And every Syllable that might offend 

4 ve had in ſariſt: yer neither! Love's * $jgnior, N 
or 


— 
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Nor tye of Maiden's duty, but deſiring, | 
Have I tranſgreſt in:) left his Father too, 


Nor whither he is gone, or why departed, 


Can any Tongue reſolve me: All my hope 
(Which keeps me yet alive, and would perſwade me 
I may be once more happy, and thus ſhapes me 

A ſhame to all my modeſt Sex) is this, Sir, 


I have a Brother and his old Companion, 


Student in Salamanca, there my laſt hope 


If he be yet alive, and can be loving, 
Is left me to recover him: For which Travel 


In this Suit left at home of that dear Brother's 


Thus as you find me, without Fear, or Wiſdom, 


I've wander'd from my Father, fled my Friends, 


And now am only Child of hope and danger : 


You are now ſilent, Sir, this tedious Story 
(That ever keeps me waking) makes you heavy, 
Tis fit you ſhould do fo; for that and I | 


Can be but troubles. 


Phi. No, I ſleep not Lady: 
I would I could: Oh Heav'n, is this my Comfort? 
Theo, What ail you, gentle Sir? 
Phi. Oh. 
Theo. Why d' you groan ſo? 
Phi. I muſt, I muſt; Oh Miſery! 
Theo. But now, Sir, 


You were my Comfort, if any thing affli& ye 


Am not I fit to bear a part on't? And by your own Rule? 
Phi. No; if you could heal, as you've wounded me, 
But *tis not in your Power. | 
Theo, I fear Intemperance. LH, + 26] 
Phi, Nay, do not ſeek to ſhun me; I muſt ſee you, 
By Heay'n I muſt, Hoa there mine Hoſt ; a Candle; 

Strive not, I will not ſtir ye. 2 
Theo, Noble Sir, | | 


This is a breach of Promiſe. 


Phi. Tender Lady, 
It ſhall be none but neceſſary, Hoa there, 
Some light, ſome light for Heay'n's fake, 


B4 Theo, 
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Theo. Will ye betray me? 
Are ye a Gentleman ? 

Phi, Good Woman: 

Theo. Sir. 


Enter Diego with a Light. 
Phi. If I be prejudicial to you, curſe me. 
Die. Ware early ſtirring, Sir. 
Phi. Give me your Candle, 
And ſo good morrow for a while. 


Die. Good morrow, Sir. WIPE [Exit, 


Theo, My Brother Don Philippo : Nay Sir, kill me, 
I ask no mercy Sir, for none dare know me, 
I can deſerve none; As ye look upon me 
Behold in infinite theſe foul Diſhonours, 
My noble Father, then your ſelf, laſt all 
That bear the name of Kindred, ſuffer in me: 
I have forgot whoſe Child 1 am ; whoſe Siſter : 
Do you forget the Pity tied to that, 
Let not Compaſſion ſway you, you will be then 
As foul as I, and bear the ſame brand with me, 
A favourer of my fault; ye have a Sword, Sir, 
And ſuch a cauſe to kill me in. 
Phi. Riſe Siſter, 
] wear no Sword for Women, nor no Anger, 
While your fair Chaſtity is yet untouch'd. 
Theo. By thoſe bright Stars; it is, Sir. 
Phi. For my Siſter | . 
] do believe ye, and ſo near Blood has made us, 
With the dear love I ever bore your Virtues, 
That I will be a Brother to your Griefs too: 
Be comforted, *tis no diſhonour, Siſter, | 
To love, nor to love him you do; he is a Gentleman 
Of as ſweet Hopes, as Years, as many Promiſes, 
As there be growing Truths, and great ones. 
Theo, O Sir, I 


Phi. Do not deſpair, 

Theo, Can ye forgive? 

Phi, Yes Siſter, | 1 
Though this be no ſmall Error, a far greater. 


Theo. 


ow k Hwa kk 
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Theo. And think me ſtill your Siſter ? | BAY 
Phi. My dear Siſter, _ 
Theo, And will you counſel me? 
Phi. To your own peace too. Von 
Ye ſhall love ſtill. IT 
Theo. How good ye are? 
Phi, My buſineſs, | 
And duty to my Father, which now drew me 
From Salamanca (10) I will lay afide, 1 
And only be your Agent. To perſuade ye 
To leave both Love, and him, and well retire ve 
Theo. O gentle Brother. | 
Phi, I perceive tis Folly : 
(11) Delays in Love, are dangerous, 
Theo. Noble Brother! | 
Phi. Fear not, I'll run _ our own way and to help you, 
Love having rackt your Paſſions beyond Counſel, 
I'll hazard mine own Fame. Whither ſhall we venture? 
Theo. Alas, I know not, Sir. 
Phi. Come, *tis bright Morning, 
Let's walk out, and conſider ; . keep this ann | 
Theo, I would, Sir. 4 
Phi. Then it ſhall be; what muſt I call) 557 


Come, do not bluſh, pray ſpeak, I _ ſhe il all ele. 
Theo. Pray call me 3 uh 


Enter Diego. 


Die. Are ye ready ? 
| The 1505 draws on apace, once more good Morrow. 


e 22 a ſide, 
nd only be your Agent to perſuade ye 5 
To leave both Lowe, and 4 and well retire ye 
Theo. O gentle Brother. 
Phi, 7 perceive tis Folly:] The Punctuation in \ the Text was | ſag- 
ſted to me by a learned and in r Gentleman, and whom I have 
the Hase to call my Friend. The Improvement of the Senſe of 
this Paſſage, by this means, is too clear . obvious to need any far- 
ther Explanation. 
(11) Delays in Love, more dan 2 More dangerous than what? 
Here is nothing ſeemingly to w Ben this more has any t 1 
would therefore propoſe l 


Delays in Love axe dangerous, 


(10) — 


Theo. 
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Theo. Good morrow, gentle Hoſt, now I 1 W 8 
Phi. Who doſt thou think this is? 
Die. Were you a Wench, Sir, 
I think you'd know before me. 
Phi. Mine own Brother. 
Die. By th* Maſs your Noſes are akin ; ſhould I then 
Have been ſo barbarous to have parted Brothers? 
Phi. You knew it then. 
Die. I knew *twas neceſſary - 
You ſhoud be both together: Inſtinct, Signior, 
Is a great matter in an Hoſt. 
Theo, I'm ſatisfied. 


Enter Pedro. 


Ped. Is not mine Hoſt up pete. 
Phi. Who's that? 

Die. T'll ſee. 

Phi. Siſter, withdraw your ſelf. 

Ped. Signior Philippo. 
Phi. Noble Don Pedro, where have you been this way? 
Ped. I came from Port St. Maries, whence the Gallics 


Put this laft Tide, and bound for Barcelona, 


I brought Mark-Antony upon his way. 
Phi, Mark- Antony ? 
Ped. Who is turn'd Soldier, 
And entertain'd in the new Regiment 
For Naples. 
Phi. Is it poſſible? 
Ped. I affure you. 


Phi. And put they in at Barcelo ? 
Ped. So 


One of the Maſters told me. 


Phi. Which way go you, Sir? 
Ped. Home. 


. Phi, And I for Sevi: Pray you, Sir, ſay not 


That you ſaw me, if you meet the Queſtion; | 


1 have ſome little buſineſs, 
' Ped, Were it leſs, Sir, 


It ſhall not become me to loſe the caution : . 


Shall we breakfaſt together? 
toge Phi. 


e. 
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Phi. I'll come to yon, Sir. 45 
Sifter, you hear this; I believe your e 
Begins to be propitious to you: we will hire 
Mules of mine Hoſt here; if we can, himſelf 
To be our Guide, and ſtrazght to Barcelona. 
This was as happy News, as unexpected. 
Stay you ' till I rid him away. 


Theo, I will. :  [Exeunt, 


AC. TIES Gann 
Enter Alphonſo and @ Servant. 
Alph. 3 at the Door. 


Ser. *Tis open, Sir. 
Abph. That's all one. 


Knock when J bid you. 


Serv. Will not your Worſhip enter? | 

Alph. Will not you learn more Manners, Sir, and do that 
Your Maſter bids ye; knock ye Knave, or Il! knock 
Such a round Peal about your Pate i enter 
Under his Roof, or come to ſay God ſave ye [me? 
To him, (12) the Son of whoſe baſe el undone 
Knock louder, louder yet: Pll ſtarve and rot firſt, 
This open Air is every Man's. 

2 Serv, [ within. ] Gag in, Sir, 


(13) Enter two Servants. 


_ No, no, Sir, Pm none of theſe Come in gr, 


None 


(12) — the Son of whoſe baſe 4 The oddneſs of the 
Phraſe, the Son of baſe dealings, and the length of the Line, make me 
mightily inclin'd to believe the Original might have bern expreſſed thus, 

To him, whoſe Son's baſe dealings has undone me. 

(13) Enter two Servants. Roul. Aſhton. ] So the Folio of 1647. 
By letting Roul. Afton ſtand here ſo ridiculouſly, Mr. Shirley, the 
Editor of the firſt Folio, has in a great Meaſure forfeited my once good 


Opinion of him. For it ſeems as if he had printed this Play from jp 
better Authority than the Prompter's Book, where tis 


hays every minute direction ſet down, bot for ting th e - 
bringing 
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None of thoſe Viſitants ; bid your wiſe Maſter 
Come out, I have to talk unto; him: go, Sir. 

2 Serv. Your Worſhip may be welcome. 

Alph. Sir, I will not, 
I come not to be welcome: my good three Duckets, 
My pickled Sprat a day, and no Oil to't, 
And once a Year a Cotten Coat, leave prating, 
Aad tell your Maſter I am here. 

2 Serv I will, Sir. 


This is a ſtrange old Man. [Exit, 


Alpb. | welcome to him? 
ll be fir welcome to a Peſthouſe: Sirrah 
Let's have ur Valour now cas'd up, and quiet, 
When aa un calls, *tis Wiſdom in ye, 
A Servingnian's Diſcretion: if you do draw, 


Inter Leonardo, and Don Zanchio, carried by two 
Servants in a Chair, 


Draw but according to your Entertainment ; 
Five Nobles worth of fury, 

Leo. Signior Alphonſo, 
J hope no diſcontent from my Will given, 
Has made ye ſhun my Houſe ; | | 
And credit me, amongſt my fears *tis greateſt _ 
To miniſter Offences, 

Alph. O good Signior _. 
I know ye tor Halian breed, fair Tongu'd; 
Spare your Apologies, I care not for em, 
As little for your Love, Sir; I can live 
| Without your knowledge, eat mine own, and ſleep 
Without dependences, or hopes upon ye: 
J come to ask my Daughter. 

Leo. Gentle Sir! 

Alph. I am not gentle, Sir, nor gentle will be 
Till I have Juſtice, my poor Child reſtor'd 


bringing in of Moveables, as well as to note the Entrance of the 
Players at their proper Seaſons. And I wiſh we may not have too 
much reaſon from this careleſs Overſight, to imagine that a great many 
of the Pieces in the whole Collection were not printed from any better 


Manuſcripts than theſe (too often fad ones) of the ſeveral Prompters. 


Your 
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Your caper-cutting Boy has run away with, '* ' © 
Young Signior ſmooth-face ; he that takes up Wenches 
With Smiles and ſweet Behaviours, Songs, and _—_ 
Your high fed Jennet, that no hedge can hold: 


They ſay you bred him for a Stallion. [lnour 

Zanch. Fie Signior, there be Times, and terms f Ho- 
To argue theſe things in, decidements abe 
To ſpeak ye noble Gentlemen, ways punctual, 22.1 


And to the Life of credit, ye're too rugged. 

Alph. I am too tame, Sir. 

Leo. Will ye hear but reaſon ? | 

Alph. No, I will hear no reaſon: come not hither 
To be popt off with reaſon ; reaſon then, © 

Zanch, W hy Signior, in all things there muſt be method, 
Ye choak the Child of Honour elſe, Diſcretion.” P39. 
Do you conceive an Injury? 

Alph. What then, Sir? 

Zanch. Then follow it in fair terms, let your Sword bie 


When time calls, not your Tongue. 


Alph. I know, Sir, | 
Both when and what to do without Directions, 
And where, and how; I come not to be tutor'd; 
My cauſe is no Man's but mine own: vou Signior, . 
Wall ye reſtore my Daughter? | 
Leo. Who detains her? 21 
Alph. No more of theſe ſlight ſhifts. n 
Leo. Ye urge me, Signior, W 
With ſtrange injuſtice, cauſe my Son has aid 88 
Zanch. Mark him. | 
Leo, Out of the heat of Youth, does't follow © 
I muſt be the Father of his Crimes? 7.5 
Alph. I fay ſtill, | 
Leave off your Rher' rick, and 5 my Daughter, 
And ſuddenly; bring in your Rebel too, a | 
Mountdragon, he that mounts without Commiſſion, 
That I may ſee him puniſhed, and ſeverely, 
Or by the Holy Heav'n I'll fire your Houle, 
And there's my way of Honour. 
Zanch, Pray give me leave; 
Was tongs Man made the nobleſt Creature? 
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Alpb. Well Sir. | x 
 Zanch; Should not his Mind then tr to his Making, 
And to his Mind his Actions? IF this ought to be, 
Why do we run a blind way from our Worths, 
And cancel our Diſeretions, doing thoſe things 
Ju cure Offences, are the moſt Offences? 
We've Rules of [Juſtice in us, to thoſe Rules 
Let us apply our Angers: You can conſider 
The want in others of theſe terminations, 
And how unfurmiſh'd they appear. 
Alph. Hang others, 
And where the Wrongs are open, hang Reſpedts 
I come not to conſider. 
Leo. Noble Sir, 
Let's argue cooly, and conſider like Men. 
Alpb. Like Men! 
Leo. Ye are too ſudden ill. 
2 Alpb. Like Men, Sir? : 
Zanch, It is fair Language, and ally'd to Honour. CD 
" Alph. Why, what ſtrange Beaſt would your grave Reve- 
Make me appear? like Men! 
Zanch. Taſte but that point, Sir, 
And ye recover all. | 
Alph. I tell thy Wiſdom. (Tf 
I am as much a Man, and as good a Man—— 
Leo. All this is granted, Sir. 
Alph. As wiſe a Man p 
Zanch. Ye are not tainted that yay. 
Alph. And a Man 
Dares make'thee no Man; or at beſt, a baſe Man. 
Zanch. Fie, fie, here wangs much Carriage. 
Alph. Hang much Carriage. | 
Leo. Give me good Language. 
Alph. Sirrah Signior, give me my Daughter. 
Leo. I am as gentle as your ſelf, as free Born 
Zanch, Obſerve his way. 7 lh 
Leo. As much reſpect ow'd to me 
Zanch. This hangs together nobly. 
Leo. And for Civil, | 
A great deal more, it ſeems: Go look your Daughter, | 
anch. There ye were well off, Signior, _ 7 


G 


— 


0. 


lll hound him at thee fair and home. 
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Leo. That rough Tongue 
You underſtand at firſt: You never think, Sir ir, 


Out of your Mightineſs, of my Loſsg here I TE 
A patient Anvil, to your bur 


ngers, 
Made Subject to 4 dene, we yet my Loſs equal: J 


Who ſhall bring home my Son? 

Ab. A whipping Beadle. 
Leo. Why, is your Daughter whoriſh?/ 
Alph. Ha, thou dar'ſt not; 57 790 

By Heav'n I know thou dar*ſt RON eat 
Leo. I dare more, Sir, | 


If you dare be uncivil. 


Alpb. Laugh too, Pidgeon. | 
Zanch.. A fitter time for Fame's cake, two weak ware 
Would laugh at this; are there no more Days comi 
No Ground but this to argue on? No Swords left, 
Nor Friends to carry this, but your own Furies ? 
Alas! it ſhows too weakly. 
Alph. Let it ſhow, 
I come not here for Shews: Laugh at me, Sirrah? 
I'll give ye Cauſe to laugh, 
Leo. Ye are as like, Sir, 
As any Man in Spain, 
Abb. By Heav*n, I will, 
I will, brave Leonards. | | 
Leo. Brave Alphonſo, | 
I will expect it then. | 
 Zanch. Hold ye there both, 
Theſe Terms are noble. 
Alph. Ye hall WY mas 
© Now diſcreet] . | rSir? | 
Alph, Aſſure your ſelf ye ſhall : Do you ſee this Sword, 
He has not caſt his Teeth yet. 
Zanch, Rarely carried. 
Alph. He bites deep, moſt Times mortal : Signior, 


Zanch. Still nobly. ES 

Apb. And at all thoſe that dare maintain ye. 

Zanch. Excellent. [certain 

Leo. How you ſhall pleaſe, Sir, ſo it be fair, though g 
1d rather give you Reaſon. Zanch. 


9 Lovz's PILGRIMAGE. 


Zancb. Fairly urg'd too. 
Alph. This is no Age for Reaſon; x your Reaſon 
Upon your. Swords point. | 
Zancb. Admirably follow'd. | 
Alph. And there PII hear it: ſo till Ipleaſe, live, Sir. (Ex. 
Leo. And fo farewel, you're welcome, 
Zanch, Th' end crowns all things. il 
Signior, ſome little buſineſs paſt, this cauſe rn argue 
And be a Peace between ye, if't fo pleaſe e, 
And by the ſquare of Honour to the utmoſt. 
J feel the old Man's maſter'd by much Paſſion, 
And too high rack'd, which makes him overſhoot all 
His Valour ſhould direct at, and hurt thoſe 
That ſtand but by as blenchers this he muſt know too, 
As neceſſary to his Judgment, doting Women 
Are neither ſafe nor wiſe Adventurers; conceive me, 
If once their Will have wander' d; nor is't then 
A time to uſe our Rages: for why ſhould I 
Bite at the Stone, when he that throws it wrongs me? 
Do not we know that Women are moſt W ooers, | 
Though cloſeſt in their Carriage? Don't all Men know, 
Scarce all the compaſs of the Globe can holdem, 
If their Afſections be afoot ? ſhall I then covet 
The Follies of a She-fool, that by Nature 
Muſt ſeek her like, by reaſcn be a Woman? 
Sink a tall Ship, becauſe the Sails defie me? 
No, I diſdain that Folly ; he that ventures 
Whilſt they are fit to put him on, has found out 
The everlaſting motion in his Scabbard. 
I doubt not to make Peace; and fo for this time 
My beſt Love and Remembrance. e 7 8 
Leo. Your poor Servant. [ Exeunt. 


n 
Enter Diego, Philippo, and Theodoſia. 


Phi. Where will our Horſes meet us? 
Die. Fear not you, Sir, 
Some half Mile hence my Worſhip's Man will ſtay us: 


How 


— 
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How is it with my young Bloods ? come, be yon, 
Let's travel like a merry Flock of wild G 
Every Tongue talking. 
Phi. We are very merry; | 1 
ö But do you know this way, Sir? | 558 
Theo. Is't not dangerous? | 
Methinks theſe woody Thickets ſhould harbour Knaves, 
Die. I fear none but fair Wenches ; thoſe are INOS 
May quickly rob me of my good Conditions, 
If they cry ſtand once: But the beſt is, Signiors, 
They cannot bind my Hands; for any elſe, 
They meet an equal Knave, and there's my Pa 
I've ſeen fine Sport in this place: Had theſe Trees — * 
They'd tell ye pretty Matters: Don't you fear a 
They are not every Day's Delights, 
Phi. What Sport, Sir? | 
Die. Why, to ſay true, the Sport of all Sports. 
Phi, What was t? 
Die. Such turning up of Taffataes ; and you know. 
To what rare whifilng Tunes they go, far beyond 
, A ſoft Wind in the Shrouds ; ſuch ſtand there, and 
Down in the other Place: Such Supplications - _ 
And Sub- diviſions for thoſe Toys 1 — eir Honours; 
One, as ye are a Gentleman, in this Bun; 
And oh, ſweet Sir, what mean ye? There's a Bracelet, 
And uſe me, I beſeech ye, like a Woman, 
And her Petition's heard: Another ſcratches, _ 
And cries ſhell die firſt, and then wounds ; but cettain 
She's brought to Life again, and does well after. 
Another, ſave mine Honour, Oh mine Honour | 
My Husband ſerves the Duke, Sir, in his Kitchen, 
I have a cold Pye for ye; fie, fie, fie, Gentlemen, 
(14) Will nothing ſatisfie ye, where's my Husband? | 
Another cries, d'ye ſee, Sir, how they uſe me, 
Is there no Law for theſe things? 
Theo, And, good mine Hoſt, _ * 
Do you call theſe fine . . | 


3: (14) So the firſt Folio. The reſt, Will nothing ſatisfie, where's &c. 
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Die. What ſhould I call m 
They've been ſo call'd theſe thouſand Years and upwards. MW - 

Phi. But what becomes o'th* Men? | 

Die. They're ſtript and bound, * 7 
Like ſo many Adams, with Fig · Leaves afore em, 

And there's their Innocence. | 

Theo, Would we had known this, 
Before we reacht this Place. 

* Phi. Come, there's no Danger, 
Theſe are but ſometimes Chances, 
Enter Bailiff. 

Die. Now we muſt through. 

Theor, Who's that? © 

Die. Stand to it Signiors. 

Phi. No it needs not. 

I know the Face, tis honeſt. 

Bail. What mine Hoſt, 

Mine everlaſting honeſt Hoſt? 
Die. Maſs Bally: | 
Now in the Name of an ill Reckonin 
What make you walking this round? 

Bail. A of this round, | 
And of all Buſineſs too, through Woods, and Raſcals, 
They've rounded me away a dozen Duckets, | 
| Beſides a fair round Cloak: Some of em knew me, 

Elſe they had caſed me like a Cunny too, 

+ they 1855 done 1 e think roaſted me, 

or they began to baſte me ſoundly: My young Signiors, 
Lou may ad Heav'n, and 2 51 9 kg TIO 
You ſet not out ſo early; y* had been ſmoak'd elſe, 


- 


By this true Hand ye had, Sirs, finel ſmoak oak'd, 
Had ye been Wome, ſmockt too, 1 9 
Theo. Heav'n defend us. | 

Bail. Nay, that had been no Prayer; there were thoſe 

That run that Prayer out of Breath, yet fail'd too, 

There was a Friar, now ye talk of Prayer,  _ 

With an huge Bunch of Beads, like a Rope of Onions, 

Pm ſure as big, that out of Fear and Prayer, 


In 
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In half an Hour, wore em as fall; as Bugle, 
Yet he was flead too, 
Phi. At what Hour was this? 
Bail. Some two hours ſince. 
Theo, D' you think the Paſſage ſure now ? 
Bail. Ves, a Rope take 'em, as it will, and bleſs * em, 
They've done for this Day ſure. . 
Phi. Are many rifled? 
Bail. At the leaſt a dozen, 
And there left bound. 
Theo, How came you free? 
Bail. A Courteſie fv 
They uſe out of their Rogueſhips, to von 
To one, that when they give a ſign from fa 
(Which is from out of Danger z) he may preſently 
Releaſe the reſt; as I met you, I was going, 
Having the ſign from eren Hill to 51 ik. 1 
Theo. Alas poor Men. 1511 
Phi. Mine Hoſt, pray go untie em. 
Die. Let me alone for Cancelling, where are > thejel ? 
Bail. In every Buſh, like black Birds, you can't man em. 
Die. I need not ſtalk unto em. [ Ext. 
Bail. No, they'll ſtand ye, a 
My buſie Life for yours, Sir: You would wonder 
To ſee the ſeveral Tricks and ſtrange Behaviours 
Of the poor Raſcals in their Miſeries, 2 Y 
One weeps, another laughs at him for weeping, 
A third is monſtrous angry he can laugh, 
And cries, go too, this is no time; he laughs "Al 3 
A fourth exhorts to Patience, him a fifth Man 
Curſes for tameneſs; him a Friar ſchools, 
All hoot the Friar, here one ſings: a Ballad, 
And there a little Curate confutes him, 
And in this Linſey- woolſey way, that would make 2 Dog 
Forget his Dinner, or an old Man fire, 
They rub out for their Ranſoms: Mongſt the reft, - . 
There is a little Boy robb'd, a fine Child, 
It ſeems a Page: I muſt confeſs my pity 
(As *tis a hard thing in a Man of my place 
o ſhew Compaſſion) ſtir'd at him; ſo finely x 
C 2 And 
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And without Noiſe he carries his Afflictions, 
And looks as if he had but dreamt of loſing. 


Enter Hoſt and Leocadia, and others as robP4d. 


This Boy's the glory of this Robbery, 
The reſt but ſhame the Action; now ye may hear em. 
Hoſt. Come Lads, *tis Holy- day; z hang Cloaths, tis hot, 
And ſweating Agues are abroad. | 8__. 
1. It ſeems ſo; 
For we have met with rare Phyſicians 
To cure us of that Malady. 
Hoſt. Fine footing, | 
Light and deliver ; now my Boys: (1 5 Maſter Friar, 
How does your Holineſs? bear up Man; what 
A cup of neat Sack now and a Toaſt: Ha, Friar, 
A warm plaiſter to your Belly, Father, 
There were a Bleſſing now. 
Friar, Ye ſay your Mind, Sir. 
Hoſt. Where's my fine Boy, my Pointer? 
Bail. There's the wonder. [follow 
Hoſt. A rank Whore ſcratch their Sides till the Pox 
For robbing thee, thou haſt a thouſand ways 
To rob thy ſelf Boy, Dice, and a Chamber-Devil. 
Leo. Ye are deceiv'd, Sir. 
| Hoſt. And thy Maſter too, Boy. 
Phi. A ſweet-fac'd Boy indeed; what Rogues were theſe? 
What barbarous, brutiſh Slaves to ſtrip this Beauty ? 


Theo. Come hither my Boy: Alas! he's cold; mine 9 7 8 
We muſt intreat your Cloak. 
Hoſt. Can ye intreat it? 
Pbi. We do preſume ſo much, you've other Garments. 
Hoſt. Will you intreat thoſe too? : 
Theo. Your Mule muſt too. 
To the next Town, you ſay 'tis near; in pity 
Lou cannot ſee this poor Boy periſn. I know 
Ye have a better Soul, we'll ſatisfie ye. 


Hoſt. Tis a ſtrange fooliſh trick! * but I can't hel p it, 
(15) Mafter Friar, 


How does your Holineſs bear up Man z The Improvement of 


the Senſe, by the — in the Text, will be evident to any ju- 
dicious Reader. 2 | 
Im 
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I'm ever cozen'd with mine own Commendations ; ? 
It is determin'd then I ſhall be robb'd too. 
To make up vantage to his dozen; here Sir, 
Heav'n has provided ye a ſimple Garment 
#, pray keep it handſomer 

Than you kept your own; and let me have it render'd, 
Bruſh'd and diſcreetly folded. 

Leo. I thank ye, Sir. 

* Who wants a Doublet ? 


= Where will you have it? 

2. From you Sir, if you pleaſe. 

Heft. Oh, there's the point, Sir. | 

Phi. My honeſt Friends, I'm ſorry for your Words, 
But that's but poor Relief; here are ten Duckets, 
And to your Diſtribution, holy Sir, 


I render em, and let it be your care 


To ſee *em, as your wants are, well divided, 
Hoſt. Plain dealing now my Friends, and Father Friar, 
Set, me the Saddle right; no wringing, Friar, 
Nor Tithing to the Church, theſe are no Duties; 
Scour me your Conſcience, if the Devil tempt 560 
Off with your Cord, and ſwinge him. 
Friar. Le ſay well, Sir. | 
Al. Heav'n keep your Goodneſs. 
Theo. Peace keep you, farewel Friends: 
Hoſt. Farewel Light-Horſe-men. [ Ex. the rob. 
Phi. Which way Travel you, Sir? 
Bail. To the next Town. 
Theo. Do you want any thing? | 
Bail. Only Diſcretion to travel at good Hours, 
And ſome warm Meat to moderate this matter, 
For I am moſt outragious, cruel hungry. 
Hoſt. I have a Stomach too, ſuch as it is, 
Would poſe a right good Paſty, I thank Heav'n for't. 
Bail. (16) Cheeſe, that would break the Teeth of a new 
Handſaw, _ | 
I could endue now like an Oſtrich, or ſalt Beef, That 
(16) Cheeſe 
I could endure t.] What my Hoſt means is s plain and 
ay, Viz. That he could digeſt Cheeſe which wou'd break an Hand- 
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That Cæſar left in Pickel. 

Phi. Take no care, 
We'll have Meat for you, and enough; th? mean time 
Keep you the Horſe way, leſt the Fellow mils us, 6 
We'll meet ye at the end o'th* Wood. 


Heſs. ** haſte then. . Hoſt and Bail. . 


Theo. My pretty Sir, till your Neceſſities 
Be full Ri 0. ſo pleaſe you truſt, our indir., 
We muſt not part. 
Leo. I have pull'd a Charge upon ye, 
Vet ſuch a one as ever ſhall be thankful. iP 
Phi, Y have ſaid enough, may I be bold to ask ye, 
What Province you were bred in? And of what 2 
Leo. Ye may Sir: I was Born in Audaluzia, 8 
My Name Franciſco, Son to Don Angus 
De Cardinas. 
Theo, Our noble Neighbour. 
Phi. Son to Don flenriques ? 
I know the Gentleman: And by your leave, Sir, 
J know he has no Son, 
Leo. None of his own Sir, 
Which makes him . that right upon hy Brother 
Don Zanchio*s Children: One of which I am, 
And therefore do not much err. 
P'bi. Still ye do, Sir, 
For neither has Don Zanchio any * | 
A Daughter, and a rare one, is his Heir, 
Which though I never was ſo bleſt to ſee, 
Yet I have heard great good of, 
 - Theo. Urge no further, 
Me is aſhamed, and bluſhes. 
Phi, Sir, 


If 't might import you to conceal your ſelf, 


ſaw ; Teeth, his Stomach being as ſtrong as that of an n Oftrich. But 
] believe no Dictionary of our Language will furniſh us with ſuch a 
Senſe of the Word exdure. I have therefore taken the Liberty to ſub- 
ſtitute what I really believe was the original Reading, wiz. endue, or 


endeau. "Tis a Term in Falcopry which Bloome explains thus, Enden, 


is when an Hawk digeſteth her Meat, that ſhe not only diſchargeth 
her Gorge thereof, bat likewiſe cleanſeth her Fannel. 


. P 
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1 a5 your Mercy, I haye been ſo curious. 

Leo. Alas! I muſt ask yours Sir, for theſe Lies; ; 

Yer they were uſeful ones; fot by the claiming | - 

Such noble Parents, I beliey'd. your bounties [men, 

Would ſhew more gracious : The plain Truth i is, Gentle - | 

I am Don Zanchio's Steward's Son, 4 wild Boy, 

That for the Fruits of his — FL» 

Is fain to ſeek the Wars. 

Theo. This is a lie too, 
If I have any Ears, 
Phi. Why? 
Theo. Mark his Language, 

And' ye ſhalt find it of too ſweet a reliſh 

For * of ſuch a breed: Pll Fun my Hand, 

This is no-Boy. 

Phi. No y? What would you have 82 

Deo. I know no Boy: I watchs how fearfully, - 

And yet how ſuddenly he cur'd his Lies, 

The right Wit of a Woman; now Tm ſure | 
Phi. What are ye ſure? _ 1 
Theo. That 'tis no Boy: I'll burn in't. 97805 
Phi. Now I conſider better, and take Council; | 

Methinks he ſhows more ſweetneſs in that Face, 

Than his fears dare deliver. | 

Theo. No more talk on't, 

There hangs — great weigit by it; ſoon at Nighe 

Pl tell ye more, . 

Phi. Come, Sir, whate'er you are, 

With us, embrace your liberty; and our bels 

In any need you have. 

12 All oy poor Service | 

| Shall be at your Command, Sir, a my Pra yers. ſale. 

Ol Ler's walk apace 3 Hunger will cut their Throats 

 [Excunt, 


C4 SCENE 
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Vis 


(17) Enter Rodorigo, and Marc-Antonio ; two Chairs 
45 . ſet | out, ; , 


8 


Rod. Call up the Maſter, | 
Maſt, Here, Sir. ia T9 3 2074 4: 
Rod. Honeſt Maſter, e Vets f W 
Give order all the Gallies with this Tide | 
Fall round, and near upon us; that the next wind 
We may weigh off together, and recover 
The Port of Barcelona, without parting. 
Maſt. Your Pleaſure's done, Sir. [ Exit. 
Rod. Signior Marc- Antonio. | 
Till Meat be ready, let's fit here, and prepare 
Our Stomachs with Diſcourſes. 4 
Marc. What you pleaſe, Sir. | 
Rod. Pray ye anſwer me to this doubt. 
Marc. If I can, Sir. [Children, 
Rod. Why ſhould ſuch Plants as you are, Pleaſure's 
That owe their bluſhing Years to gentle Objects, | 
Tenderly bred, and brought up in all fulneſs, 
Deſire the ſtubborn Wars? | n 
Marc. In thoſe 'tis wonder, | 
That make their Eaſe their God, and not their Honour : 
But noble General, my end is other, PIERS) 
Deſire of Knowledge, Sir, and hope of tying 
Diſcretion to my time, which only ſhews me, 
And not my Years, a Man, and makes that more, 
Which we call handſome ; th' reſt is but Boy's Beauty, 
And with the Boy conſum'd, © 
Rod. Ve argue well, Sir, 


5 


Marc. Nor do I wear my Youth, as they wear Breeches, 


For object, but for uſe; my Strength for Danger, 


617) Enter Rodorigo, Marc-Antonio, and @ Ship-maſter, —) But 
if the latter enter'd with the two former, what Fon 5 or Rodorigo's 


ordering him to be called up? The Direction in the Folio of 1647, is 
more ridiculous till ; becauſe theſe three Perſons are plac'd at the 


Head of the Scene as in the Octavo, and yet the Maſter is made to 
| anſwer, within, 


(Which 


FA ti ⁵˙ 


—_ 
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(Which is the liberal part of Man,) not Dalliance : 
The Wars muſt be my ann S.. | 
Rod. Oh Signior, 
You'll find her a rough Wench, 
Marc. When he is won once, on 
She'll ſhow the ſweeter, Sir. bs OE art ad ct 
Rod. You can be pleas'd thooghy:; 
Sometimes to take a tamer ? 
Marc. Tis a truth, Sir, 
So ſhe be handſome, and not ill condition'd. 
Rod. A Soldier ſhould not be ſo curious. 
Marc. I can make ſhift with any for a heat, Sir. 
Rod. Nay, there you wrong your Youth too; and 
however 
You're pleas'd t' appear to me, which ſhews well, Signior, 
A tougher Soul than your few Years can ceſtifie; re 
Yet, my young Sir, out of mine own experience 
When' my Spring was, I'm able to confute ye, 
And fay, y*had rather come to th* ſhock. of Eyes, 
And boldly march up to your Miſtreſs OUS 
Then to the Cannon's. 
Marc, That's as their lading is, Sir. 
Rod. There be Trenches 
Fitter and warmer for-your years, and fer, 
Than where the Bullet plays. "*J 
Marc. There's it I doubt, Sir. 
Rod. You'll eas ly find that, faith: But come, be liberal, 
What kind of Woman could you make beſt Wars wich ? 
Marc. They're all but heavy marches. - | 
Rod. Fie, Marc- Antonio, 1 
Beauty in no more Reverence? OR 
Marc. In the Sex, Sir, 14 
I Honour it, and next to Honour, love its, F 210 
For there is only Beauty; and that ſweetneſs 
Fn was firſt —_ for Modeſty ; ſever it 
t it in one Woman, it a $ 
'Tis oF too rare a Nature, ſhe wo grols 
To mingle with it. 


Rod, This is a meer Hereſie, 
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Mare” Which thakes*etti ever mending ; for that glof 
That cozens us for Beauty, is but Bravery, 
An outward ſhew of things well ſet, no more: 
For heav'nly Beauty, is as Heay*n it ſelf, Sir, 
Too for Object, and (18) what's ſeen 
Is but the Vail, thin, airy Clouds; grant this 
It may be ſeen, tis but like Stars in twinklings. 
Rod. Tas no ſmall ſtudy in their Libraries 
Brought you to this Experience: But what think ye 
Of that fair red and white, which we call Beauty? 
Marc. Why? 'tis our Creature, Sir, we give it em 
Becauſe we like thoſe colours; elſe tis certain —— 
A blue Face with a motley Noſe would do it, - 
And be as great a Beauty, ſo we lov'd it; 
That we cannot give, which is only Beauty, 
Is a fair Mind. 
Red. By this Rule, all our choices 
Are to no-ends. 
Marc. Except the dull edc Ging. 
Rod. Then all to you ſeem equal ? 
Marc. Very true, Sir, 
And that makes equal dealing: I love any 
That's worth Love. 
Rod. How long love ye, Signior? 
Marc. *Till I have other buſineſs. 
Rod. Do you never 
Love ſtedfaſtly one Woman? 
Mare. Tis a Toil, Sir, F 
Like riding in one Road e 


It offers no varie 
Rod Right Youth, 


He muſt needs make a Soldier; nor 40 you think 
One Woman can love one Man Aw 


(18) —_—— ſeen 
I but the Vail then, airy Clouds 1]. The Monofytlable 
then ſeems not to have any good Authority for ſtanding here, as 
having nothing to which it refers. I ſuſpe& a Corruption as well in 
the Senſe, as in the Pointing, and that it ſtood originally thus; 
what is fern 


I but the Vail, thin, airy Clouds, &c. 


Marc. 
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Marc. Yes, that may be, | | 


Though it appear not often; they're things ignorant, 
And therefore apted to that Superſtition - 

Of doting fondneſs. yet of late Years, Signior,ĩ„, 
That World's well mended with 'em, few are found now 
That love at length, and to the right mark, all 92 
Stir now as the time ſtirs; Fame and Faſhion 

Are ends they aim at now, and to make that love 

That wiſer Ages held Ambition;gnn?: 

They that cannot reach this may love by Index; 

By every day's ſurveying who beſt promiſes, | 
Who has done beſt, who may do, and who mended + | 
May come to do again; who appears neateſt  _ 
Either in new ſtampt Clothes, or courteſies, [things 
Done but from Hand to Mouth neither; nor love they theſe 
Longer than. new are making, nor that Sue 0 10 
Beyond the next fair Feather: Take the City, 

There they go to't by Gold weight, no gain from em, 
All they can work by Fire and Water to em, 

Profit is all they point at; if there be Love, 

'Tis ſhew'd ye by ſo dark a Light, to bear out 

The bracks and old. ſtains in't, that ye may purchaſe 
French Velvet better cheap; all laves are endleſs, Yo 

Red. Faith, if you have a Miſtreſs, would ſhe heard you. 

Marc. Twere but the ventring of my Place, or ſwearing. 
I meant it but for Argument, as Schoolmen 
Diſpute high Queſtions, 

Rod. What a World is this, 421 W 
When young Men dare determine what thoſe are, . 
(19) Age and the beſt Experience ne er could aim at. 

1 They were thick. ey d then, Sir; now the Print's 

Ser, | 
And they may read their Fortunes without Spectacles. 

Rod. Did you ne' er love? 

Marc. Faith yes, once after Supper,” 4 
And the fit held 'till Midnight,  _ | of. 
Rod. Hot, or ſhaking ? 


(19) Age the beſt Experience———] The deficiency of Meaſure 
I have ſupply'd from the Folio of 1647. 


Marc. 
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Marc. To ſay true, both. 
- Rod. How did ye rid it? 

Marc. Thus, Sir, 


I laid my Hand upon my Heart, and bleſt me, 
And then ſaid over certain Charms I'd learn'd 


Againſt mad Dogs, for Love and they're all one; 5 
Laſt thought upon a Windmi], and ſo ſlept, , 
And was well ever after. | ; 
Rod. A rare Phyſician, ++ 
What would your Practice gain ye? 
Marc. The Wars ended, | | 5 


I mean to uſe my Art, and have theſe Fools 
Cut in the Head like Cats, to fave the Kingdom 
Another Inquiſition. 
- Red, So old a Soldier 
Out of the Wars, I never knew yet practiſed. 
Marc. I ſhall mend every Day; but noble General, 
Believe this, but as this you nam'd, Diſcourſes. 
Rod. Oh y'are a cunning Gameſter. 
Marc. Mirths and Toys | 
To cozen Time withal; for o'my Troth, Sir, 
I can:Love, I think, well too, well enough; 
And think as well of Women as they are, 
Pretty fantaſtick things, ſome more regardful, 
And ſome few worth a Service: I'm ſo honeſt, 
I wiſh 'em all in Heav'n, and you know how hard, Sir, 
*I will be to get in there with hae great Farthingals. 


Rod. Well Marc Antonio, Pd: not loſe thy FER 
For the beſt Galley I command. 


Marc. Faith General, | 
If theſe Diſcourſes pleaſe, [ ſhall fit ye 
Once every Day. [ Knock within. 
Red. Thou canſt not pleaſe me better hark, they call 
Below to Dinner; ye're my Cabbin Gueſt, 
My Boſom's, ſo you pleaſe, Sir. 5 
Marc. Your poor Servant, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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S CB: Ne. IV. 
Enter ſecond Hoſt, and bis Wife. 


Hoſt. Let em have Meat enough Woman, half a Hen; 
There be old rotten Pilchards, put em off too, 
Tis but a little new anointing of em, 
And a ſtrong Onion, that confounds che fink. 
Hoſteſs. They call for more, Sir. 
Heſs. earns a dozen Eggs down, 
But then beware your Wenches. 
Hoſteſs. More than this too? [up Wench, 
Hoſt. Worts, worts, and make em e pop 'em 
But they ſhall pay for Cullyſes. 
Hoſteſs. All this is nothing; 
They call for Kid and Partridge. 
Hoſt. Well remembred, 
Where's the Faulconer's half Dog =» lefr? 
Hofteſs. It ſtinks, Sir, 
Paſt all hope that Way. 
Hoſt. Run it o'er with Garlick, 
And make a Roman Diſh on't. 
Hoſteſs. Pray ye be patient, 
And get Proviſion in; theſe are fine Gentlemen, 
And liberal Gentlemen ; they've unde quare 
No mangey Muleteers, nor Ix Poſts, 
That feed upon the parings of Musk-melons 
And Radiſhes, as big and tough as Rafters : 
Will ye be ſtirring in this Buſineſs? Here's your Brother, 
Mine old Hoſt of Qſuna, as wiſe as you are, 
That is, as Knaviſh; if ye put a trick, 
Take heed he do not find it. 
Haft. I'll be wagging. 
Hoſteſs. Tis for your own Commodity; why Wenches ? 
Ser. [within.] Anon forſooth. [ Water? 
Hoſteſs. Who makes a Fire there? And who gets in 
Let Oliver go to the Juſtice, and beſeech his Worſhip | 
We may have two Spits a and do you hear Druce, 
Let him invite his and his Wives Worſhip, 
To the left Meat to- — 


Euter 


— 
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Enter Bailiff. 
Bail. Where's this Kitchen? | | 
Hoſteſs. E'en at the next Door Signior; what, old Don? 
We meet but ſeldom. 
Bail. Prithee be patient Hoſteſs, 
And tell me where the Meat is. 
Hoſt. Faith Maſter Baily, _ 7) 
How have ye done? And how Man? 
Bail. Good ſweet Hoſteſs, 
W hat ſhall we have to Dinner? 
.: Hoſteſs. How does your Woman, 
And a fine Woman ſhe is, and a good Woman ; 
Lord, how you bear your Tears: 
Bail Is't Veal or Mutton, 
Beef, Bacon, Pork, Kid, Pheaſant, or all theſe, 
And are they ready all? 
Hoft. The hours: that have been 
Between us two, the merry hours: Lord * 
Bail. Hoſteſs, 
Dear Hoſteſs do but hear; T am hungry. ates. Ye 
Are merrily diſpoſed, Sir. Bail. Monſtrous hungry, 
And hungry after much Meat, I've brought hither 
Right worſhipfuls to pay the reckoning, 
Mony enough too with *em, defire enough 
To have the beſt Meat, and of that enough too : 
Come to the point ſweet Wench, and ſo I kiſs thee. 
Hoſteſs. Ye ſhall have any thing, and inſtantly, 
E'er you can lick your Ears, Sir. 
Bail. Portly Meat, 
Bearing, ſubſtantial ſtuff, and fit for Hunger, 
I do beſeech ye Hoſteſs frſt; then ſome light Garniſh, 
Two Pheaſants in a Diſh; if ye have Leverits, 
(Rather for way of Ornament, than Appetite,) 
They may be look'd upon, or Larks; * Fiſh, 
As there's no great need, ſo I would not wiſh ye 
To ſerve above four Da but thoſe full ones; 
Ve have no Cheeſe of Parma? 
Hate. Very old, Sir. 8 
Sail. The leſs will ſerve us, ſome ten Pound. 


Hateſ. 


12 
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Hoſteſs. Alas, Sir, e 

We have not half theſe Dainties. a Tags” 

Zail. Peace good Hoſteſs, 1 

And make us hope ye have. | e Youu _ 
Hoſteſs. Ye ſhall have all, Sir. | 
Bail. That may be got for Mony. 


Enter Diego, and a Boy. 


Die. Where's your Maſter? 
Bring = your Maſter, Boy : I muſt have Liquor 
Fit for the Myrmidons, no daſhing now, Child, 
No Conjurings by Candle-light, I know all; 


Strike me the oldeſt Sack, a Piece that carries- 


Point blank to this place Boy, and batters ; Hoſteſs, 
I kiſs thy Hands through which many a round reckoning 
And things of moment have had motion. 
Hoſteſs. Still mine old Brother, 
Die. Set thy Cellar open, 
For I muſt enter, and advance my Colours; ;  [Duckets, 
Pve brought thee Dons indeed Wench, Dons with 
And thoſe Dons muſt have dainty Wine, pure Bacchus 
That bleeds the life Blood; what, is your cure Mee. 
Bail, We ſhall have Meat, Man. 
Die. Then we will have Wine, Man, 
And Wine upon Wine, cut and drawn with Wine. 
Hoſteſs. Ye ſhall have all, and more than all. 
Bail. (20) All's well then. 
Die. Away, about your Buſineſs, you with her 
For old acquaintance fake, to ſtay your, Stomach. 
And Boy, be you my Guide, 4 . 8 
For I will make a full deſcent in Equipage. 
[Exeunt Fab and Bail if. 
Boy. I'll ſhew you rare Wine. 
Die. (21) Stinging Geer, 4-2 . 
Boy. Divine, Sir. | FO 
Die. O divine Boy, march, march my Child, rare Wine 
Boy. As any 1s in Spain, Sir. | 


(20) The, other Copies read, A Fas then. 
(21) Stinging Beer.] Mr. Theabald prevented me in the Correction 
of this place, by having noted the true reading from the Copy of 1647. 


Vo L. VII. Die. 


| 
l 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
7 
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Die. Old, and ſtrong too, 


Oh my fine Boy, clear too? 


Boy. As (22) Chryſtal Sir, and ſtrong as Truth, 
Die, Away Boy, 


I am enamor'd, and I long for Dilſiarice' 


Stay no where Child, not for. thy Father's Bleſſing, 

I charge thee not to fave thy Siſter's Honour, 

Nor to cloſe thy Dames Eyes, were ſhe a Dying 

Till we arrive, and for thy Recompence 

J will remember thee in my Will. 1 
Boy. Ye have ſaid, Sir. | f . 


A C 1 lll. SCENE I 


Enter Philippo, and ſecond Hoſt. 


Phi, INE Hoſt, is that Apparel got ye ſpoke of? 
\ , Ye ſhall have ready 455 2 th N. "Tis come 


in Sir, 


He has it on Sir, and J think it will 


Be fit, and o! my Credit it was never 
Worn but once Sir, and for neceſſity 


Pawn'd to the Man I told ye of, 


Phi, Pray bargain for't, 
And I will be the Pay-maſter, 
2 Hoſt. I will Sir. 
Phi. And let our Meat be ready when you pleaſe, 
I mean as ſoon. | 
2 Hiſt. It ſhall be preſently. 
Phi. How far ſtands Barcelona ? 
2 Hoſt, But two Leagues off, Sir, 
You may be there by three a Clock. 


Phi. Im glad on't,  [Exeunt. 


(22) —— Chryftal Sir, and as Truth.) The Epithet frog, without 
which the Sentenee would be lame, I have recovered from the Editions 
of 1647 and 1679, But I ſuſpe& that Diego here has intrenched upon 
the Draxwer above, and that the whole ſhould run thus, 

rare Wine Boy. 

Boy. As any in Spain 555 old and 2 too. 

Dieg. O my fine Boy ! char tw? 

wo As Chryftat, Sir, and firong as Truth, 


SCENE 
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S 
Enter Theodoſia, and Leocadia. 


Theo. Signior Franciſco, why I draw you hither 
To this remote Place marvel not, for truſt me 
My Innocence yet never knew ill dealing, 
And as ye have a noble Temper, ſtart not 
Into Offence, at any thing my Knowledge, 
And for your ſpecial good, would be inform'd of, 
Nor think me vainly curious. 

Leo. Worthy Sir, 
. The courteſies you and your noble Brother, 
— Even then when few Men find the way to do em, 

I mean in want, ſo freely ſhowr'd upon me, 


So truly, and ſo timely miniſter'd, 

Muſt, if I ſhould ſuſpect thoſe (23) Minds that made em, 
Either proclaim me an unworthy Taker, | 
Or worſe, a baſe Believer: Speak your Mind, Sir, 
Freely, and what you pleaſe, I am your Servant. ſtance, 


Theo, Then my young Sir, know, ſince our firſt Acquain- 
Induc'd by Circumſtances that deceive not | 


To clear ſome doubts I have; nay bluſh not, Signior, 
I have beheld ye narrowly : More bluſhes ? 
Sir, ye give me ſo much light, I find ye* _ 
A thing confeſg'd already: Yet more bluſhes ? 
You would ill cover an Offence might ſink ye, 
That cannot hide your ſelf; why do ye ſhake ſo? 
I mean no trouble to ye; this fair Hand | 
Was never made for hardneſs, nor thoſe Eyes 
(Come do not hide *em) for rough Objects; hark ye, 
Ye have betray'd your ſelf, that Sigh confirms me; 
Another? and a third too ? then I ſee 
un. Theſe Boys Cloaths do but pinch ye; come, be hberal, 
Ye've found a Friend that has found you, diſguiſe not 
That loaden Soul that labours to be open: 
upon Now you muſt weep, I know it, for I ſee 

our Eyes down laden to the Lids, another | 
Manifeſt token that my doubts are perfect; 3 5 | 


(23) — Mind: that made en,] i. e. did en. hs 
Vor. VII. 3 | = 
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Yet I have found a greater; tell me this, 
Why were theſe holes left open, there was an error, 


A foul one, my Franciſco, have I caught ye? 


O 
Allows Men none in this place: Now 


etty Sir, the cuſtom of our Count 


r „ 
the ſhow'r comes. 
Leo. Oh Signior Theodoro. ie 
Theo. This ſorrow ſhows ſo ſweetly, 
I cannot chuſe but keep it Company: v0 
Take truce and ſpeak, Sir: and I charge your goodneſs, 
By all thoſe perfect hopes that point at Virtue, 
By that remembrance theſe fair Tears are ſhed for, 
If any ſad Misfortune have thus form'd ye, 
That either Care or Counſel may redeem, 
Pain, Purſe, or any thing within the Power 
And Honour of free Gentlemen, reveal it, 
And have our labours. | 
Leo. I have found ye noble, 
And ye ſhall find me true; your Doubts are certain, 


Nor dare I more diſſemble; 'm a Woman, 


The great example of a wretched Woman, 
Here you muſt give me leave to ſhew my Sex —— 
And now to make ye know how much your Credit 
Has won upon my Soul, ſo't pleaſe your Patience 
I'll tell you my ynfortunate fad Story, 

Theo. Sit down and ſay on, Lady. 

Leo. I am born, Sir, 


Of good and honeſt Parents, rich, and noble, 


And not to lie, the Daughter of Don Zanchio, 
If my unhappy Fortune have not loſt me: 
My Name calPd Leocadia, een the fame 
Your worthy Brother did the ſpecial Honour , 


To name for beautiful, and without Pride 


I have been often made believe ſo, Signior ; 


But that's impertinent: Now to my Sorrows; 


Not far from us a Gentleman of worth, 

A Neighbour and a noble Viſitor, 

Had his abode, who often met my Father 

In gentle ſports of Chaſe, and River-Hawking, 


In Courſe and Riding; and with him often brought 


A Son of his, a young and hopeful Gentleman, 
v7 | Nobly 


obly 
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Nobly weine up, in years fit for Affection; 
A ſprightly Man, of Underſtanding excellent, 
Of Feech and civil *haviour no leſs powerful; 
And of all Parts, elſe my Eyes lied, abundant; 
We grew Me, and from that acquaintance 
Nearer into Affection; from Affection 
Into Belief, 

Theo. Well. 

Leo. Then we durſt Kis. 

Theo. Go forward. 

Leo. (24) But oh, Man, Man unconſtant, careleſs Man, 
Oh ſubtle Man, how many are thy miſchiefs? 
Oh Marc- Antonio, I may curſe thoſe Kiſſes, 

Theo, W hat did you call him, Lady? 

Leo. Marc-Antonio, ._ 
The name to me of Miſery, 

Theo. Pray forward. 


Leo. From theſe we bred Dei but loſe me Heav'n 
If mine were Luſtful. 


Theo, I believe. | 
Leo. This nearneſs 5 0 | 
Made him importunate : When to fave mine Honour, 


I got a Contract from him. 

Theo, Sealed? 

Leo. And ſworn too; 

Which ſince, for ſome Offence Heav'n laid upon me, 
I loſt amongſt my Montes in the Ro 

(The loſs that makes me pooreſt;) this won from him, 
Fool that I was, and too too credulous, 

I*pointed him a by- way to my Chamber 

The next Night at an hour. 

Theo. Pray ſtay there Lady ; ſye? 
And when the Night came, came he, kept he touch with 
(Be not ſo ſhame-fac*d ;) had you both your Wiſhes? 
Tell me, and tell me true, did he enjoy ye, 

Were ye in one anothers Arms abed ? The Contract 


(24) But oh, Man, unconflant—] The fine Repetition here which 
the Line wanted in more reſpects chan one, I had from the Copy of 


1647. 
D 2 Confirm'd 


(Love having full poſſeſſion of my 2 1 | 


he - EIS Re — 4 — 4 
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Confirm?d in full joys there? Did he lye with ye? 
Anſwer to that; ha? Did your Father know this, 
The good old Man, (25) or Kindred privy to't ? | 
And had ye their conſents? Did that Night's promiſe 
Make ye a Mother:? 8 | 
Leo. Why do you ask ſo nearly? g 
Good Sir, do's it concern you any thing? | 
Theo, No, Lady. - 
Only the Pity why you ſhould be uſed fo 
A little ſtirs me, but did he keep his Promiſe? 
Leo. No, no, Signior, : 


Alas he never came, nor never meant it, 


My Love was fool'd, time number'd to no end, 
My Expectation flouted; and gueſs you Sir, 
What (26) dor unto a doating Maid this was, 
What a baſe breaking off ? 91 
Theo. All's well then Lady; 
Go forward in your Story. 
Leo. Not only fail'd, Sir, 


Which is a curſe in Love, and may he find it 


When his Aﬀections are full-wing'd, and ready 

To ſtoop upon the Quarry, then when all 

His full Hopes are in's Arms; not only thus, Sir, 

But more injurious, faithleſs, treacherous, 

Within two Days Fame gave him far remov'd 

With a new Love, which much againſt my Conſcience, 
But more againſt my Cauſe, which is my Hell, 

I muſt confeſs a fair one, a right fair one, 

Indeed of admirable Sweetneſs, Daughter 

Unto another of our noble Neighbours, 


The Thief call'd Theodgia, whole Perfections 


I'm bound to ban for ever, curie to Wrinkles, 
As Heav'n I hope will (27) make 'em ſoon, and Aches ; 


125) —or Kinared privy tot] I can't help thinking but that or is 
corrupted for were. 5 

(26) 7. e. Balk, Diſappointment. If the Reader would ſee an ac 
count of the ſeveral ſorts of Pars, I will refer him to Ben. Fohn/on, 
v. 1. page 354, 355, 350, Octavo. 

(27) —make em ſoon, and Aches 1] Mr. Theobald puts a Query in 
his Margin here, whether we ſhou'd not read Abbes. I don't think 
there is a great deal in it either way, WTF 

| For 
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For they have robb'd me poor entre Wench 
Of all, of all Sir, all that was my 


And left-me nothing but theſe Tears, A Travel: 
Upon this certain News, I quit my Father. 
And if you be not milder in Conſtruction 

I fear mine Honour too, and like a Page 

Stole to Oſſuna, from that Place to Sevil, 

From thence to Barcelona I was travelling, 

When you o'er-took my Miſery, in hope to hear of 
Gallies bound up for Maly; for never 
Will J leave off the ſearch of this bad Man, 

This Filcher of Affections, this Love-Pedler 


Nor ſhall my Curſes ceaſe to blaſt her Beauties, 


And make her Name as wandring as her Nature, | 
'Till ſtanding Face to Face before their Luſts 
I call Heav'n's Juſtice down, | 
Theo, This ſhows too angry, 
Nor can it be her Fault ſhe is belt ; 
If I give Meat, muſt they that eat it ſurfeir? 

Leo. She loves again, Sir, there's the Miſchief of i it, 
And in deſpight of me, to drown my Bleſſings, 
Which ſhe ſhall dearly know—— 

| Theo. Ye are too violent. 

Leo. Sh'as Devils in her Eyes, to whoſe Devotion 
He offers all his Service. 

Theo. Who can ſa | 
But ſhe may be forſaken too? He that once wanders . 
From ſuch a perfect Sweetneſs, as you promiſe, 

Has he not ſtill the ſame Rule to deceive? 

Leo. No, no, they are together, love together, 

Paſt all Deceit of that ſide; ſleep together, 


Live, and delight together, and ſuch Deceit 


Give me in a wild Deſert. 
Theo. By your Leave, Lady, 


. I ee no Honour in this Cunning, 


Leo. Honour? 


True, none of her part, Honour, ſhe deſerves none, 
*Tis ceas'd with wandring Ladies ſuch as ſhe is, 


So bold and impudent., 


Theo, 1 could be angry, 8 
D 3 Extreamly 
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Extreamly angry now beyond my Nature, [Ade 

And 'twere not for my Pity: What a Man 

Is this, to do theſe Wrongs? believe me Lady, 

I know the Maid, and know ſhe is not with him 
Leo. I would you knew ſhe were in Heaven. 
Theo. And ſo well know her, that I think you're cozen'd.--. 
Leo. So I ſay, Sir. 
Theo. I mean, in her Behaviour; [Credit, 

For truſt my Faith, ſo much I dare adventure tor her 

She never yet delighted to do Wrong. 


Leo. How can ſhe then delight in him? dare ſhe think, 
Be what ſhe will, as excellent as Angels, 
My Love ſo fond, my Wiſhes ſo indulgent, 

That I mult (28) take her Prewnings; ſtoop at that 
Sh'as tir'd upon? No, Sir, I hold my Beauty, 


(28) — take her Prewnings ; 6 at that 

Sh as tir'd upon ? — ] Mr. Theobald, with whom I had the 
good Fortune to agree, reads foop for flop, which is undoubtedly the 
true Lection, and is a Term in Falconry that needs no Explanation: I 
will however beg the Reader's Pardon for ſtepping one moment out of 
the way, while I endeavour to correct a Paſſage in Shakeſpear's Lear, 
which this place has ſuggeſted to me. Tis in Act 2, Scene 10. The 
old King being turn'd out of Doors by Goneri] his eldeſt Daugh- 


ter, comes to Regan his ſecond in the bitterneſs of his Soul, to com- 
Plain to her of her eldeſt Siſter's Uſage, and ſays, | 


Beloved R | 
Thy Sifler' s naught, IR n fe hath tied 
Sharp-tooth'd unkindneſs, I. a Vulture here. 
| | [Pointing to his Heart. 
To tie ſharp-tooth'd Unkindneſs like a Vulture to his Heart, ſeems at 
firſt Sight an alluſion to the known Story of Prometheus ; but as it 
does not occur to my Memory, that his Vulture or Eagle, was con- 
fin'd by any Chain or Bond, I ſuſpect a ſlight corruption of the Word, 
tho” it is not a ſmall one as to the Senſe, and conjecture the Lines 


ſhou'd run thus, 


. 


Beloved Regan | 
Sifler's naught; o n he hath tir'd 
Sharp-tooth'd Unkindneſs, like a Vulture here. 


To tire a Hawk or Vulture, in Falconry, is to give him a Leg or a 
Wing of a Pullet to pluck at ; how much then is this Paſſage heightned 
by reſtoring the probably original Term, and making Lear ſay, That 


bis Daughter had given his Heart to Unkindneſs as to a Vulture, to bt 
pluck'd at and tors in pieces ? a | 


Waſh 


- 
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Waſh but theſe Sorrows from it, of a Sparkle | 
As right and rich as hers, my Means as equal, 
My Youth as much unblown; and for our Worths 1 
And Weight of Virtue - 
Theo, Do not task her ſo far. (or, — : | 
Leo. By Heav'n ſhe's Cork, and Clouds, light, light, 
But I ſhall find her out, with all ner Witchorafts, | 
Her Paintings, and her Pouncings; for *ris Art, 
And only Art preſerves her, and meer Spells - - 
That work upon his Pow'rs; let her but ſhew me 
A ruin'd Cheek like mine, that holds his Colour 
(And writes-but ſixteen Years) in ſpight of Sorrows; 
And unbathed Body, ſmiles, that give but WE: 4 
And wrinkle not the Face; beſides ſhe's little, 
A demy Dame, that makes no Object. 
Theo. Nay, 
Then I muſt ſay you err; for credit me, 
I think ſhe's taller than your ſelf. 
Leo. Why let her, 
It is not that ſhall mate me, I but ask 
My Hands may reach unto her. 
Theo, Gentle Lady, 
Tis now ill time of farther Argument, 
For I perceive your Anger void of 'Counſel, 
Which I could "with more temp' rate. 
Leo. Pray forgive me, 
If I have ſpoke uncivilly : They that look on 
See more than we that play ; and I beſeech ye 
Impute it Love's Offence, not mine; whoſe Torments, 
If you have ever lov'd, and found my Croſſes, 
You muſt confeſs are ſeldom ty*d to Patience, 
Yet I could wiſh I had faid leſs. 
Theo. No harm then, 
Ye've made a full amends; our Company 
You may command, ſo pleaſe you, in your Travels, 
With all our Faith and Furtherance ; let it be ſo. 
Leo. Ye make too great an Offer, 
Theo. Then it ſhall be. 
Go in and reſt your ſelf, our wholſome Diet 
Will be made ready ſtraight : But hark ye Lady, 


D 4 
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One thing I muſt entreat, your Leave and Sufferance, 


That theſe things may be open to my wg | 
For more Reſpe& and Honour. | 

Leo. Do your Pleaſure, | 

Theo. And do not chan _ this Habit i by a no means, 
Unleſs ye change your el 

Leo. Which muſt not yet be. 

Thea. It carries ye concealed and ſafe. 

Leo. I'm counſel'd. Ua. 

Enter Philippo, 

Phi, What's done? a 

| Theo, Why, all we doubted ; *tis a Woman, 
And of a noble Strain too, gueſs. 

Phi. I cannot. 

Theo. You've heard often of her. 

Phi, Stay, I think not. 

Theo. Indeed ye have; tis the fair Leocadia, 
Daughter _ Don Zanchio, our noble Neighbour, 

Phi, Nay? ; | 

Theo. 'Tis ſhe, Sir, o my credit. 

. Phi. Leocadia, 


: Piſh Leocadia, it muſt not be. 


Theo. It muſt be, or be nothing. 
Phi. Pray give me leave to wonder: Leocadia ? 
Theo. The very ſame. 
Phi. The Damſel Leocadia; 
1 gueſt it was a Woman, and a fair one. 
I fee it through her Shape, tranſparent, plain ; 
But that it ſhould be ſhe; tell me directly. 
Theo, By Heav'ns *tis ſhe, 
Phi. By Heav'n then 'tis a ſweet one, 
Theo. That's granted too. 
Phi. But hark ye, hark ye, Siſter, 
How came ſhe thus diſguis'd ? PIE 
Theo. I'll tell you that too; 
As I came, on the ſelf ſame Ground, fo a too. 
Phi. By the ſame Man? 
Theo. The ſame too, 
Phi. As I live 


You Lovers have fine Fancies; Wondrous fine ones. 


; Theo, 
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Theo. Pray Heav'n you never make one. 

Phi, Faith I know not, 
But in that Mind I am, Id rather cobble, He 
'Tis a more Chriſtian Trade; pray tell me one thing, 
Are not you two now monſtrous jealous 15TH 
Of one another ?. 

Theo. She is much of me, 
And has raid at me moſt unmercifully 
And to my Face, and o'my Conſcience 
Had ſhe but known me, either ſhe or I, 
Or both, had parted with ſtrange Faces, 
She was in ſuch a fury, 

Phi. Leocadia ? 
Do's ſhe ſpeak e ? 

Theo, Wondrous well, Sir, 


And all ſhe do's becomes her, &en her Anger. 


Phi. How ſeemed ſhe when * found her? 
Theo. Had you ſeen 
How ſweetly fearful her pretty ſelf 
Betray*d her ſelf, how neat her ſorrow ſhow'd, 
And in what handſome phraſe ſhe put her Story, 
And as occaſion ſtir'd her how ſhe ſtarted, 
Tho' roughly, yet moſt aptly, into anger, 
You would have wonder'd. 
Phi. Do's ſhe know ye? 
Theo. No, 
Nor muſt not by no means, 
Phi, How ſtands your difference? 
Theo, PII tell ye that ſome fitter time, but truſt me 


My Marc-Antonio has too much to anſwer. 


Phi, May I take knowledge of her ? 

Theo. Yes ſhe's willing, 

Phi, Pray uſe her as ſhe is, with all reſpects then, 
For ſhe's a Woman of a noble breeding. 

Theo, Ye ſhall not find me wanting, 

Phi. Which way bears ſhe? 

Theo, Our way, and to our end. 

Phi. I am glad on't ; hark ye, 
She keeps her eg ? [ Enter Leocadia. 


Theo, 
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Thee. Yes, and I think by this dime 
Has mew*d her old. 
Phi. She's here: By Heav'n a rare one, 
An admirable ſweet one, what an Eye 
Of what a full command ſhe bears, how gracious 
All her aſpect ſhows; bleſs me from a Feaver, 
I am not well o'th* ſudden. 4-2 
Leo. Noble Friends, 
Your Meat and all my Service waits upon ye. 
Phi. Ye teach us Manners, Lady; all which Service 
Muſt now be mine to you, and all too poor too; 
Bluſh not we know ye, for by all our Faiths 
With us your Honour is in ITY; 
And ever ſhall be. 
Leo, I do well believe it; WW 
Will ye walk nearer, Sir? IExi. 
They. She ſhows till fairer, ; 
Younger in every change, and clearer, neater ; 
I know not, I may fool my ſelf, and finely 
Nouriſh a Wolf to eat my Heart out: Certain 
As ſhe appears now, ſhe appears a wonder, 
A thing amazes me; what would ſhe do then 
In Woman's helps, in Ornaments apt for her 
And deckings to her delicacy ? Without all doubt 
She would be held a Miracle; nor can I think 
He has forſaken her: Say what ſhe pleaſe; 
I know his curious Eye; or ſay he had, 
Put caſe he could be ſo boy-blind and fooliſh, 
Yet ſtill I fear ſhe keeps the Contract with her, 
Not ſtol'n as ſhe affirms, nor loſt by negligence, 
_ She'd loſe her ſelf firſt, *tis her Life; and there 
All my hopes are diſpatch'd, O noble Love, 
That thou couldſt be without this Jealouſie, 
Without this Paſſion of the Heart, how heav*nly 
Wouldſt thou appear unto us! ? Come what may come, 
I'll fee the end on*t: and ſince chance has caſt her 
Naked into my refuge, all I can _ 
She freely ſnall command, 2 the Man. © [Ext 
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SCENE 
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8 T EN E III. 
Enter Leonardo, and Don Pedro. 


Io. Don Pedro, do you think affuredly 
The Galleys will come round to . 
Within theſe two Days? 

Ped. Without doubt. 

Leo. And think ye 
He will be with 'em certainly? 

Ped. He is Sir, 

I aw him at their ſetting off, 

Leo. Muſt they needs 
Touch there for Water, as you ſay . 

Ped. They mult Sir, 


And for freſh Meat too. Few or none go by i it; 
Beſide ſo great a Fleet muſt needs want trimming 
If they have met with foul Seas, and no Harbour 
On this ſide Spain is able, without * | 


— —— — 


To moor 'em, but that Haven. „ 
Leo. Are the Wars | {4 | 
His only end ? 
Ped. So he profeſſes. 


Any command amongſt *em ? 


Teo.” Bebe he . 


2d, Good regard | 

With all; which quickly will prefer him. 

Leo. Pray Sir tell me, 
And as you are a Gentleman be liberal. 

Ped. I will Sir, and moſt true. 

Leo. Who ſaw ye with him? 

Ped. None but things like himſelf; young Soldiers 
And Gentlemen deſirous to ſeek Honour. 

Leo. Was there no Woman there, nor none diſguis d 

That might be thought a Woman? In his Language 


Did he not let ſlip ſomething of ſpicion 
Touching that wanton way ? 

Ped. Believe me Sir, | | 
I neither ſaw, nor could ſuſpect that Face | 
That might be doubted Woman's, yet I'm ſure 
Aboard him I ſaw all that paſt; and *tis impoſſible 


Among 


bo 
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Among fo many high ſet Bloods there ſhould he 
A Woman, let her cloſe her ſelf within a Cockle, 
But they would open her; He muſt not Love 
Within that Place alone, and therefore ſurely 
He would not be ſo fooliſn, had he any, | 
To truſt her there; for his Diſcourſe, *twas ever 
About his Buſineſs, War, or Mirth, to make us 
Reliſh a Can of Wine well ; when he ſpoke private, 
*Twas only the remembrance of his Service, 

of your good Prayers for his Health Sir, 


And ho 
And ſo 


gave him to the Seas, 


Leo. I thank ye, f | 
And now am fatisfied, and to prevent 


Suſpicions that may nouriſh dangers, Signior, 


(For I have told you how the mad Apbonſo 
Chafes like a Stag th? toil, and bends his Fury 


For 


Gainſt all, but his own Ignorance ;) I'm determin'd, 
peace ſake and the preſervation 7 
Of my yet untouch'd 


nour, and his cure, 


My ſelf to ſeck him there, and bring him back, 
As teſtimony of an unſought Injur 


By either of our Actions; that the World 


And he, if he have Reaſon, may ſee plainly 


Opinion is no 
Founders of 


rfect Guide; nor all Fames 
ruths: In the mean time this courteſie 


I muſt intreat of you, Sir, Be my ſelf here, 
And as my ſelf command my Family. 
Ped. Ye lay too much truſt on me. 


Leo. Tis my Love, Sir, 
I will not be long from ye; if this 


Chance to be call'd upon e er my return, 
I leave your care to anſwer ; ſo farewel, Sir. 
Ped. Ye take a wiſe way ; all my beſt Endeavours 
Shall labour in your abſence ; peace go with 
A noble honeſt Gentleman, free-hearted, | 
And of an open Faith, much loving, and much toved, 
And Father of that Goodneſs only Malice 
Can truly ſtir againſt ; what dare befal 


»Till his return I'll anſwer, 


queſtion 


ye. [| Ex. Leo. 


— [ Exit Ped. 


Enter 


4 
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Euter Alphonſo, and Servant. 


Alph. Walk off, Sirrah, | 
But keep yourſelf within my call. 

Serv, I will, Sir. 

Alph. And ſtir my Horſe for taking cold: ; Wichin thine, 
Hoa People; you that dwell there my brave Signior, 
W hat are ye all aſleep? is't that time with Jer. | 
Vl ring a little louder. | 


Enter Pedro. 


Ped. Sir, who ſeek ye? 
Alph. Not you, Sir: Where's your Maſter? . 
Ped. I ſerve no Man 
In way of pay, Sir. 
Apbh. Where's the Man o'th* Houſe then? 
Ped. What would you have with him, Sir? 
Alpb. Do you ſtand here, Sir, 
To ask Men queſtions when they come? 
Ped. I would, Sir, 
Being his Friend, and hearing ſuch alarms, 
Know how Men come to viſit him. 
Alph, Ye ſhall, Sir, 


Pray tell his Mightineſs here is a „ 


By N Alphonſo, would intreat his Conference 
About affairs of State, Sir; are ye anſwer d? 


1 Enter Zanchio carried. 


Ped. J muſt be, Sir. | 
Zanch, Stay, ſet me down, ſtay Signior, 
You muſt ſtay, and ye ſhall ſtay, 
Alph. Meaning me, Sir? 
| Zanch, Yes, you Sir, youl mean, I mean > 
Alpb. Well, Sir. 
Why ſhould I ſtay? 
Zanch, There's Reaſon, 
Alph. Reaſon, Sir? 
Zanch. Ay Reaſon, Sir, 


My wrong is greateſt, and I will be ſery'd firſt; 
Call out the Man of Fame. 


Alph. How ſery*d, Sir? 


 Zanch, 
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And ſay thy Prayers, thou art dead. 


Mine is the moſt wrong, and my Daughter deareſt, 
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Zanch. Thus, Sir. 
Alph. But not before me! : aw 
Zanch. Before all the World, Sir, 
As my caſe ſtands. | 
"tb. I've loſt a Daughter, Sir. 
 Zanch, I've loſt another worth five ſcare of * Sir. 
Alph. Ye muſt not tell me fo, 
Zanch. I have, and hark ye, 
Make it up five ſcore more: Cal out the Fellow, 
And ſtand you by, Sir. 
Ped. This is t e mad Morriſs. 
Ab. And I ſtand by? | 
Zancb. 1 ſay ſtand by, and do it, 
 Alph. Stand by * thy HO: 
Zanch. (29) Turn prelently 


bb, I ſcorn thee, 
And ſcorn to ſay my Prayers more than thou doſt, 


Zanch, Shall be ri ? 
Ped. A third may live I ſee; pray hear me, Gentlemen. 
Zanch, Shall be? 
Alpb. Ay, ſhalt be righted. 
Zanch. Now ? 7 
Alpb. Now. TE 
Zanch. Inſtantly ? | | 
Alph. Before I ftir. 15 
Zanch, Before me? | 
Alph. Before any. [ Friends here 
Zanch. Doſt thou conſider what thou ſay'ſt? haſt thou 
Able to quench my Anger, or perſwade me 
After I've beat — into (30) one main bruiſt, | 


And mine ſhall firſt be righted. 
| I 


And made thee ſpend thy ſtate in rotten Apples, 


Thou canſt at length be quiet; ſhall I kill thee, 
Divide thee. like a rotten Pumpion, 
And leave thee ſtinking to Poſterity ? 


(29) So the firſt Folio: That of 1679 reads Tuis : The Octavo Tune. 
(30) —one main bruift) Mr. Theobald reads bruiſe, which may 
be the right Lection, 1-4 I have not 2 to diſturb the Text. 


There's 
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There's not the leaſt blow I ſhall gives. 8 this 

Urge me no farther: I am firſt. 5 
Alph, I'll hang firſt. | N 

No Goodman Glory, *tis not your 8 

Vvour punctual Honour, nor — — | 

Zanch, Set me a little nearer. | * 

Apb. Let him ſally —— 

(31) Lin'd with your quirks of Carriage and Diſcretion, 

Can blow me off my purpoſe. Where's your credit. 

With all your School points now ? your decent arguing, 

And apt time for performing; where are theſe Toys, 

Theſe wiſe ways, and moſt honourable courſes, 

To take Revenge? how dar*ſt thou talk of killing, 

Or think of drawing any thing but Squirts, 

When Letchery has dry founder'd thee ? 

Zanch. Nearer yet, 

That I may ſpit him down, thou look'ſt like a Man. 
Ped, I would be thought ſo, Sir. 
Zanch, Prithee do but take me, 

And fling m' upon that Puppy. 

Alph. Do for Heav'n's ſake, 
And ſee but how Dll hug him. 
Zanch. Yet take warning. 
Ped. Faith Gentlemen, this is a ; needleſs quare. 
Zanch. And d*you deſire to make one? —© 
Ped. As a Friend, Sir, 
To tell you all this Anger i is but loſt, Sir, 
For Leonardo is from home. 
Alph. No, no, Sir. 
Ped. Indeed he is. 


(31) Zanch. Lin'd with your Quirks] I have given to the 
Speakers here, what I think they may juſtly claim, tho Mr. Theo- 
bald only makes a Query about it, viz. Their proper Speeches, which 
all the eee Editions ſeem to have confounded; after — Co, 
ſhip — Alphonſo is wang wag by old Zaxchio who 

Set me a little nearer, let him ſally — Aﬀter w ich Alp hon ſaã 
goes on to complete his paſſionate Speech that was * of at- 
not your Soldadoſhip = thas, ö | 

Lin'd with your quirks of 1 &c. 
After which follows naturally enough, | | | 

Lanch. Nearer yet. h | | 


Zanch. [1 
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Zancb. Where dare he be, but here Sir, 
When Men are wrong'd, and come for Satisfactions? 
14 Ped. It ſeems he has done none, Sir; for his buſinef 
i Clear of thoſe cares, hath carried him for ſome time 
1 To Barcelona: if he had been guilty, 223 44 
1 I know he would have ſtaid, and clear'd all difference 
Either by free Confeſſion, or his Sword. | 
\ Zancb. This muſt not be. 
Ped. Sure as I live, it 1s, Sir. 
Alph. Sure, as we all live, ; 
Hc's run away for ever: Barcelona! 
Why ? 'tis the Key for /aly, from whence 
He ſtole firſt hither. 
Zancb. And having found his Knaveries 
Too groſs to be forgiven, and too open, 
He has found the fame way back again: I believe too 
The good Graſs Gentleman, for his own eaſe, 
Has taken one o'th* Fillies: Is not his ſtuff ſold ?. 
Alph. I fear his Worſhip's Shoes too; to eſcape us, 
J do not think he has a Diſh within Doors, ; 
A Louſe left of his Lineage. | 
Ped. 2 too 3 . 
Alpb. one poor wooden . 
Ped. Come in — ſee, Sir. 5 [ pleaſed, 
Ab. I'll ſee his Houſe on fire firſt, Ped, Then be 
Sir, to give better cenſure, Zanch. I will after him, 
And ſearch him like conceal'd Land, but I'll have him, 
And though I find him in his ſhrift, PII kill him. 
Alph, I'll bear ye Company. 
Zanch, Pray have a care then, 
A moſt eſpecial care, indeed a fear, 
Ye do not anger me, 
Abb. I will obſerve ye, 
And if I light upon him handſomly. ns 
Zanch. Kill but a _= of him, leave ſome, Alphonſo, 
For your poor Friends, 
Ped. I fear him not for all this. 
Alph. Shall we firſt go home, 
For it may prove a Voyage, and diſpoſe 
Of things there; Heav'n knows what may follow. : 
Zanch. 


i 


has 
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en Ha? © Hs 
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Zanch. No. —— ˙— „ 1 2 3 % we oh 445 
«1 AR 


PII kill him in this Shirt Pe on: te bing 
Govern themſelves, m Ma er of my” 
At this time, an We 3 (32) let Wi tte, 54 7. 
Lie lay till L return. ee 
Alph. Tay Amen Wi: a 21604 wank 


MAL 2x 
Zanch, Lellin Wa 


1 6l 


a. 
* , 1 7 
- > ” 


Four is too great a Son for all his Bere, | 

Come, take me up inſtantly. * ere 
Alph. Farewel to you, Sir, 

And if your Friend 5 in a Featherbed, o& 

Sow'd up. to ſhrowd his fears, tell him is 8 te 


For no courſe but his voluntary hanging, 110 11 


Can get our Pardons. is S156 al 30 = 
Ped Theſe I think would | 1 ol ; 
Offence enough, if their on indiſcretions 5 au 85 
Would ſuffer em; two of the old ſeditious, . ry 
When they want Enemies, they are their ow | Foes: "2 
Were they a little wiſer, I f. doubt em * 
Till when I'll n&er break ſleep, nor ſuffer Pes. " 
For any harm, he ſhall receiye ; for tis as eaſie, 
If he be guilty, to turn theſe two old Mens, 9000 
Upon their own. Throats, and Jook on, and. live . 
As tis to tell five Pound; a great deal ſooner | 
And ſo I'l-to'my Meat, and then to hawking, Wo 


EET am 
(32) — — Wife, int Labd > +. 4. 

Lie lay ii =] This Paſſage is 4 Confirmation of a Cor- 
rection I made in The Scornful'Endy ; Tho! Mr. be makes an 
unhappy Query, whether we pods not read i lab 

je fa 
But this is the ſame © . as you may . in TY 3's 
upon The Scornful Lady, being fallow! „ 


5 4 *. Unt al 


1 * . 
C. * 
4 * « 1 , 15 #4 A 4 g 
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Enter Marc egy _ a e | 


Marc. © IR, this is Complement ; I þ Fae of 

= i Gent. Sir, it is not. Marc, Why? I would only fee 

The Town. Gent. And only that I come to ſhew you, 
Marc. Which I can fee without vou. 

Cent. So you may 8 . f 
Plainly, not ſafely: For uch Difference © | 
As you have ſeen betwixt the Sea and Earth 1 
When Waves riſe high, and Land would beat em back 
As fearful of Invaſion : ſuch we find 
When we land here at Barcelona. wards , 

Marc. Sir. | 

Gent. Beſides our Ger'ral of the Gallies, um | 
Your haſty Nature, charg'd me not return 3 ; 
Without you ſafe, 5 ] 

Marc. O Sir, that Rodorigo OF | ; 

Is noble, and does miſtake my Temper, | 

There is not in the World a Mind leſs apt | / 
To conceive Wrongs, or do 'em; has he ſeen me 8 
In all this Voyage, in the which he pleaſes 8 


Enter Eugenia, and divers Attendants. 


To call me Friend, let flip a haſty Word? 
Od's light, Sir, yonder is a Lady vail'd, - \ 
For Properneſs beyond Compariſon, 

And ſure her Face i is like the reſt ; well ket. 
Cent. Why? You are haſty, Sir, already ; know yu / 
What 'tis you go about? 

Marc. Yes, I would fee 
The Woman's Face. 8 h 


Gent. By Heav*n you ſhall not do't: | F 
You do not know the Cuſtom of the Place : 1 
To draw that Curtain here, though ſhe were mean, 
1s mortal. 


Mart 


Lovz's er fog J 
Marc. Is it? Earth muſt come to Earth © oh 
* At laſt, and by my Troth, PII 7 it, Sir. * woo 
Gent. Then malt hold you fait, By all the Faith | 
That can be plac'd in Man, * an Attem . | 
More dangerous than Death, l. Dey Shame 5 
I know the Lady well. 
Marc. Is ſhe a Lady? 10 
] ſhall the more deſire to ſee her, Sir. * 
Gent. She is Alanſi's un. the Goveror, . k 4 
A noble Gentleman,” © 1 * 
Marc. Then let me go ö 2 8 N 
If I can win her, you and I will wy 
This Town, Sir, fear it not, and we Loon 
# Theſe barbarous Cuſtoms then'y for every Lady 
ack Shall be ſeen daily, E IG 
| Gent, Come, do not jeſt; nor let your Paſſions bear you 
To fuch wild Eaterprines: Hold you ftill, 
For as I have a Soul, you halt not dot. 
She is a Lady of anblemiſh'd Fame, 
And here to offer that Aﬀront, were baſe: 
Hold on your way, and we will ee che ——_—_— WA 
And overlook the Ladies. * 
Marc. I am ſchooPd, 
And promiſe you I will; but good Sir, ſee, 
She will paſs by us now; 1 1 I wt 
Salute her thus far off. ? 
Gent. *Sfoot, are you mad: ? 
'Twill be as ill as th other. bl 
1 Attend. What's the matter > 
What would that Fellow have? 
Gent. Good Sir, forbear, 
1 Attend, It ſeems you are new landed; would y hay "A 
you Any ching here? Marc. Yes, Sir, all Happinch, 


0 


- fs A \ 


(33) — and ſeen ower too.] To SF box over or overſeen 49 
he uſes the word ower/ook a lower, is ſeemingly not what the Poets 
intended he ſhould fay, but that the Ladies ſhould. not only be 


ſeen with, but without their Veil: ; and then we perhaps ſhould 
make the Place run thus, 


7. daily and ſeen overt 400, i. #. | 
without the Interpoſition of any thing betwixt their aces and ud. 
g 80 Chaucer too utes this Word in his Houſe of Fame, Book 2. Line 210. 
Mare | ET | To 
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To that fair Lady, as Lhope. ot AN C31 
Gent. Marc Antonios ad bat 
Marc. Her Hat, which needs no hiding, I would: 

A gef MA ne an n of bad d nc tad? 
Cent, Now go on, for 'tis too late f zaortgasb> SroM 

| To keep this from a Tumult. 


1 Attend, Sirrah, you  obg Tl & oft 4 e 
Shall ſee a fitter Object for your Eyes, Nett 561 Ma! 
Than a fair Ladys Facmmſee . | 
Eug. For Heav'n's fake, raiſe noticin 2191156) on A | 


A Quarrel in the Streets for me. tine Tn 
1 Fiend, Slip in then . 


This is your Door... |, me ane ud] 

Eug. Will you nceds quarrel thee: ) rid Se dT 

1 Attend. We muſt, or ſuffer i? 
This Outrage: Is't not all your n Sirs? TY , 

I All. Yes. | vy [ 
{| Eug. Then I do belrech ye, let my Lord 1 l 
| Enter three or four Soldiers. AG *V F Fa jo ; 
| Not think the Quarrel about me; for itis hot. La. 
ji Gent, See happily ſome of our Dae n | f 
| Are come aſhoar. 4. S 
| 1 Attend. Come on, Sir, you ſha ſee” 1 
| Faces enough. te 06 q 
Gent. Some one of you call to 0 457 wb 0 e ee ( 
Enter certain Trwnſmen, | N od HT: 
Our General, the whole Roar of the Tons. wes 2. , þ 
Comes in upon us. 2 ww) r þ 
Marc. I have ſeen, Sir, better e A 
Perhaps, than that was cover'd, and will yet A 

Enter Philippo, Theodoſia, and Leocadia 

See that, or ſpoil yours. | 1 
Pz)hi. On, why ſtart you back? 3 1 
Theo. Alas, Sir, they are fighting, ff gf 1 


Leo. Let's be gone, | 
See, ſee, a handſome Man fruck down. 
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h WH Gov. Hoi e 187 ee hop neu Jl 
& Look out, Antonio's in Diſtreſs. r 
Y Enter Roderigo a Tad 2 51907 
| Theo. Antonio.” 0009 7:8 mne 5 0 
Lo. mann hee 
1 Rod. (wy or wes gl makea Shit: into the Town, 
I'll part you, e ono” Shot. 
A [aro my Cabin "[ Exe. "Atmidants and e 
Cent. I will do that Omece: | 
J fear ir is Mie laſt that 1 hall athing?tf 1 291 907 
T Eee. Soldiers and Gentlemen with Marc  Aitonis 
T Theo. The laſt why, will he dig? AS Nl 
, Since I have found him; /; Happineſs be e 
When I leave him. nnn eee v. 5 1 
[ Phi. Why Theodsfia ? ren 


My Siſter; wake; — diere b e web; 
45 To ſee the Streets ſo'full; TP he I grieve wh > id - 
0 fee them left ſo empty: I could with, r aro 
ut. Tumult himſelf were here, that yet at leaſt | 3 
. Amongſt the Band, I mig nt eſpy ſome Face e 


So pale and fearful, that Gould willingly . 5 hir, He 
* Embrace an Errand for a Cordial, og = a 
te, Or Aquavite, or a Cup of Sac n 1 


po Or a Phyſician ; but to talk of theſe lon * Ow 
She breaths : Stand up O Theodpfta, tw en ee of] 


Speak but as thou wert wont; give but a Sigh, * 3 
| Which is but th* moſt unhappy Piece of Life, | 
vj And I will ever after worſhip Sadneſs, © wr | >. 5 


5 Apply my ſelf to Grief; prepare and build 2 
Altars to Sorrow. 2 
Theo, O Philippo, help me. : 
Phi, 1 do; theſe are my Arms, Phils Aim, 
Thy Brother's Arms that hold thee up. 
Theo. Lou help me 4 8 
To Life; but [ would ſee Antonio | F ne Ra 
That's dead. & 
Phi, Liws ſhale ſee any thing; how dof 650 2 we 
I Theo, Better, I thank you. 1 1 
70H, Phi, Why, that's well; call up ban A0 K 


E 3 Thy 


70 Lovz's FIhOVIMAGS.! 
Thy Senſes, and uncloud thy _ 8 
How now ? 
Theo. Recover'd but Antonio, 
Where is he ? (56 ws 
Phi. We will find . art thou well? | 
Theo. Perfectly well, ſaving the miſs of him? ; 
And I do charge you here, our Alliance, 

And by the Love which would have been betwixt us, 
Knew we no Kindred; by that killing Fear, 
Mingled with twenty thouſand Hopes and Doubts, 
Which you may think, plac'd in a Lover's Heart, 
| nb in a Nr s too, when ſhe wants ec 

o grant me your Aſſiſtance, to find out 
This Man alive, or dead; and I will pay you, 
In Service, Tears, or Prayers, a world of Wealth: 
But other Treaſure I have none: Alas! 
You Men have ftrong Heartsz but we feeble Maids 

Have tender Eyes, which only given be 
To blind rake. > ip crying for what they ſee, 

Phi. Why daſt thou charge me thus? Have Ibecn found 

The to 3 what I could but imagine 

were? Have I at any time 

Tears a buſineſs of mine own, beyond © 
A vanity of thine? Have I not been, 

As if I were a ſenſeleſs Creature, made 


To ſerve thee without r of FOUngs 
If fo, why fear'ſt eu, a 251 


Theo, I am ſatisfied. - 


Phi. Come, then let's go: Where's Lada 
Theo. I know not, Sir. 


Phi. Where's Leocadia ? 

Theo. I do not know, 

Phi, Leocadia ? | 
This Tumult made the Streets as dead as Night, 
A Man may talk as freely; what's become | 
Of Leocadia? Theo, She's run away. | 

Phi. Be gone, and let us never more behold 
Each others Face, till we may, both together, 
Faſten our Eyes on her; accurſed be 
| Thoſe tender —_— names of Charity, 


And 


th. a. reds ton 1 PE 
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And natural Ann uy y have loſt 

Me only by obſervi — * what Coſt, 
Travel, and Froitle iſhes may in vain 
Search throug h the World, bit Aver Bed appt 

Theo. Good Sir be patient, T have done no fa 
Worthy this Baniſhment, - | 

Phi. Yes Leocadia, 

The Lady fo diftreſwd, wins was content 

To lay — Story, and to lay her Heart 

As open as her Story to your ſelf, 

Who w was content that I ſhould know her Sex, 
Before diſſembled, and to put herſelf 
Into my conduct, whom | undertook 

Safely to guard, is in this Tumult loſt. 

7555 And can I help it, Sir? 

Phi. No, would thou could'ſt, 

You might have done, but for that zeaPd Religion 
You Women bear to Swooningsz you do pick 
Your times to faint when ſome Body is by, 
Bound or by Nature, or by Love, or Service, 
To raiſe you from that well differabled Death; 
Inform me but of one that has been found 
Dead in her private Chamber by her ſelf, 
Where Sickneſs would no more orbear, than here, 
And I will quit the reſt for ber. | 
What : * ſme d h , diflebl 

t they may do, and how may di e; 
N TRY, I did not. he 9 

Phi. By my Troth, 

Would I had try'd; would 1 had let thee lain, 
And followed her. 

' Theo. | would you had done fo, 

Rather than been fo angry; where's Antonio ? 

Phi. Why doſt thou vex me with theſe Queſtions? 
I'll tell thee where, he's carried to the Gallies, 
There to be chain'd, and row, and beat, and row 
With knotted Ropes, and Pizzels; if he ſwound, 
He has a doſe of Bisket. | 

Theo. I am glad | | 4 
He is alive. | 


E 4 Phi. 
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Phi. Was ever ae u, Her 8 NA 1611 

Tell me where Leocadia is? Good Brother 

Be not fo haſty, and, 1 think I can: 0 

You found no Error in me, when I n 

Told you ſhe was a Woman, and believe r me 

Something I have found out, which makes me think, 

Nay, almoſt know ſo well, that 1 durſt er 

She follow'd hurt Antonio. . 
Phi. What do we 


Enter the Governor, two Attendants, and the 7 -onfmen 


Then lingring here: 5 we will aboard the Galli 
And find her. | 

Gov. Made he a ſhot into the Town? . 15 

1 Attend. He did, Sir. A [vernor 

Gov, Call back thoſe Gentlemen, 1 end The Go- 
Commands you back. Phi, We will obey him, Sir. 

Gov. You gave him cauſe. to ſhoot; 6 6s he is 
So far from raſh Offence, and holds oy me 7 
Such curious Friendſhip 3 could not one of you. | 
Have call'd me while *twas doing? Such an Uproar, 
Before my Door too? | 
I Townſ, By my moch Sir, (30 we were ſo buſy i in 
the publick cauſe, of our own private falling out, that 
we forgot it; at home we ſee now you were not, but as 
ſoon as the ſhot made us fly, we ran away: as faſt as we 
could to ſeek your Honour. 

Gov. Twas gravely done; but no Man tells the 1 
Or chance, or what it was that made you differ. 

1 Toumſ. For my part Sir, if there were any that J 
knew of, the ſhot drove it out of wy, Heads do you 
know any, Neighbours ? 

All. Not we, not we. 

Gov. Not we! Nor can you tell? 1 75 
I Altend, No other cauſe, 

But the old Quarrel betwixt the Town and che Gallies. 

Gov, Come nearer Gentlemen; What are your Names? 

Phi. My name Philippo, 


(34) — we were) Folio 1647. The other Copies, aue are. 
4 | 4 | Gov. 


* 


” TW "WW Gp." 


V, 
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Theo, And mine Theadore. 
Gov. Strangers you are, it ſeems. 
Phi. Newly arrived. 
Gov, Then you are they begun =_ Og 
Phi, No, Sir. 22 
Gov. Speak one of you. . 
1 Attend, They are not, I can quit em. 
Theo. Yet we ſaw part, and an unhappy part 
Of this Debate, 'a long ſought Friend of ours - 
Struck down for Dead, and born unto Nhe Gallies, 
His name is Marc Antonio. 
Phi. And (35) another 
Of our own Company, a Gentleman 
Of noble Birth, beſides accompanied _ 
With all the gifts of Nature, raviſh'd hence 
We know not how, in this Diſſenſion. | 
Gov, Get you home all, and work; and when I hear 
You meddle with a Weapon any more, 
But thoſe belonging to your Trades, I'Il lay you 
Where your beſt Cuſtomers ſhall hardly find 1 you. 


LEreunt T ae 
I'm ſorry, Gentlemen, I troubled you, 


Being both Strangers, by. your Tongues, and Looks, 
Of worth: To make ye ſome part of amends, 


If there be any thing in this poor Town, 


Of Barcelona that you would command, 
Command me. 


Theo. Sir, this wounded Gentleman 


If i it might pleaſe you, if your Pow'r und Love 


Extend ſo far, I would be glad to wiſh 
Might be remov'd into the Town for cure: 


The Gallies ſtay not, and his Wound I know | 
Cannot endure a Voya 


Gov. Sir, he ſhall, | 
I warrant you: Go call me hither, Sirrah, 


One of my other Servants, | 700 1 Attend. 
Phi. And beſides, | | 


(35) — —— another 


Of our C The firſt Folio reads as in the Text. 
The 


754 Love's PiLexIMAGE, 
The Gentleman we loſt, (36) Signior Franciſcos 
Shall he be render'd too? 


Enter 4 Servant. 


Gov. And he Sir too: Go Sirrah, bear this * 
To Rodorigo, my moſt noble Friend, 
The General of the Gallies : Tell him this. 
s to bis Servant. Exit Servant 
Theo. Now we ſhall Ne em both. 
Pbi. Bleſt be thy Thoughts 
For apprehending this bleſt be thy Breath 
For uttering 1t. | 
Gov. Come Gentlemen, you ſhall | 
Enter my Roof ; and I will ſend for Surgeons, 
And you ſhall ſee your Friends here preſently, 
Theo. His Name was Marc Antonio, 
Gov, I know it, 
And have ſent word fo. 
Phi. Did you not forget 
Franciſco's Name ? 
Gov. Nor his; y'are truly ka ; 
To talk about it more, were but to ſay 
The ſame Word often over: You are welcome, [ Exeunt. 


S EN E u. 


Euter Marc Antonio — by tuo Soldiers 3 Leoeada 
and the Servant following. 


Ser. This is the Houſe, Sir. 
Marc. Enter it, I pray you, 
For I am faint, although I think my Wound 
Be nothing. Soldiers, leave us now; I thank Tous 
1 Sold. Heay'n ſend you Health, Sir. 
Ser. Let me lead you in. 


(36) — Signior Franciſco 
Shall be render'd too] IT have reſtor'd the pronoun he, 
+ (which had been dropt upon us) from the oldeſt Copy, and have 
added a Note of Interrogation which was wanting before, 


Marr 


_ . 


, 
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Marc. My Wound's not in N I ſhall entreat em 
1 hope to bear me ſo far. LEE. Ineral made a 

2 Sold. How feriouſly theſe Land- men fled, when our Ge- 
Shot, as if he had been a W to call ꝰem to their Hall. 

1 Sold. — blame em. What Man have they now 

in the 5 

Town, able to maintain a Tumult, or uphold a Matter out 
Of ſquare, if need be? O the Quiet Hurly Burlies that! 
Have ſeen in this Town, when we have fought four Hours 
Together, and not a Man amongſt us fo impertinent or 
Modeſt to ask why ? But now the Pillars that bare 
Up this bleſſed Town in that regular Debate, and 
Scambling, are dead, the more's the pity, 

2 Sold. Old Ignatio lives ſtill, [Man's Liver: 

1 Sold. Les, I know him; he will do prettily well at 
But where is there any Man now living in the Town 
That hath a ſteady Hand, and underſtands Anatomy 
Well? If it come to a particular matter of the Lungs, - 
Or the Spleen, why? Alas Ignatzo is to ſeek ; are 
There any ſuch Men left as I have known, that 
Would ſay they would hit you in this Place? Is there 
Ever a good Artiſt, or a Member-Piercer, or a 
Small-Gut Man left in the Town, anſwer 
Me that ? | | 

2 Sold. Maſs, I think there be not, 

1 Sold. No, I warrant thee. Come, come, tis time 
We were at the Gallies. CE: [ Exeunt. 


Enter Governor, Eugenia, Marc Antonio, Philippo, 
Theodoſia, Leocadia and Attendants. 


Gov. Sir, you may know by what I faid already, 
You may command my Houſe ; but I muſt beg 
Pardon to leave you, If the publick Buſineſs 
Forc'd me not from you, I my ſelf ſhould call it 
Unmannerly ; but good Sir, do you give it 
A milder Name: It ſhall not be an Hour 
Eer I return. 

Marc. Sir, I was ne'er ſo poor 
in my own Thoughts, as that I want a Means 
To requite this with. 


Gov, 
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That you walk off. td 


[4 


_ Gov. Sir, within this Hour. Ke. 

Marc. Is this the Lady that I. e fort. Fi, 

o Luſt, if Wounds cannot reſtrain thy Power,. 
15 Shame; 95 77 af) Hurt at . e 
Nor is it ou only I was well heaten 
Fﬀ 1 purſue 1 Bs all the civil e we 1 85 
Thats ever did imagine the Content. 5 8 
Found in the Band of Man and Wife — gy 
The Reverence due to Houſholds, or the Blemiſn 
That may be ſtuck upon Poſterit , 
Will catch me, bind me, burn upon my Voreticad ; 
This is the wounded Stranger, that receiv'd oy | 
For Charity into a Houſe, rages — 
] will not do it. | 


"LE" i: SG £ 
Eug. Sir, how do you do now! 5 | x 


IT 


Marc. Worſe, Madam, than I was Ws 


But it will over. 


Eug. Sit, and reſt a While. 

Marc. Where are the Nane 

Eug. Sir, it is their Manner, 
When they have ſeen the Wound, ES 
The Patient being of Worth, to go conſult, 
(Which they ate now at in another room,) 
About the Dreſſing. Marc. Madam, I do feel 
My ſelf not well. Theo, Alas! 2 How Ll you, Sir? 

Eug. Will you drink Waters l 

Marc. No, good Madam, tis not 15 
So violent upon me, nor I thinkk k 
Any thing dangerous; but yet there are 
Some things that ſit ſo heavy on m 53 
That will perplex my Mind, and . my Cure; 
So that unleſs I utter em, a "Scratch 
Here on my Thumb will kill me: Gentlemen, 
pray you leave the Room, and come not in | 
Your ſelves, or any other, till I have | 
Open'd my ſelf to this moſt honour'd Lady. , 5 

Phi. We will not. | 

Theo, O bleſt ! hel! diſcover now 1 6 
1 Love to me. ; 5 


e, 


Leo. 


Leo. Nor he will tel the Lady - #1 1 
Our Contraqct.. 

Eug. I do believe be will confek 6 me 
The Wrong he did a Lady 1 in be Streets ; 
But I forgive him. | oy ARR by 

Marc. Madam, 4 perceive Meng , 10 1 
My ſelf grow worſe and worſe.” Eig. Stall I call I back 
Your Friends? Marc. O no, but &er I do i Teen 
What burthens me ſo ſore, let me intreat you pg 
(For there is no truſt in theſe Surgeons) POS 
To look upon my Wound; it is _ I ES 
My laſt Requeſt: But tell me truly ran 
That: muſt be in, how far do you imagine 
It will have Pow'r upon me | 

Eug. Sir, I will. 4 

Marc. For Heav*n's fake, oh: Ob. I muſt ies ” 
My Head down eaſily, whilſt you do i 3 

Eug. Do Sir. 

- 'Tis but an ordinary Blow; a Chüd 
Of mine has had a greater, and been well; 
Are you faint · hearted: 1 

Marc. OI! © $4653 

Eug. Why 4 you Ggh a 4 
There is no Danger in the World ; in this; 

1 wonder it ſhould make a Man fir Pon; ; 
What do you mean, why do you kiſs my Breaſts? / 
Lift up your Head, your Wound may well endure it, 

Marc. O Madam, may I not expreſs aa: 
 Dying-Aﬀection too I fear, to thoſe f 
That do me Favours, ſuch as this of yours? [ a 

Eug. If you mean ſo, *tis well; but what's the Buſts 
Lyes on your Conſcience? _ | 
Marc. I will tell you, Madam. | » 

Eug. Tell me, and laugh? 

1 But I will tell you true, 

Though I do laugh: I know as well as you | 
My Wound is nothing, nor the Power of Earth 
Cou'd lay a Wound upon me in your Preſence, 
That I could feel; but I do laugh to think 

How covert] Y, how far beyond the reach 


Of 
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Of Men, and _— Men too, we ſhall deceive em, | 
Le Whilſt they 1 ne I am talking here 
Witch that rt Ireath I have, — to — 


] 
At every full Point; you my 
To hear my fad Confeſſion = + A J. 5 
Will on that Bed within, prepar'd for me, 
Debate the Matter privately. 1 4s 


Eug. Forbear, 
Thou wert but now as. welcome to this Houſe 
As certain Cures to ſick Men, and juſt now 
This ſudden Alteration makes thee look: T5 
Like Plagues come to infect it; if thou ines; 
How loathſome thou wilt be, thou wouldſt intreat 
Thoſe Walls or Poſts to help thee to a et fe | 
Paſt thy Diſſimulation. | 
_ Marc. Gentle Madam, 4 F 
Call 'em not in. | | TY | 
Eug. 1 will not yet, this Place 
I know to be within the reach of Tongue | 
And Ears, thou canſt not force me; therefore lane me 
What I will tell thee quickly; thou art born 
To end ſome way more diſeſteem'd than this, 
Or which is worſe, to die of this Hurt yet. 
Come Gentlemen. 


Enter Leocadia, 


Marc, Good Madam, 

Zug. Gentlemen. | 

Leo. Madam, how is't? Is Marc Antonio well? 
Methinks your Looks are alter'd, and I ſee 
A ſtrange Diſtemper in you. 

Eug. I am wrou 
By that diſſembling Man, that Fellow, worth 
Nothing but kicking. 


Enter Philippo and Theodoſia, 


Leo. Gentle Madam, ſpeak 
To me alone, let not them underſtand | 
His Fault, (37) he will repent it I dare ſwear. 


(37) —— will repent it] So Folio of 1647, other Editions, 
? will repent I dare ſwear. 1 
c 


7 — ö —— 


le 


With that ſo much afflicts me. 
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Eug. I'Il tell it you in private. 
Phi. Marc Antonia, 
How do you? 
Marc. Stand farther off 1 pray you, 
Give me ſome Air. | 
Theo. Good Brother, will he ſcape, 


The Surgeons fay there 1s no Danger. 
Phi. Scape ? 


No doubt he will. 


Leo. Alas, will ie an leave 1 of 
This trying all; Madam, I do beſeech you 
Let me but {j — 
And I dare almoſt promiſe you to make him 
Shew himſelf truly ſorrowful to you: 
Beſides a Story I ſhall open to you, 
Not put in gee Os but in it ſelf 
So full of Chance, that you will eaſily 
Forgive my Tedouſne „and be well N d 


Eug. Good Sir, do. 

Leo. And I deſire no Interruption 
Of Speech may trouble me, till I ham faid 
What I will quickly. do. 

: beo. What will "he lay ? 

Eug. Come, Gentlemen, I pray por! lend your ey | 
And keep your Voices. 
Leo. Signior Marc Antonio, 
(38) How do you? 

Marc. Oh the Surgeons. 

Leo. Let me tell you, x: ONS 
Who know as well as you, you do diſſemble, 
It is no time to do ſo; leave the Thoughts 
Of this vain World, forget your Fleſh and Blood, 
And make your Spirit an untroubled wy 


To paſs to what it ought. 


Marc. You're not in earneſt ? 


Why I can walk, Sir, and am well, 


(38) Hero do you do 5 This ſecond do is not to be found in the 
oldeſt Copy, and as the Senſe is no worſe, and the Meaſure a good 
deal better, I have upon thoſe Accounts chought proper to drop it. 


Leo. 


8 Doux 8 P ILG's IMAGE: 


Leo. Tis true S143 ui OY *1 
That ou can walk, and do Evie youre welt: 
It is the Nature, as your Surgeons ſay, ob Woll 


Of theſe Wounds, for a Man to go, and talk, 
Nay merrily, till his laſt Hour, his Mina 
For Heav'n's ſake,” Sir, fic n again. 1.) ,v\* 
el on 21 5390) yat anovmwe wil 
Where are the Surgeons ? | 12 15 e 
Leo. Sir; they will not. come; 55 5 
If they ſhould dreſs you, you would die; de a 
(39) er one told twenty; trouble not your Mind. 
Keep your Head warm, and do — _ your Body, | 
And you may live an Hour. _ 
Marc. Oh Heav'ns, an — Jurtitd woll 
Alas, it is too little to retnembes!: ret 51 
But half the Wrongs that I have * how ſhox 
'Then for CONT . _ _ of all 102 
For Satisfaction? 27200 


Leo. But you / og 2 SHEDS dum l d N 
To ſatisfie? | * 09 3 

Marc. Heav'n knows 1 do, on inn t bak ad 

* Leo, Then know 1 N68 e de 10 


That I am he, or ſhe, or whey you vin, LY 2366) 
Moſt wrong*d by you, your Leocadia; 8 
I know you muſt remember rm. 
Mare. Oh Heav'n! do wort gn 
Leo. That loſt her Friends, thie jo her p ather' Hou, 
That loſt her Fame in loſing of her Sex, | 
With theſe ſtrange Garments; there is no Excuſe 
To hinder me, it is within your Power 
To give me Satisfaction; you have time 
Left in this little piece of Life to do it 
Therefore I charge you for your Conſcience ſake, T 
And for our F ame, which would fain have live © 


F'Þ 


(39) E'er one wou'd tell nn As this is a thing that Fe 
not depend upon ai but power, I concluded that we ſhould ra- 
ther read cou d than wou'd, but then the Meaſure which was re- 
dundant wou'd ſtill remain ſo; I therefore conſulted Mr. Shirley's 
Edition, found every thing right there, and according to his Au- 

thority have reform'd the preſent Text. 


When 
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When both of us are dead, to celebrate | 
That Contract, which you chile both = nom 


hag 


Yet &er you dye, betas be —__ in bn 
Heav'n knows. oye” 

Marc. Alas, the Gang of Den bis 577 ir 1940 
To death-ward for our faults; draw nearer all, 8 


And hear what IJ unhappy Man ſhall ſay. ds 9 46m © 11 
Firſt, Madam, I defire your Pardon; next W © as wy 
feel my Spirits fail me) Gentlemen 


Let me ſhake Hands with you, and let's be Friends, F. 


For I have done wrong upon wrong ſo thick #1: 2 7 
I know not where, that every Man wales 
Should be mine Enemy; forgive me both. 


va, 
* 


Laſtly *tis true (oh I do feel the Power 


Of Death ſeize on me) that I was r [ 954) 
By Seal and Oath to Leotadra z/ wor hat 
(1 muſt ſpeak faſt, becauſe I fear my 22 x OY 
Will elſe be ſhorter than' my Speech would _ 
But *tis impoſſible to fatisfie - 
You Leocadia, but by Repentance, 
Though I can dyingly and boldiy 81 
Know not your Diſhonour, yet that wahss 
N Virtue, and not mine, you know it rn „ 
ut herein lies th' impoliibilitys! | | 
O Theodoſia, Theodofia,  " 0 = 
I was —— to Theaaqia ” 3:82 28 4 
Before I ever ſaw thee ; Heav'n forgive me, 
She is my Wife this Half hour whilſt I live.” 
Theo, That's I, thts I, I'm Theodgfparg nin 1 7 
Hear me a little now, who have not luſfet'd 115.1 
Diſgrace at all methinks, ſince you confeſs 0 
What I ſo long have fought for here 1 is wich, me * 
Philippo too, my Brother. 
Marc. I am glad 3 
All Happineſs to him; come let me kiſs thoe,. 
Beg pardon of that Maid for my Offence, 
And let me farther, with a dying Breath, 
Tell in thine Ear the reſt of my deſires, 
Eug. I am afraid they will all four turn Women, 
If we hold longer talk. 


Vol. VII. F L. 
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Leo. Alas there is 
. No for me; that's Theodoſia, 
And that her Brother, I am only ſorry 
J was beholding to 'em; I will ſearch 
Over the World, as careleſs of my Fortunes, 
As they of me, "Hill I can meet a curſe 
To le theſe almoſt killing-forrows worſe, Exi. 
Theo. Sir, as I live ſhe ly'd, only to draw 
A juſt Confeſſion from you, which ſhe hath, 
A happy one for me; ask of this Lady, 
Ask of my Brother. 
Eug. 805 ſhe did diſſemble, 
Your Wound is nothing. 
Phi. Leocadia's gone. [Exit 
Theo. Riſe up, and ſtir your ſelf, *tis but amazement 
And your Imagination that afflicts 1 Eri 
Look you Sir, now. _ 
Marc. I think tis fo indeed. 
Theo. The Surgeons do not come, deen che ſwear 
It needs no dreſſing. | 
Eug. You ſhall talk with 'em. Ictther, 
Within, for your own fancy. Marc. Where's your oy: 
And Leocadia? Eug. Within belike. 
_ I feel my elf methinks as well as ever. 
Bug. Keep then your Mind ſo too; 1 do forgive 
The fault you did to me, but here is one 
Muſt not be wrong' d hereafter, 
Marc, Neither ſhall ſhe : 
When I make Jeſts of Oaths again, or wake 
My Luft play with Religion; when I leave 
To keep true Joys for — and yet within 
My felt true Sorrow for d Deeds; 
May I want Grace = IL — fain repent, 
And find a great and ſudden Puniſhment, '> [ Exeun. 
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ACT V. 3 EN E 1. 


ih 
Enter Philippo, Diego, and Incubo. 


Phi. Win! is mine Hoſt, did he not To him neither? 
Die. Not 1, e r wood 1 
Phi. Nor the Muleteer ? + 8 | 
Inc. Nay he's paſt ſeeing, unſef#r be in's n 
By this time; all his Viſions were the e. E 2 
Three hours fince, Sir. ur 
it. Phi, Which way ſhould ſhe tale! 9 
˖ Nay, look you now; d' you all ſtand ſtill? good Heav'n 
You might have lighted on him, now, this inſtant? 
For (40) loves ſake ſeek him out, whoever finds him 
I will reward his Fortune as his Diligence; 


it, 


. Get all the Town to help, that will be hir'd, 
Their Pains I'll turn to annual Holiday, 
er, If it ſhall chance, but one wy wand of _ 
| Pray you about it. 


ro- 0 
| Inc. Her, Sir ? who do ou ens 4, 
Phi. I had forgot my ſelf, the Page 1 ment 
That came along with us. 
Die. He you gave th? Cloaths:to ? 
Phi. I gave the Cloaths to, Raſcal? 
Die, Nay, good Sir. 
9 y doſt chou mention or upbraid we Couneti, 
ave "44 
Die. For. your Honour, Sep 
Phi. Wretch ; I was honour'd, 
That ſhe would wear em (he, I would ſay) s death ? 
Go, get (41) and find him out, or never ſee me; 


(40) — bet ſake ſee bim out. whoewer find] To ſte 4 Per- 
2 out is a Phraſe of a different Import from what the Context 
here requires; the oldeſt Folio has it right, et, but ſtill like the 
Octavo and the reſt, reads idly find for finds," which is abſolutely 

neceſſary to the Grammar of this Place. 
(41) — and Find 'em out,] The Folio of 1647 gives the true 

reading. 
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T ſhall betiny my Love cer I poſſeſs it, 

Some Star direct me, or ill — me. 2 
Inc. Belt to divide. 5 . | 
Die. I'Il this way. * £1 
Inc. And I this. 

Die. I, as you, find him for a Real. 
Tvc. · Tis done. 
Die. My courſe is now 9 to ſome Ei baue, : 

I know the Pages com | 
Inc. I think rather 

The Smock fide o'th? Town, the firer Harbour 

As his Years to put in. | 
Die. If I do find 5 

The hungry haunt, I take him by the Teeth now. 

uc. Thy the Tail, yet I as you, _ ' 

jy No more, 3 [Excunt. 


s e E N E * 


Euer r | is th 12 0 | 


Phi. Dear Lani where canſt ** be fed” E 
Thus like a Spirit hence? and in a moment? 
What Cloud can hide thee from my following ſearch 
If yet thou art a Body ? ſure ſhe hath not _ 

Ta'en any Houſe ? the did too late leave one 
Where all humanity of a Place receiv'd herr,,r 
And wou'd, if ſhe had ſtaid, have help'd to right | a 
The wrong her Fortune did her; yet the muſt 
Be enter*d ſomewhere, or be found, no Street, 
Lane, Paſſage, Corner, Turn, hath ſeap'd enquiry : 

If her Deſpair had raviſh'd her to Air, 

She could not yet be rarified flo o 

But ſome of us ſhould! meet her ? though their Eyes - 
Perhaps be leaden, and might turn; mine would 
Strike out a Lightning for her, and divide 
- Miſt as 2 as on darkneſs was, - 2 

ay ſee her through a rry; th „ 
Lie groſly that Gy: 1 blind; by him, 

And Heav'n they lie; he has a ſight can pierce 


Through 


3 8 PF g * 
Loves er 

Through Ivory, as clear as it were Horn, 1 
And reach 0 Wann | f * F $1 3 rt $ 9 0 ; 


© Enter Incubo. 


Inc. Sir, he's found, he's found, '} 7” 

Phi. Ha? where? But reach that happy Note again, 
And let it reliſh Truth, thou art an Angel. 

Inc. He's here; faſt by, Sir, calling for a Boat 
To go aboard the Galliess. = 

Phi. Where, where \ hoe, e 

Inc. He might ha' k _ this now, I'd nought to ſhew 
If he had had — wit t' have gone from's word, Cfor't; 
Theſe direct Men, they are no Men of faſhion * 
Talk what you will, this is a very Smelt. q (Exit. 


s C EN III. 


- Enter Leonardo with 4 Surgeon . 


Leo. Upon your Art, Sir, and your Faith t aſſiſt it, 
Shall I believe you then his Wound's not mortal? 
Surg. Sir, tis not worth your ueſtion, leſs your fear, 

Leo. You do reſtore me, Sir, I pray y* accept - - 
This ſmall remembrance of a Faber 8 thanks 
For ſo aſſur'd a benefit. | 

Surg. Excuſe. me. 

Leo. Sir, I can ſpare it, .and muſt not lions: 
But that your Fortune may receive't, except | 
You'd ha“ me think you live not by your practice. 2 

Surg. I crave your n, Sir, you teach me Manners, 

Leo. I crave your Love and Friendſhip, and require, 
As I have made now both my ſelf and buſinef 
A portion of your care, you will but bring me 
Under the Perſon of a call'd Aſſiſtant 
To his next opening, where I may but ſee him, 

And utter a few words to him in private, | 
And you will merit me; for I am loth 

Since here I have not to a my ſelf, 

Or to be known unto the Governor, 


Or make a tumult of my 2 
l 2 
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Surg. Neither. 2% 10 
I hope will be your ond, Sir; 1 ſhall apts 
Both there, and off again, without the hazard. ¶ Exeunt. 


SCENE, IV. 


— Philippo, and Leocadia 


Phi. Will you hot hear me? 
Leo. I have heard ſo much 
Will keep me deaf for ever; no, Marc ne 
ſter thy Sentence, I may hear no mercy: 
hou haſt pronounc'd me dead. 
Phi. Appeal to Reaſon: 
She will reprieve you from the power of Grief, 
Which rules but in her abſence ; hear me ſay 
A ſoveraign Meſſage from her, which in "A 
And Love to youth own Safety, you ought. hear: 
Why do you ſtrive 0? Whither would you fly? 
You cannot wreſt your ſelf away from Care, 
You may from Counſel; you may ſhift your Place | 
But not your Perſon 3 and another Clime 
Makes you no other. 
Leo. Oh 146546 # 
Phi. For Paſſions fake, 
(Which I do ſerve, honour, and love in you} 
If you will figh, ſigh there; if you would vary 
A Sigh to Tears, or Out-cry, do it here. 
No Shade, no Deſart, Darkneſs, nor the Grave 


Shall be more equal to your haven... go than b 

Only but hear me ſpeak. - | | 
Leo. What would yo ſay ? 2 1 mine, 
Phi. That which ſhall raiſe your Heart, or pull down 

Quiet your Paſſion, or provoke mine ownz 

We muſt have both one Balſam, or one Wound. 

For know, lov'd Fair, ſince the firſt Providence 

Made me your Reſcue, I have read you through, 


(42) And with a re Pity look'd on youz * I 


(42) And with a wandring pit] 55 —_ 2 Senſe of this 
Place is heightned by the Ti Lection, the judiciqus will ſee at 


frit 
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[ have obſerv'd the method of your Blood, N 2400413 4669? 
And waited on it e en with Sympathy 1 
Of a like Red and Paleneſs in mine own © | 
I knew which Bluſh was Anger's, which was ny 
Which was the eye of Sorrow, which of Truth; 
And could diſtinguiſh Honour from Difdain 
In every change, ,and you are worth my Study, 
I faw your voluntary Miſery 
Suſtain'd in Travel: A diſguiſed Maid, © 
Wearied with ſeeking, and with finding loſt; 
Neglected, where you hop*d moſt, or put by 3 
I faw it, and have laid it to my Heart: 
And though it were my Siſter which was righted, 
Vet being by your wrong, I put off Nature, 
Could not be glad, where I was bound to Triumph; 
My care for you, ſo drown'd re of her; 
Nor did I 2 apprehend your Bonds, 
But ſtudied your Releaſe; and for that Day 

Have I ws + up a Ranſome, brought you Health” 
Preſervative lat Chance, or Injury, 
Pleaſe you apply it to *. Grief my ſelf. 

Leo. Humph. _ 

Phi. Nay, do not Gk me lef than fuch A Di, | 
Antonio was not; And *tis poſſible 
Philippo may ſucceed : My Blood and Houſe - 
Are as deep rooted, and as fairly ſpread, 
As Marc Antonio's, and in that all ſeek, 
Fortune hath given him no Precedency : 
As for our thanks to Nature, I may burn 
Incenſe as much as he; I ever durſt 
Walk with Antonio by the ſelf-ame Light 
At any Feaſt, or Triumph, and ne'er card 
Which ſide my Lady or her Woman took 
In their ſurvey; I durſt have told my Tate too, 
Though his Aer new ended. 

Leo. My Repulſe 

Phi. Let not that torture you, which makes me happy, 


firſt Sight. I 1 that this muſt be the reading, and had 
the Copies of 1647, and 1679, moſt luckily on my fide, 25 
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Nor think that Conſcience, Fair, which is no 
*T was no Repulſe, I Was your Dowry rather: 
For then methought a thouſand Graces meet 
To make you lovely, and ten thouſand Stories 
Of conſtant Virtue, which you then out- reach d, 
In one Example did proclaim. you rich: 
Nor do I think you wretched, or diſgrac'd, 
After this ſuff'ring, and do there re take 
Advantage of your need; but rather know: 
You are the charge and buſineſs of thoie Powers, 
Who, like beſt Tutors, do inflict hard Tasks 
Upon great Natures, and of nobleſt Hopes; 
Read trivial Leſſons, and half lines to Slugs; 
They that live long, and never feel Miſchance, | 

Spend more than half their Age in Ignorance. 

Leo. Tis well you think ſo. 

Phi. You ſhall dhink ſo too, 
'You ſhall, ſweet Leocadia, and do ſo, 

Leo, Good Sir, no more; you have too fair a Shape 
To play ſo foul a Part in, as the Tempter: 
Say that I could make peace with Fortune, * 
Who ſhould abſolve me of my Vow = 3 4 oo 
My Contract made? | 

Phi. Your Contract? 

Leo. Les, my Contract: 
Am I not bis? His Wien ts bo 

Phi. Sweet, nothing leſs. 5 

Leo. I have no name then? 

Phi. Truly then, you have not; 
How can you be his Wife, who \ was before 
Another's Husband? 

Leo, Oh, though he Apensen 
With his Faith given, I cannot with mine. 

Phi. You do miſtake, clear Soul; his Precontract 
Doth annul yours, and you have given no Faith 
That ties you in Religion, or Humanity, 
You rather ſin againſt that greater Precept, 
To covet what's another's; Sweet, you do, 
Believe me, who daren't urge diſhoneſt things; 
Remove that ſcruple e a and but take 


— 


Your 
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Your dangers now into your Judgment's ſcale, © 
And weigh them with your ſafeties: Think but whither 
Now you can go: What you can do to live: I 
How near you ha? bar'd all Ports to your own ey 
Except this one that I here open, Lover: 

Should you be left alone, you were a Prey + 

To the wild Luſt of any, who would look 

Upon this ſhape like a Temptation, x 

And think you want the Man you perſonate, 

Would not regard this ſhift, which Love put on, 

As Virtue forc*d, but covet it like Vice; | * 
So ſhould you live the ſlander of each Sex, . 
And be the Child of Error and of Shame, 

And which is worſe, even Marc Antony” s; 
Would be calPd juſt, to turn a Wanderer oft, 0 
And Fame report you worthy his Contempt; RYE 
Where if you make new Choice, and ſettle here, 
There is no further Tumult in this Flood, 

Each Current keeps his Courſe, and all Suſpicions 

Shall return Honours ; Came you forth a Maid? 

Go home a Wife: Alone? And in Diſguiſe? 

Go home a waited Leocadia : | | 

Go home, and by the virtue of that Charm 

Transform all Miſchiefs; as you are transform'd ; 

Turn your offended Father's Wrath to Wonder, 

And all his loud Grief to a filent Welcome? | 
Unfold the Riddles you have made; what ſay you? 


Enter Zanchio carried, Alphonſo, and Servants. | 


Now is the time; Delay is but Deſpair, - 
If you be chang'd, let a Kiſs tell me ſo. 
Leo, Jam; but how, I rather feel than know. 


Zanch. Come Sir; you're welcome now to Barcelona, 
ake off my Hood. 


Phi. Who be theſe? Stay, let's view em? 
Aiph, *T'was a long Journey; ar'nt you weary, Sir? 
Zanch, Weary ? I could have rid it in mine Armour. 


: 


Leo. Alas! 

Pbi. What ail you, Dear? 

Leo. It is my Father. : 
r N Phi. 
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Phi. Your Father? Which? 
Leo. He that is carried: Oh 
Let us make hence. #f 
Phi. For Loves ſake, good my Heart, 
Leo. Into ſome Houle before oa lee me, 
Phi. Dear, 45% | 
Be not thus frighted.' 
Leo. Oh his Wrath is Tempeſt. 
Pͤ'bi. Sweet, take your Spirit to you, and ſtay ; be't he, 
He cannot know you in this Habit, and me 
I'm ſure he leſs knows, for he never ſaw me. 
Ab. Ha? Who is that? My Son Philippo ? | 


Phi. Sir. 1 
Alpb. Why, what make you here? Is this Salamanca ? 
And that your Study? ha? Nay ſtay him doo, I 


We'll ſee him by his leave. 
Ser. You muſt not ſtrive, Sir. 


Alph. No, no, come near, | | U 
Zanch. My Daughter: Leocadia? - 4 
Alph. How Sir, your Daughter ? A 
Zanch. Yes Sir, and as fure - 

As that's your Son: Come hither : What now? run N 


Out o' your Sex? Breech*d ? Was it not enough i 
At once to leave thy Father, and. _ Honour, 


Unleſs th? hadſt quit thy ſelf too? "© Id 
Phi. Sir, what fault i@ | 
(43) She can be urg'd of, I moſt Wee r Th 


The Guilt and Puniſhment. _ [ 
Zanch. You muſt, Sir; how 1 
If you ſhall not, though you muſt ? I deal not 
With Boys, Sir; Ay, you have a Father here 
Shal] do me right. 
Alb. Thou art not mad, Philippe 4 


(43) She can be urg d of, ] The oddneſs of the ConftruAion here 
inchnes me to think that we ſhou'd read, 
urg d with. 
There is no Likeneſs, tis true, in the trace of the Letters, but 
good Senſe is often to be look d upon as the beſt Manuſcript. 
And for a Confirmation of this, our Poets in this n Play, 
Act 24d. Scene 1. uſe the ſame Phraſe. 
| Leonardo. — Ye urge me Signiar | | aj 
With range bnjuſtice, Art 
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Art thou Marc Antonio, Son to Leonards pry 
Our buſineſs is to them. 

Zanch. No, no, no, no. | 
I'll ha' the 1 with you, none e elke, 
Pray you let's ſpeak in private: (carry me to him) 
Your Son's the Raviſher Sir, and here I find him: 

] hope yowll give me caule to think you noble, 


And do me right, with your ſword Sir, as becomes 
One Gentleman of Honour to another; 


All this is fair Sir, here's the Sea faft 
Upon the Sands, we will determine, 


. 
* "as. 
A Fol 
= * „ 
- 4 8 


'Tis that I call you to, let's make no Days on't, 


III lead your way; to th* Sea-fide, Raſcals. 
Phi. Sir, 


1 would be&ech your ſtay, he may not follow you 


Zanch. No, turn, P11 kill him here then ; Slaves, 
Rogues, Blocks, 
Why do'nt you bear me to him? Ha' you been 
Acquainted with my Motians, TH 0 long, 
And yet not know to time em? 
Phi, Were you, Sir, | 
Not i wr 
Alpb. Hold you _ e 
Zanch, Im PTY Ra 
Deach, I'Il cut his 4 firſt, and then his Father's. 
Abpb. You muſt provide you then a ſharper Razor 


Than is your Tongue, for I not fear your Sword. 
Zanch. Heart bear me to either of 'em. 


Phi, Pray, Sir, your Patience. 


Emer Governor aud Attendants. 


Ab. My curſe light on thee if thou ſtay him. 
Phi. Hold. 
Gov. Why, what's the matter, Gentlemen, what tumult 


ls this you raife 'th* Street? % ore my Door ? 
Know you what *tis to draw a Weapon here ? 


Zanch. Yes, and to uſe it (ben me up © him, Rogues) 


Thus, at a Traitor's Heart. 
Alph. Truer than thine. 


C. Strike, ſtrike; ſome of the People diſarm em, 
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Kill 'em if they reſiſt. POE 

Phi. Nay, generous Sir, _ 
Let not your courteſie turn fury now. 

Gov. Lay hold upon 'em, take away their Weapons, 
I will be worth an anſwer, eber we . | 

Phi. Tis the Governor, Sir. 


Alpb. I yield my ſelf. . Icthee tell me. 


Zanch. My Sword? what think'ſt thou of me? Pray 
1 Attend. As of a Gentleman. | 
Zanch. No more? 
1 Attend, Of Worth, 
And Quality. 
Zanch. And I ſhould wit my Sword. 
There were ſmall Worth or Quality in that, Friend 
Pray thee learn thou more Worth and in 
Than to demand it. | 
"Gov, Force't, I ſay. 
1 Attend. The Governor, 
You hear, Commands. 
Zanch. The Governor ſhall pardon me. 
Phi. How, Leocadia gone again? [Exit Phi, 
Zanch. He ſhall, Friend, | 
Pth* point of Honour ; by his leave, ſo tell him, 
His Perſon and Authority I acknowledge, 
And do ſubmit me to it; but my Sword, 
He ſhall excuſe me, were he fifteen Governors: 3 
That and I dwell together, and mult yet, 
Till my Hands part, aſſure him. 
Gov, I ſay, force it. . 
Zanch. Stay, hear me. Haſt thou ever read Caranza ? 
Underſtand'ſt thou Honour, noble Governor? 
Gov. For that we'll have more fit diſpute. „ 
Zanch. Your Name. Sir? . 
Gov. Vou ſhall know that too, but on colder terms, 
Your Blood and Brain are now too hot to take it. 
Zanch. Force my Swag from me? this is an Affront. 
, Gov, Bring em away, RP RE 
Zancb. You'll do me reparation, [ Exeuml, 


7 64 - 3 > Enter 


| 
c 
x 


Will ſhe be ever found to me again, 2 
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e Philipp... = Nw? 


Phi. I have for ever loſt her, and am "— Fg ok L 
And worthily, my tameneſs hath undone me; . 4 | 
She's gone hence, aſham'd of me, yet I ſeek her; ; 3 


Whom ſhe ſaw ſtand fo poorly, and dare 1 2 
In her Defence here? when I ſhould have drawn 
This Sword out like a Meteor, and have ſhot it 
In both our Parents Eyes, and left em blind 
Unto their impotent Angers? Oh Tm worthy, 
On whom this loſs and ſcorn ſhould. light to Death: 
Without the pity that ſhould wiſh me better, 
Either aliye, or in my Epi, be. 


Enter Leonardo, and Marc Antonio. x 


Leo. Well, Son, your Father is too near male, 
And hath too much of Nature, to put n 
Any Affection that belongs to yu; 2 
I could have only wiſh'd you had W 
Her Father, whom it equally concerns, 

Though you'd preſum'd on me; it might king ney 
An eaſier, Gate, and Path to both our Joys: 
For though I ant none of thoſe flinty Fathers 

That when their Children do but natural things, 
Turn Rock and Offence ſtraight. Yer, Marc Ken. 
All are not of my quarr r. 


1 
# 0 


A 


. 


q * 


Marc. Tis my Fear, Sir; be TOO 
And if hereafter I ſhould &er abule F 
So great a Piety, it were my Malice. ach 


Enter Attendant. 


my * _ 


Attend. We muſt intreat you, Gentlemen, to take | 


Another Room, the Governor is coming Run 
Here, on ſome buſineſs. ; 


Enter Governor, Zanchio, Alphonſy, 2 . 


Marc. We will give him way. 
Zanch, 1 will have right, Sir, on 56s; 5 2 believe, 
lf there be any Marſhal's Court in Spain. 
Goo," 
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Gov. For that, Sir, we ſhall talk. 
Zanch, ———— v5.1, mary 
Though I'm without a Sword. 
Gov. Keep to your Chair, Sir, 
Z anch. Let me fall, and hurl my Chair Slaves at bin 
Gov. You're the more temper d Man, Sir; let m' intreat 
Of you, the manner how hes Brawl fell out. 
Alph. Fell out ? I'know not how, nor do I care much; 
But here we-came, Sir, to this Town together, 
Both in one buſineſs, - and one wrong, engag'd 
To ſeek one Leonardo, an old Genoeſe, 1 7 
I ha? ſaid enough there; would you more? falſe Father 
Of a falſe Son, call'd Marc Antonio, 
Who had ftole both our Daughters; and which Father 
Conſpiring with his Son in Treachery, 
Ic ſeem' d, to flie our Satisfaction, e 
Was, as we heard, come * to this Town, 
Here to take Ship for Italy. 
Leo. You heard 
More than was true then; by the Fear, or Falſhood. 
And though I thought not to reveal my ſelf 
(argon my Manners in't to you) for ſome 
mportant Reaſons ; yet being thus character'd 
And challeng'd,, know I dare . and a 
To who dares threaten. 5 
Marc. I ay, he's not worthy _ 
The Name of Man, or any boneſl Pats 
That dares report or credit ſuch a . 
Do you, Sir, ſay it? 
Alph. I do ſay it. 
Gov. Hold. 5 
Is this your Father, Signior Marc buen E 
You've ill requited me thus to conceal him 
F rom him would honour him, and do him ſervice, 


Enter Eugenia. 


Leon. * Twas not his fault, Sir. | | 
Eug. Where's my Lord? 
Gov. Sweet- heart. Ither 
Eug. Know you theſe Gentlemen? they are all wo, Fa- 

ato 


hz 


Ver 


[hers 
ie Fa- 


Unto 
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Unto our Friends. REST 35.3 v9 8 
Gov. So it appears, my Dove. 11 
| Zanch. Sir, I ſay nothing: I do want acts? 

And *till I have a Sword I will fay nothing. 
Eug. Good Sir, command theſe Gentlemen their Arms, 

Entreat *em as your Friends, not as rod rr 

Where be their Swords? 
Gov. Reſtore each Man his Weapon | e 
Zanch. It ſeems thou haſt not read Caranzs, Fellow, 

I muſt have reparation of Honour, 

As well as this: I find that wounded, 
Gov. Sir, 


I did not know your Quality, ifT had, 


*Tis like I ſhould have done you more reſpetts. 
Zanch. It is ſufficient by Caranza* 3 Rule. 
Eug. I know it is, Sir. 
Zanch. Have you read Caranza, Lady? 
Eug. If you mean him that writ upon the Duel, 


He was my Kinſman. 


Zanch. Lady, then you knoẽ- 
By the right noble Wikioga of your Kinſman, 
My Honour's as dear to me as the King's. 
Eug. *Tis very true, Sir. | 
Zanch. Therefore I muſt crave 


Lows to go on now with my firſt argue. 


Eug. What ha' you more? 
Gov. None here, good Signior " 057 | 
Zanch. ] will refer me to Caries ſtill. . 


Eug. Nay Love, I prithee let me manage this. 
With whom is't, Sir? 


Zanch. With that falſe Man, Alphonſo. 
Eng. Why he has tl advantage, Sir, in Legs. 
Zanch. But I 

In Truth, in Hand and Heart, and a good Sword. 
Eug. But how if he won't ftand you, Sir? 

| 4055 For that, 

Make it no queſtion Lady, I will ſtick 


My Feet in Earth down by him, where he dare. 
Zanch. O would thou wouldſt. 
Alpb. I'll do ic, 


Zanch 
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Zanch. Let me kiſs him. 
I fear thou wilt not yet. 
Eng. Why Gentlemen, 
If you'll — according to Caranza, 
Methinks an eaſier way, were two good Chairs, 
So you would be content, Sir, to be bound, 
»Cauſe he is lame: I'll fit you with like Weapons, 
Piſtols and Ponyards, and ev'n end it. If 
The difference between you be, ſo mortal, 
It cannot be ta*en up. > 
Zanch. Ta' en up? take of 
This Head firſt. | 
Alpb. Come, come bind me in a Chair. 
Eug. Yes, do. S i; 782 
Gov. What mean you, Dove? 
Eug. Let me alone, 5 
And ſet *em at their diſtance; when you' ve done | 
Lens me two n z I' have Nia read 
Quick * | Ee 
Enier Philippo. 


Phi. She's not here... Marc — 
Saw you not Leocadia? i773. v4 | 
Marc. Not I, Brother. dy "Ther. 
Phi. Brother, let's ſpeak- with you. z you were falſe unto 
Marc. 1 was, but have ask*d Pardon: W hy * urge it? 
Phi. You were not worthy of her. - 
Marc. May be I was not; 
But 'tis not well, you tell me lo. | 229 7 
Phi. My Siſter | 
Is not ſo fair 
Marc. It skills not. 
Phi. Nor fo virtuous. 
Marc. Yes, {he muſt be as virtuous, 
_ Phi, I would fain =——— 
Marc. What, Brother ? 
Phi. Strike you. 
Marc, I ſhall not bear Strokes, 
Thovgh I do theſe ſtrange Words, 
Phi. Will you not kill me ? 


4 | Mare. 


- — 
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Marc. For what, good Brother ? 
Phi. Why, for ſpeaking well 
Of Leocadia. 
Marc. No indeed. 
Phi. Nor ill 
Of Theode/ia ? 


Enter Eugenia, Leocadia, Theodoſia, and one with 
| two Piſtols. : 


Marc, Neither. 
Phi. Fare you well then. | 
Eug. Nay, you ſhall have-as noble Seconds too 
As ever Ducliſts had; give em their Weapons: 
Now St. Jago. 
Zanch. Are they charg'd ? 
Eug. Charg'd, Sir? 
I warrant you. 
Alph. Would they were well diſcharg'd. 
Zanch. I like a Sword much better, I confeſs. 
Eug Nay, wherefore ſtay you? Shall I mend your Mark? 
Strike one another thorough theſc? 
Phi. My Love. | 
Alph. My Theodefia. 
Zanch, I ha* not the Heart. 
Alph. Nor I. | 
 Eug. Why here is a Dependance ended. 
Unbind that Gentleman ; come take here to you 
Yous Sons and Daughters, and be Friends. A Feaſt 
Waits you within, 1s better than your Fray : 
Lovers, take you your own, and all forbear, 
Under my Roof, either to bluſh or fear. | 
My Love, what ſay you? Could Caranza himſelf 
Carry a Buſineſs better? 
ov. It is well: | | 
All are content I hope, and we well eas'd, 
If they for whom we've done all this be pleas'd. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 
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Fr; E1 R RAND, the libidinous Tyrant of Naples. 

Virolet, 3 noble Gentleman, ſtudious of 15 Country's 

| Freedom. 

Briſſonet, » Tivo honeſt Gentlemen, e with Vi- 

Camillo, . 

Ronvere, a Villain, Captain of the Guard. 

Villio, a Court Fool. 

Caſtruccio, a Court Parafi tte, 

Pandulpho, 2 noble Enn. of N aples, Father 10 

221ͤͥͤ - 

e Duke of Seſſe, an E nemy to Ferrand, proſcribed ond 
turn'd Pirate. 

Aſcanio, Nephew and Succeſſor to Ferrand. 

Lucio, Page 10 Virolet. 

Maſter. 

Gunner. 

Boat-/wain. 

Chirurgeon. 

Sailors. 

Doctor. 1 

| C t iæens. * 75 — y . £1 

Guard. 3 OED 

Soldiers. 5 

Servants. 
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julia, , the matchleſs Wie of Virolet. 
Martia, Daughter to the Duke of Seſſe. 
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Enter Virolet, and Boy. 
1E 0 L 4 ; 


2 


By. Sir ? | 
Vir. If my Wife ſeek me, tell her that 
X Deſigns of Weight, too heavy for her 
SCOOTER "Knowledge, | 
Exakt my Prency. ah 
Boy. I ſhall, Sir, ij 
Vir. Do then, | 
And leave me to my ſelf. 
Boy. *Tis a raw Morning, 
And would you pleaſe t* interpret that for Duty 
Which you may conſtrue Boldneſs, I. could wiſh, 
(To arm your {elf againſt it,) you would uſe ” 
More of my Service. a” 
Vir. I have heat within here, 
A noble heat (good Boy) to keep it of; 
I ſhall not —— deliver my Excuſe, | 
And you have done your parc” "vu Yi 


© Enter Juliana. 


Boy. That is prevented: 
M ly Lady follows you. 


Wy * 


on L 
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Vir. Since I muſt be croſt then, 
Let her perform that Office. 
Boy. | obey you. [Exit 
Vir. Prithee to Bed; to be thus fond's more tedious 
Than if I were neglected. Ges 
Ful. Tis the fault then 
Of Love and Duty, which I would fall under, 


Rather than want that care Which you may challenge 
As due to my Obedience. | 


Vir. I confeſs _. 
This tenderneſs argues a loving Wife, 
And more deſerves my Heart's beſt Thanks, than Anger. 
Yet I muſt tell ye, Sweet, you do exceed 
In your Affection, if you would ingroſs me 
To your Delights alone. | 
Jul. I am not Jealous; 
If my Embraces have diſtaſted you, 
As I muſt grant you every way ſo worthy 
That 'tis not in weak Woman to deſerve you, 
Much leſs in miſerable me, that want 


Thoſe Graces, ſome more Fortunate are ſtor'd with: 
Seek any whom you pleaſe, and I will ſtudy 

With my beſt Service to deſerve thoſe Favours, 
That ſhall yield you contentment, | 

7 8 miſtaken. * * 
ul. No, I am patient Sir, and orro z 

I will not be offerive. 8 8500 | 
Vir. Hear my Reaſons. 


- Jul. Thoogh's 9 7 Life a 8 28 me, 
For your lake uit love it. May the pro | 
That ſha] 3 TA one” 


ceed me in it, and your Ardor 
Laſt longer to her. a | 


Vir. By the Love I bear, | 
Firſt to my Country's. peace, next to thy ſelf, 

To whom „ - Life I rate at nothing; 
Stood here a Lady that were the choice A | 
Of all the Beauties Nature ever faſhion'd, 
Or Art gave Ornament to, compar'd to thee, 
Thus as thou art Obedient and Loving, 
I ſhould contemn and loath her. 


the Double IP. 103 
Jul. (1) I believe ye. F w Hoot © 
How I am bleſt in my aſſur d Belief. 1 x0 
This is unfeign'd ? And why this Sadneſs den? 

Vir. Why? Juliana, 
Believe me, theſe my ſad and dull Retitements,- 
My often, nay almoſt continued Faſts | 
(Sleep baniſht from my Eyes, all Pleaſures Stages) 
Have neither root nor growth from any Cauſe. 
That may arrive at Woman. Shouldft 1 | 4H 
As Chaſtity forbid, falſe to my Bed, 
I ſhould lament my Fortune, perhaps puniſh. 
Thy Falſhood, and then ſtudy to forget thee : | 
But that, which, like a never-emptied Spring, 
Feeds high the torrent of my ſwelling Grief, "ob 
Is what my Country ſuffers z there's a Ground A 
Where Sorrow may be planted, and ſpring up, 
Through yielding Rage, and womanith e226: | 
And yet not ſhame the Owner, 

Jul. I do believe it true, 
Vet I ſhould think my ſelf a happy Woman, 
If, in this general and timely Mourning, 
i might or give to you,, or elſe receive 
A little lawful Comfort. 

Vir. Thy Diſcretion 
In this may anſwer for me; look on Naples, 
The Country where we both were Born and met 
Naples, the Paradiſc of Lah, 
As that is of the Earth; Naples, that was 
The ſweet retreat of all the worthieft Romans, 
When they had ſhar'd the ſpoils of the whole World; 
This flouriſhing Kingdom, whoſe Inhabitants 
For Wealth and Bravery, liv'd like petty Kings, 
Made ſubject now to ſuch a Tyranny, 
As that fair City that received her Name © © 
From Conſtantine the great, now in the Power 
Of barbarous Infidels, may forget her own, 

(1) I do believe.] Te, which makes the Sentence more full, I hhes 
recovered from the Folio of 1647. And do, which runs theo all the 
. I have ITS as * * anneceffary . this 
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TOY The. Dauble Marriage. 
To look with pity on our, Miſeriess [ 4 
So far in our Calamities we tranſcend her. 
For ſince this Arragonian Tyrant, Ferrand. Fick 
Seiz d on the Government, there's nothing 1000 us 
That we can call our own, but Our Afflictions. 78 
Jul. And hardly thoſe; the King's N ee 
Equals all Precedents of Tyranny. ; 
Vir. (2) Equals, fay ou? 
He has out- gone the worſt; compar'd to bim 
Nor Phalaris, nor Disti, 0 
Culigula, nor Nero can he mention d. 
They yet as Kings, abus'd their Regal Power, 
This as a Merchant; all the Country's Fat 
He wholly does ingroſs unto himſelf; 
Our Oils he buys at his own Price, then ſells them 
To us at dearer Rates z our Plate and Jewels, 
Under a feign'd Pretence of publick uſe, 
He borrows; which deny'd, his Inſtruments force. 
(3) The Races of our n he takes from US, 


b 
/ 
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(2) Equal fo you? | 
He has out-gone the worſt, compar'd to him; 
Nor Phalaris, nor Dionyſius, 
Caligula, nor Nero can be mentioned; 
They yet as Kings abus'd their Regal Poauer; 
This as a Merchant, all the Country's fat 
He wwholly does ingroſs unto'himſelf; ] The reading of Equal: 
for Equal is requiſite to make Yjrolet's Anſwer tally with the fatter 
part of 272 s Speech: The Punctuation in the Octavo Edition, 
(Which Seavard too obſerv'd) has made fad work with the re- 
maining — of this Paſſage, as the careful Reader will eaſily ob- 
ſerve, by comparing the preſent with the ancient Pointing, What 
cult is 
This 27 4 Merchant, all the (Country's Fat + © | | 
He wholly does ingroſi, ce. ; 
(3) The Races of our Hor ſes, Kc.) ſuſpect the word Rue. 
If Ferrand took the whole Tg oo Breed of Horſes (which are 
the beſt, as I remember, in Tah) then it is a meer redundancy, 
Our Horſer* he takes from us, wou'd have been full as expreſſive. I 
think the moſt natural Sentiment is, that the Tyrant ſeiz'd all 
their beſt and moſt valuable Horſes, The old Folio reads Roſes, 
ſo that the preſent reading is probably only a ConjeRure, But as it 
- has Poſſeſſion L wou'd not diſturb it, only offer the following Con- 
© JeQtures to the (Reader's Choice. The chaiceft, or the braveft, or 
* rareſt, or the 8 Fx our Horles, The Neapolitan Horſes 
are 


A 
Yet- ( 


01 


4 — 


Yet keeps. 3 in our 8 3 Rapes of 8 N 
And Virgins, are too frequent; never Man 
Vet thank'd him for a Pardon; for 
It is a thing he dreams not of. 
Jul. I've heard, by 
How true it is, I know not, that he at. 
The Biſhoprick of Tarent to a Few, 
For thirteen thouſand Duckets. 
Vir. ] was preſent, | 
And ſaw the Mony paid; the Day would leave me, 
E'er I could number out his impious Actions, 
Or what the miſerable Subject ſuffers; 
And can you entertain, in ſueh a time, 
A thought of Dalliance? Tears, and Sighs, and Groans, 
Would better now become you. 
Jul. They indeed are 
The only Weapons our poor Sex can S 


When we are injur'd; and they may become us; 
But for Men, that. were born free, Men of Rank, 


(That would be regiſtred Fathers of their Country, 
And to have on their Tombs in golden Letters, 
The noble Stile of Tyrant-killers, written-; ) - 
To weep like Fools and Women, and not like wiſe Men 
To practice a Redreſs, deſeryes a * 
Which fits not me to give. 
Vir. Thy grave Reproof, "Fe 
If what thou Tot deſire, were poſſible 5 
To be effected, might well argue it, 
As wiſe as loving; but if you conſider, "FR 
Wich what ſtrong Guards this Tyrant is . 
Ruffians, and Male- contents drawn from all Quarters 
That only know to ſerve his i impious W. ill: 
The Cittadel's built by him in the Neck 
Of this poor City; the invincible Strength, 
Nature, by Art aſſiſted, gave this Caſtle, 
And above all his Fear ; admitting no Man 
To fee him, but unarm'd, it being Death 
For any to approach him with a Weapon, 


we light, and if this laſt is not thought too ſtiff, it ſeems to bid 
lair for * been the Original. Mr. Seward. y . 
O 
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Vou muſt confeſs, unleſs our Hands were Cannons, 
To batter down theſe Walls, our weak Breath Mines 


To blow his Forts up; or our Curſes Lightning, 
To force a Paſſage to him, and then blait him: 
Our Power is like to yours, and we, like you, 
Weep our Misfortunes. 
Jul. Walls of Braſs reſiſt not 

A noble Undertaking; nor can Vice 
Raiſe any Bulwark, to make good the Place, 
Where Virtue ſeeks to enter; then to fall 
In ſuch a braye Attempt, were ſuch an Honour 
That Brutus, did he live again, would envy. 
Were my dead Father in you, and my Brothers, 
Nay, all the Anceſtors I am deriv'd from, 


As you, in being what you are, are all theſe; _ 


Id rather wear a mourning Garment for you, 

And ſhould be more proud of my Widow-hood, 

You dying for the Freedom of this Country, 

Than if 1 were aſſur'd, I ſhould enjoy 

A Perpetuity of Life and Pleaſure 

With you, the Tyrant living. 
Vir. Till this Minute, 


1 never heard thee ſpeak. ' O more than Woman! 


And more to be belov'd; can I find out 

A Cabinet to lock a Secret in, 

Of equa] Truſt to thee? All Doubts and Fears, 
That ſcandalize your Sex, be far from me; 


Thou ſhalt partake my near and deareſt Councils, 


And further them with thine. | 
Jul. ] will be faithful. 


Vir. Know then this Day, ſtand Heav'n propitious to 


Our Liberty begins. 
Jul. In Ferrand's Death? 


Vir, Tis plotted, Love, and ſtrongly ; and believe it, 


For nothing elſe could do it, *twas the Thought, 
How to proceed in this Deſign and end it, 
hat made ſtrange my Embraces. 

Jul. Curs'd be ſhe, 
That's ſo indulgent to her own Delights, 
That for their Satisfaction, would give 


Us, 
$ tO 


— it, 
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A Stop to ſueh a ous Enter prize: ko 

For . I would 22 the World, had ben 

Guilty of ſuch a Crime; go on and pro — * 

Go on, my deareſt Lord, I love . onour 

Above my Life; nay, yours; my Prayers o with hes 3 

Which I wil ſtrengthen with my Tears e Wrong 

Of this poor l edge your Sword oh, may "a 

Pierce deep into this Tyrant: 8 — and hen 

When you return bath'd in his guilty Blood, 

I'll waſh you clean with Fountains of true Joy. 

But who are your Aſſiſtants? Though I am 

So covetous of your Glory, that 1 could wiſh ' 

Lou had no ſharer in it. [Aneck, 
Vir. Be not curious. 

(4) They come; however you u my Boſom, 

To them I would not have you ſeen. 
Jul. l'm gone, Sir; | 

Be confident, and may my Reſolution 

Be preſent with you. [Exit, 
Vir. Such a Maſculine Spirit, | 

With more than Woman's Virtues, were a Dower 

To weigh down a King's Fortune. 


Enter Briſſonet, Camillo, and Ronvere. 

Briſ. Good Day to you. 

Cam. Lou are an early Stirrer. 

Vir. What new Face 
Bring you along? 

Ron. If I ſtand doubted, Sir, 
As by your Looks I gueſs it, you much injure 
A Man that loves, and truly loves this Country, 
With as much Zeal as you do; one that hates 
The Prince by whom it ſuffers, and as deadly; 


(4) They come: however you command 


To them I would not have you on" 1 awould nat five; you 
ſeen to them, is a Latin Conſtruction, and fo ſtands clear of Non- 
ſenſe, but I rather think we ſhould read the Paſſage thus, 


Ta them I would not have you feem. 
Seem ſo do 10, i. e. * Boſom. 


One 
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One that dares ſtep as far to gain my ks ah re” 


As any he that breaths; that wears Word» 
As ſharp as anys. 
Cam. Nay, no more Compariſons, - 
Ron. What you but whiſper, 1 dare ſpeak aloud, 
Stood the King vs 
What you 3. coldly plot; if this deſerve then 
Suſpicion in the beſt, the boldeſt, wiſeſt, 
Purſue your own Intents, I'll follow mine; 
And if I not out- ſtrip you 
Briſ. Be aſſur'd, Sir, 
A Conſcience like this can never be 
Ally'd to Treach'ry. 
Cam. Who durit ſpeak ſo much, 
But one that is like us, a Sufferer,. 


And ſtands, as we, affected: 


Vir. You are cozen'd 
And all undone; ev'ry Intelligencer 

aks Treaſon with like Licence; is not this 
Ronvere, that hath for many Years been train'd 


In Ferrand's School, a Man in en e | 


" Rewarded too, and highly? 
Cam. Grant all this. 
The thought of what he was, being as he is now, 


A Man diſgrac'd, and with Contempt thrown off; 


Will ſpur him to Revenge, as (Witt, as . 
That never were in Favour. on 


Vir. Poor and childiſh. 


Briſ. His Regiment | is caſt, that is moſt certain; $:9 


And his Command i'th* Caſtle giv'n away. 
Cam. That on my Knowledge. 
Vir. Groſſer ſtill; what Shepherd | 
Would yield the poor 7 5 of his Flock 


To a known Wolf; though he put on the Habit 


Of a moſt faithful Dog, and bark like one? 
As this but only talks. 
Cam. Yes, he has Means too.“ 


Vir, I know it to m ae Grief, weak Men, I know 1 it; 
* 


To make his Peace, if there were any War 


have means to put in act too, 


Between 


AA, Þe< 


Welcome to their ſad Cells, . 4 Mask id 02 


* — * ON * 
The Doub uble 


Between him and (5) his Maſter, by 3 Aa 

Our innoeent Lives. 
Ron. You're too ſuſpicious, \ ma) 

And | have borne too, mee 3 Eb Temper: : 


Take your own ways, Pl leave you. 


Vir. You may ſtay no;j;jßjß; moet 
You have enough, and all indeed yo gd — 1 
But one word milenderr have you diſcover'd 
To him alone our Plot? Hriſ. Fo him, and alen 
That are at his Devotion. Vir. Worſe and 3 


4 ww 


For were he only conſcious of our Pur 10 5 
Though with the breach of Hoſpitable _ FS, 6] ait 
In my own Houſe, Pd ſilence him for . A id 
But what is paſt my help, is Pho — care. 
J have a Life to loſ. 

Cam. Have better hopes. n v2  [further'd 

Ron. And when you know, —_- what charge I have 
Vour noble Undertaking, you will ſwear me cl a 


Another Man; the Guards I have corrupted, - 
And of the choice of all our nobleſt — Hi 
Attir'd like Virgins, ſuch as Hermits would ©: +) 


As done for the King's Pleaſure. * 0c 3T* 4 
Vir. For his ſafet̃ m yo id nd 

I rather fear; and as a Pageant t to "98 i 299771 v MM 

Uſher our Ruin. 05 dn en 
Ron. We as Torch-bearers 


Will wait on theſe; but with ſuch Art and dans 5 
I have convey'd- ſharp Poniards in the Wax, 
That we may paſs, though ſearch' d, through all his Guards 
Without ſuſpicion, and in all his Glory 49 6 mo: 
Oppreſs him, and with ſafety.” y. 
Cam, Tis moſt wn os, ENDS * in e l 
Vir. To be effected. 03 as if 
Ron. You are doubtful fill 611 150 
Briſ. But we, reſolv d to follow him, and. 5 you 


_ 1851 : 


(5) — bis Maſter, 0 1, have: hs) by in — 


Text againſt the Authority of all the This Paſſage is de- 
cient without it. 
Deſiſt 
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Deſiſt now Firolet, we'll fay tis Fear, 5 | 
* Rather than Providence. 2 ee os 
Cam. And ſo we leave you Breu. 
15 Euter juliana. | 
Jul. To your wiſe Doubts, and to my better Counſels. 
Oh ! pardon me my Lord, and truſt me too; 
Let me not like Caſſandra propheſy Truths, 
And never be believ'd, before the Miſchief : 
I have heard all, know this Nonvere a Villain, 
A Villain that hath tem me, and plotted 
This for your Ruin, only to make way 
T' his hopes in my Embraces ; at more leiſure 
J will acquaint you, wherefore I conceal'd it 
To this laſt Minute; if you ſtay, you're loſt, | 
And all prevention too late. I know, 
And *tis to me known only, a dark Cave 
Within this Houſe, a part of my poor Dower, f 
Where you may lie conceal'd, as in the Center, | 
Till this rough blaſt be o'er. Where there is Air, 1 
More than to keep in Life, Ferrand will find you, 
So curious his Fears are. 
Tr. JI RET ̃ 151 : 
Than hide my Head now, *twas thine: own Advice, 
My Friends engig*d too. 3 
Jul. You ſtand further bound, 1 "Hs 
Than to weak Men that have betray'd themſelves, i 
Or to my Counſel, though then juſt and loyal: 0 
. Your Fancy hath been good, but not your Judgment, 
In choice of ſuch to ſide you; will you leap 
| From a _P Tow'r, becauſe a deſp'rate Fool | - 
TH Do's it, and truſts the Wind to ſave his hazard? v 
There's more 9 from you; all Mens Eyes 7 
Are fixt on Virolet, to help, not hurt them; 
| Mars, good their Hopes and ours; Y worn 
| often, mg) 
| That you dare credit me, and allow'd me Wiſe 
Although a Woman; &en Kings in great Actions 
Wait opportunity, and fo muſt you, Sir, 


"or 


1 


Or 


In bearing a great 


| helping Hand. I Lt n poſe reading andertahing. 


Or (6) loſe S e I g 
Vir. Thou art conſtant; N 


1 an uncertain Fool, a moſt blind Feels 


Be thou my Guide. 
Jul. If | ide yoo} N 
For Torment or Reward, we L am wretched, 
My Conftancy forſake me. | 
Vir. Pve my ſafety; | | Ie 
Enter Caſtruccio EY) rr 


Vl. Why are you rapt thus? 
Caſt. (7) Peace, 5 Fol. 51) 
Vil. But if I were a Flatterer like your: Workip, | 
1 ſhould be wiſe and rich too; 
— are few elſe that proſper, Bawds excepted, 
They hold an equal place there. 
Caſt. A ſhrewd Knave; 994-1 
But oh the King, 3 0 
Vil. Why happy? 


Caſt. What bears he, 
That's borne on Princes Shoulders? 
Jil. A Crown's weight, 


W hich ſets more * on his Head, than th* Oar 


Slaves dig out of the Mines, of which tis made. 


Caf. Thou worthily art his Fool, to think 1 
That carries him th* Air; the rev'rence due | | 
To cn molt facred Gold, makes him adur d, 


(6) —— % L your axder faxding. ] This Place ſeems to want an 
Kings wait. 
Opportunity to Defigns in, and fo muſt you, other - 
wiſe you will, 118 7 — Undertaking. For tis not the 1 
ing but Undertaking which would be loſt, 
47 Caſt. Peace, thou art a Fool. 
Vil. But if I were a Flatterer like your PN 
I be wiſe and rich Ne ;] Thus run all the Co- 
pies, but there ſeems to be ſomethi in Caftrecces's Part 
to 222 with Villios reply ; w ol wi the Poets had wrote 
1s 8 


Caſt. Peace, thou'rt à poor Fool. 


Vil. But if I were a flatterer like your N 
1 ſhould be wiſe and rich too, . 


0 | | His 


— N —— * — 8 = 
5 r — . — - —— * — —— woe. — _ a 
— . — . rl, art Ln . * * * * — as —— — = 
* 222 A . — — — — — — 49 - * * 1 8 2 " 
OED — . — P 0 . 2» : K 
1 * » At. — La og mn dings Roar 


” 
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His Footſteps kiſt ; (8) his Smiles do raiſe a 8 


To a Lord's Fortune, and when he mn ** ory 


The City quakes — . . 
Vil. Or the poor Cuckolds in it, vert noch 


Coxcombs I ſhould ſay. I am of a Fool, | 
Grown à Philoſopher, to hear this Paraſites. 1 167 | 
Caſt. The Delicates he's ſery*d with, ſee and enry—= 
Vil. Pd rather have an Onion ay a Stomach, 
Than theſe without one. | 
Caſt. The Celeſtial Muſick, 
Such as the motion of the eternal besser Lain * | 
Yields Fove, when he drinks Nectar — 
Vil. Here's a fine KRna ve 
Pet hath too many Fellows. Caſt. Then the Seda =. 
That with variety of choice nee a e paſo o'er, 
Renew his Age 
Vir. Help him to och ther-: Din alen! 
And the French Cringe, they're excellent 01 eons that 
Caſt. Oh Majeſty! Let others think of — 4 
While I contemplate thee. Yi. This is nor Atheiſm, 
But Court obſervance. Caſt. Now the God appear, 
Uſher d with Earthquakes. Vil. Baſe Idolatry. Abriß. 


Enter Ferrand, Guard, Women, and Servants. 17 17 


Ter. Theſe” Meats are ws hang the Cooks z no 

note more, [o the. Muſick, 
On forfeit of your W do you envy me 1469 3171") 
A minute's Slumber ? what are theſe ? 1 Guard. The Ladies 
Appointed by your Majeſty, Fer. To th' purpoſe ; 
For what appointed ? 1 Guard. For your Grace's Pleaſure 
Fer. To ſuck away the. little Blood is left Ga. | 
By my continual Cares; I am not apt now, 
Injoy them firſt, taſte of my Diet once; 
And your turns ſerv'd, for fifty Crowns apiece, 
Their Husbands may redecm them. 

Mom. Great Sir, Mercy. 


#33 4 


bd «oY food i 


xt, <! 


| (8) his Smiles to raiſe a Beggar] The * miſtaking of 

do for to wk palm'd upon us a ſtrange "piece of obſcurity, unleſs 

'tis ſalved by a greater Ellipfis than I am willing to _ 1. e. his 

Smiles are able to raiſe, Ke. | WY 
* Fer 4 


ITE 
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Fer, I'm deaf, 8 you? Is what we command 
To be diſputed > Who's this? way N 
T upbraid me to my Face. mee 

Caft. Hold Emperor 
Hold mightieſt of K Kings, I am thy Vaſkal, 
Thy Foot-ſtool, that durſt not PIE to look; 
On thy offended Nac? 8 

Fer. Caſtruccio, riſe. 

Caſt. Let not the lightning of thy Eye confruns 4 me, 
Nor hear that muſical Tongue, in e Dunne 
That ſpeaks all Mercy. r 

Vil. Here's a flattering Rogue! 

Caſt. Ferrand, that is che Father of his People, . 
The Glory of Mankind. _ 

Fer. No more, no word more: 2 . 

And while I tell my Troubles to my ſelf, 

Be Statues without Motion or Voice; 

Though to be flatter'd is an Ich to Greatnel, 

It now offends me. yy Fo A 
Vil, Here's the happy Man; 1 _—_ 


; o 
L a 
- 


"Y % * 
28 o 33 a 4 4 


ien 


But ſpeak who dares, 


Fer. When I was innocent, 
yet remember I could Eat and Sleep, 
Walk unaffrighted ; but now terrible 
To oy my Guards can't keep Fear from me, 
It ſtill purſues me; Oh ! my wounded — 
The I would reſt i in, is ſtuft with Thornsz 
The Ground's ſtrew'd oer with Adders, and with A 
W here-&er I ſet my Foot: But I am in, | 
And what was got with Cruelty, with Blood - 
Muſt be defended, though this Lifes a Hell, 


I fear a worſe hereafter. Ha! 


Enter Ronvere 2 Guard. 


Ron. My Lord. 


Fer. Welcome Ronvere, welcome _ 908 Plummet, 
With which I ſound mine En' mies Depths and nah 
Haſt thou diſcover'd ? | 

Ron. All as you could wiſh, Sir, 


The Plot, and the Contrivers ; was made one 1 
Vor. VII, H Of 


* 
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Of the Conſpiracy. 4 

Fer. Is Virolet in? 

Ron. The head of all hoe onl 
And from his fear that I plaid 
The reſt I have in Fetters. | 

Fer. Death and Hell. 
Next to my mortal Foe the Pirate Set, 

I aim'd at him; he's virtuous, and wiſe, 


lſe, e 


A Lover of his Freedom and his Country's; 


Dangerous to ſuch as govern by the Sword, 
And ſo to me. No — which way he went, 
No means to overtake him ? 

Ron. There's ſome hope left; 
Bur with a rough Hand, to be ſeiz'd 1 

Fer. What is't? 

Ron. If any know, or bee 981 is, 
Or which way he is fled, it is his Wife; 
Her with his Father I have n 
And brought among the reſt. 

Fer. Twas wiſely order'd, 


1 


Go fetch them in, and let my Executioners [Exit Nos. | 


Appear in horror with the Rack. 
Vil. I take it, Signior, 
This is no time for you to flatter, « or me 


- To fool in. Caſt. Thou art wiſe in this, let's off, 


It is unſafe to be near Fove when he 
Begins to Thunder. Vil. Good Morality. - 


Secrets, whoſe leaſt diſcovery was Death, 


Will rend, for what concerns my ns 15 Fortreſs 


Of a weak Woman's Faith. 


Exit, 
_ © » Fer, I that have pierc'd into the Hearts of Men 
Forced them to 1 with my looks, 


Enter Ronvere, Guard, and Executioners with a Rack, 


Camillo, Briffonerz Pandulpho, and W | 


Cam. Whate'er we ſuffer, 


The weight that loads a Traitor's — fits ever” 
Heavy on thine. Briſ. As we are caught by thee, 
Fall thou by others. Fer. .Piſh, wm — your Curſes 
* ne' er reacſi me. 


* 
1 
N 


il. 


Jul 


But in (10) the death the Victory ſhall be mie 


the Double "Marty, 0 IT 


Jul. Now by wy Pirolets Li: 5 
Father, this is a Piber ſtage of Murther. 
Here are fine (9) Properties too, and be baun, x 
As will expect Dodd! cion; to the li! gu 


Let us perform our parts, and we ſhall Hi Ive, oak 
When theſe are rotten ; would we 5 5 er 5 
Are you the Maſter of the Company 
Troth you are tedious now. r 
Fer. She does deride me. ; 
Jul. Thee and thy Power; if one poor 8) OY 
Could win me an aſſurance of thy N e e 
I would not ſpeak it, I deſire to be r 
The great Example of thy cruelt ry, . 55 
To whet which on, know Ferrand, 1 gag "gn 
Can make diſcovery where my 7 rolet | IS, 7 | 
Whoſe Life I know thou aim'ft at; but if Tortutes 
Compel me tot, may TOM A N n s Welk 
I dare thy worſt. 
Fer. Are we contemn'd? © © 
Jul. Thou art, ; 


Thou and thy Minſters; my Life is e 5 


\ WE 
* 


0 


4044 nn 


— 


* » A, 


Pand. We have ſuch a Miſtreſs here to teach us 5 Courage, 
That Cowards might learn from her. 


Fer. You are ſlow; [She is pul an the Rag 


Begin the Scene, thou miſerable Fool, 
For fo I'll make the. 


Jul. Tis not in thy reach; — 1 
I'm happy in my Sufferings, thou moſt n 


Fer. So brave! I'll tame you yet; (11) pluck harder, 
Villains 


Flr et A term much uſed at the play houſes Gor 
the habits and implements neceſſary for the repreſentation; and they 
who. furniſh' them are called Property. Men. This ſeems to have 
ariſen from that ſenſe of the word Property, which 6gnifies a Blind, 
a Tool, a'Stalking-Horſe. 

(10) che Death of Vi ory] 7 be for of. in this Verſe is from 
the Folio of 1647. The one makes Senſe, the other confounds it; 

(11) — pluck hard, Villains; ] The Meaſure here as well as 
Senſe call for the Alteration; which both Mr. Theobald and my ſelf 
had lighted on, and which I have thought proper to fo in the 


Text. 
H 2 DS; 


x16 The Double — 


Is ſhe inſenſible? No Sigh nor Groan _ _ 
Or is ſhe dead? Jul. No Tyrant, though I ſuffer 

More than a Woman, beyond Fleſh and Blood; 

Tis in a Cauſe fo honourable, that I ſcorn 

With any ſign. that may expreſs a Seated 

To ſhew I do repent, _ 

Fer. Confeſs yet, and 
Thou ſhalt be ſafe. | 

Jul. *Tis wrapt up in my Soul, 

From whence thou canſt not force i it. 

Fer. I will be 
Ten Days a killing thee, 

Jul. Be twenty thouſand, | 
My Glory lives the longer. 15 
Kon. Tis a Miracle! 

She tires the Executioners, and me. 

Fer. Unlooſe her, I am conquer d, I muſt NE 
Some other way; reach her my Chair, in honour 
Of her invincible Fortitude, 

Ron, Will you not 
Diſpatch the reſt ? - 

Fer. When 1 ſeem merciful, 
Aſſure thy ſelf Ronvere, I am moſt cruel. L[Alde. 
Thou wonder of thy Sex, and of this Nation, 

That has chang'd my Severity to Mercy, 

Not to thy ſelf alone, but to thy People, 

(In which I do include theſe _ my Enemies: 
Unbind them. 

Pand. This is ſtrange. 

Fer, For your Intent 
Againſt my Life, which you dare not deny, 

IJonly ask one Service. 

Cam. Above Hope. 

Fer. There rides 2 Pirate near, the Duke of Se/e, 
My Enemy and this Country's, that in Bonds 
Holds my dear Friend Aſcanio; free this Friend, 

Or bring the Pirate's Head; beſides your Pardon, 
And Honour of the Action, your Reward 
Is forty thouſand Ducates : And becauſe 
I know that Virolet is as bold as wile, 


The double Marriage.” 


Be he your General. As pledge of your Faith, 
That Lo will undertake it, let this old Man 1 
And this moſt conſtant Matron ſtay with 185 
Of whom, as of my ſelf, I will be careful. 
She ſhall direct you where her Husband i W 
Make Choice of any Ship you think moſt afl, 
They are rigg'd for you. 
LEreunt Guard, 1 Juliana and Pants 
Brif. We with Joy accept hs | 
Cam. And will proclaim n King Ferrand merciful.” 


mx 155 


The Myſtery of thi per * [au * 
Ron. ery of this, my or are 
Chang'd in your Nature? 4 N 

Fer. I'll make thee privy to it. b 0! 5 
The Lives of theſe weak Men, and de ee 
Would no way have ſecur'd me, had I t 


ook © thein 3. . 
*Tis Virolet I aim at; he has PowWir, l 


And knows to hurt. If they encounter See, 
And he Conqueror, I am aſſur d 
They'll find no — z if that they prove waer, 


1 ſhall recover, with my Friend, his Head 
I moſt deſire of all Men. 


Ron. Now I have it. 6.25 | 
Fer. Vl make thee e che | Drift of al, | 
So we ſtand ſure, thus much for thoſe that fall. 2 


«« 1 


ACT I. SCENE 1. 
Enter Boatfwain and Gumer. 


Boatſ 4 Y her before the wind; up with your EET | 
And let her Work the Wind begins to whiſtle: 
Clap all her Streamers on, and let her dance, 
As if ſhe were the Minion of the Ocean. 
Let her beſtride the Billows 'till they roar, | 
And curl their wanton Heads, Ho, below there. 
Sailors within, Ho, ho. 
Boatſ. Lay her North. Eaſt, and thruſt her Miſſen out, 


H 3 The 
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The Day grows fir and clear, and the Wand couri us. 
Oh for a luſty Sail now, to give chaſe to. 
Gun, A ſtubborn Bark, that wou'd mu bear up to us, 7 
And change a Broadſide bravely, - 
 Boatſ. Where's the 1 
Gun. „1 have o cen him ir 00 Day. 


Boat ſ. unner, 

What Bravery dwells in his Age, and, * Valour i 
And to his Friends, what Gentleneſs and —_ 
How long have we been Inhabitants at Sea here? 

Gun. Some fourteen Years. 

Booths By By fourteen Lives I ſwear then, 

This Element ne er nouriſh'd ſuch a bre, 

So great, ſo fearleſs, and ſo fortunate, 

80 ne Want, in Act ſo valiant; 4 
How many Sail of well mann'd Ships before u us, 

As the le does the flying Fiſh, - | 
Have we purſu'd and ſcour'd, that to out-ſtrip i us, 

They have been fain to hang their very Shirts on? 
What Gallies have we bang' d, and ſunk; and taken; 
Whoſe only Fraughts "ER. Fire, and ſtern: Defiance? 
And nothing ſpoke but Bullets in all theſe. och |! 
How like old Neptune have I ſeen our — 
Standing Yth' Poop, and toſſing his Steel Trident, 
Commamding both the Sea and Winds to ſerve him? 

Gun. His Daughter too; which is the Honour, Boat- 
Of all her Sex; that martial Maid — [ ſwain, 

Boatſ. A brave Wench. 

Gun, How oftentimes, a Fight being new begun, 
Has ſhe leap'd down, and took my Linſtock from me, 
And crying, now fly (12) right, fir'd all my Chaſers? 
Then like the Image of the warlike Goddeſs, 

Her Target brac'd upon her Arm, her Sword drawn, 
And Anger in her Eyes, leap'd up again, 

And bravely hail'd the Bark. Ive wondred, Boatſwain, 
That in a Body made ſo delicate, yy 

So loft for ſweet Embraces, ſo much Fire; 


62 — 4 7 and fir'd all] The cmiflion of * 15 authoriz'd 
by the Copy 1047, and Mr. Theobald had. affix d a de/e to it in 
his 1 

| And 
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And manly Soul, not ſtarting at a D e 

Boatſ. Her noble Father got . in ny bn, 

And fo ſhe proves a Soldier. 99 

Gun. This too 1 wonder at, oy 938-vi v7 
Taking fo many Strangers as Kras 3 $43 298 1 
He uſes them with that Reſpect and Codes, 

Not — but only borrowing 
What may his Want; nor that for nothin 
But — what they may ſtand in need * 
And then parts lovingly. Where, if he take 
His Country man, has "ſhould be neareſt to him, 

And ſtand moſt free from Danger, he ſure ys fore: 
He drowns or hangs the Men, ranſacks the 
Then gives her up a Bonfire to his Fortune. xa 

Boaiſ. The Wrongs he has receiv d from chat dull Coun- 
(That's all I know) have wa chasꝰd all his Cruelty.” 

We fare the better; cheerly, cheerly Boys, +.» 
The wt runs merrily, my. Captain's 3 
And nothing cures that in him but a Sea- fight: 

I hope to meet a Sail, Boy, and a right one. 

Gun. That's my Hope too, I'm ready for the Fine 

Boatſ. I'ch' mean time let's beſtow a Song upon him, 
To ſhake him from his arg e ons TO to N 
Ho, in the Hold. 


Boy. Here, here. Boatf, To 70 Main Too... 3 
Boy, an' thou ken'ſt a oY dar e defie Wal- 
Here's —— + 

Boy: Im | (het Boy. 
| „. Coe, Sin, a quaing Levet.. [7 rump. a Levet. 

To — en our brave General. Then © our Labour. 


Enter Duke of Seſſe above, and his Dang bier Man 
like an Amazon. 


Se ſſe. 1 thank you, loving Mates, [ thank you all ; 
There's to prolong your Mirth ; and good morrow-to you. 
Mart. Take this from me, you're honeſt, valiant Friends, 
And ſuch we muſt make much of. Not a Sail ane 

Gun, Not any within ken yet. 


HE: . © 3 w 
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Boatſ. Without doubt, Lady, 
The Wind ſtanding ſo fair and full upon us, 
We ſhall have Sport anon. But noble General, 
Why are you ſtill ſo ſad? You take our A4 off ; 
You make us dull, and ſpiritleſs, 
Sefſe, Vil tell ye, 
Becauſe I will provoke you to be ee 1 
For when you know my Cauſe, twill double arm you, 
This Woman, never knew it * my Daughter, = 
Some Diſcontents ſhe has. 
Mart. Pray Sir, go forward. [S ea, 
Seſſe. Theſe fourteen Years, (13) I've ſtored it here at 
Where the moſt curious Thought could never find it. 
oof. Call up the Maſter, and all th' Mates. 


Enter Maſter and Sailors. 


Sele. Good Good Morrow. 
Maſt. Good morrow to our aue a ave me, J 

And to that noble Lady all good Wiſnes. | 
Mart. I thank you Maſter, 
Seſſe. Mark me, thus it is then; 

Which I did never think to have difewrerdd, 

Till full Revenge had wooed me; but to ſatisſie 

My faithful Friends, thus I caſt off my Burthen. 

In that ſhort time I was a Courtier, 

And followed that moſt hated of all Princes, 

Ferrand, the full Example of all Miſchiefs, © 

(Compell'd to follow to my Soul a Stranger,) 

It was my Chance one Day to play at Cheſs 

For ſome few Crowns, with a Minion of this King, 

A mean poor Man, that only ſerv'd his Pleaſures ; 

Removing of a Rook, we grew to Words; 

From this to hotter Anger : To be ſhort, 

I got a Blow. 

Mart. How, how, my noble Father! 


(13) I have flored it bere at Sea. J. Thus the Octavo, and 
it may be right; the Edition of 164 1.8 it chus, | 
Poe flored here at 
I conjefture we ſhould read with a dall addition, flowed, 80 a 
little lower the Maſter ſays, Down wwith em, flow em in. 


- 


Seſſe 
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$:/e. A Blow, my Girl, which I 1 1 
aud funk the Slave for ever, had not odds 11 
Thruſt in twixt us. I went away diſgrac d 

Mart. For Honours ſake not ſo, dd 1p 4-3; 

Seſſe, For that time, Wenn 
But call'd upon him, like a Gentleman Vorl Hach n 
By many private Friends; knockt at his Velour, 
Courted his Honour hourly to repair mmm; | 

And though he were a thing my Thoughts made light on, 
And only worth the Fury of my 1 e 
Still I purſu'd him nobly ——— ' : gc ki. | 

Mart. Did he ſcape you? } 
My old brave Father, could wh fir * 0 boldly 2 

Seſſe. Have Patience, and know all. Purſu'd him fairly, 


Till I was laughed at, ſcorn'd, E made 1. 


By 3 wrong'd, (14) ſhould'be-all Jultivds 
The Slave protected; yet at length I found him, 
Found him, when he ſuppos*d all had been buried, 

And what 1 had receiv d, durſt not be —— 7 
And then he fell, under my Sword he fell, 

For ever ſunk; his poor Life, like the: Air, iy 
Blown in an empty Bubble, burtt, and left him, 

No noble Wind of Memory to raiſe him. 

But then began my. Miſery, I fled, | 
The King's Frowns following, and my Friends Deſpair" 20 
No Ha of that durſt relieve; my Country fearful, 4 
Baſely and weakly fearful of a Tyrant, | 

Which made his bad Will worle, ſtood ſtill and r 
Their Virtues bed- rid in em; then my Girl, 

A little one, I ſnatch'd thee from thy Nurſe, 

The Model of thy Father's Miſeries, 

And ſome ſmall Wealth as fit for preſent Carriage, 
And got to Sea, where I profeſt my Anger, 

And will do, whilſt that baſe ungrateful Country, 


(14) Shou d be all Fuftice;) Mr. Theobald here has an 
ingenious reading, which he wou'd have inſerted in this piace, viz. 
 Show'd'by all Fuſtice. 
| have not however ventur'd to diſturb the Text, as I apprehend 
the preſeat reading is good Senſe without any CorreQivn at all. 


And 
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And that bad King; have Blood or Means to quench me. 
Now ye knowid8b or bac nes wot wanted; hou bind 
Maſt. We know all, and admire all; 
Go on, and do all ſtill, and ſtill be fortunate. + 

Mart, Had you done leſs, or loſt this noble Anger, 


Lou had been worthy then, Mens empty Pities, 
And nat their Wonders. Go on, and uſe 


And uſe it ſtill with that fell Violence, N ri) 
Ic firſt appeared to you 3 if you do leſs, 

(15) Or take a doting Mercy to Protection, 

Th' Honour of a Father I diſclaim in you, 

Call back all Duty; and will be 2 of f 

Th' infamous and baſe Name of a Whore, 

Than Daughter to a great Duke and a Coward. 


Seſſe. Mine own ſweet Martia, no; thou know'ſt my 


It cannot, muſt not be. Nature, 
Mart. I hope it ſhall: not. Fr 1 aid of 
But why, Sir, do you keep alive ſtil}, young 
Aſcanin, Prince of Roſſana, King Ferrand's 
Moſt beloved one, you took two Months ago? 
Why is not he flung over Board, or hang'd ? 
Seſſe. PII tell thee, Girl. | 
It were a Mercy in my Nature now, 
So ſoon to (16) break the Thread of his Afflictions; 
] am not fo far reconaPd yet to him 
To let him die; that were a Benefit. 
Beſides, I keep him as a Bait and Diet, 
To draw on more, and nearer to the King 
J look: each Hour to hear of his Armados, 
And a hot, Welcome they ſhall have. | 
Mart. Bat hark you? +2" 30! 


* 4 


(15) Or take a dyating Mercy] I cou'd- not, after the moſt ma- 
ture Deliberation upon this Paſſage, think it was right, but ima- 


gin'd that doting was the word the Senſe required; and, upon con- 


lulting the Edition of 1647, found the Text ſtand ſo. 


666) — breai the Bed of his AMictions;] Here is another 
ſtrange Corroption, which runs thro' the Copies both ancient and 
modern; I hope I have reſtored the Text to its original Purity by 
reading Thread, which carries a congruous Senſe along with it, and 


fo evident, that 1 reed not paraphrate the Paſſage, to make it more | 


ta 
f n. 


It 


The. Da Herbig 


” 


And give the Tyrant Hope to gain his Kingdom. 
No. I can fink, Wench, and make ſhift to die; 
A thouſand Doors are of 3: I ſhall: hit one. 
I'm no Niggard of my Life, ſo it go nobl ß; 
All Ways are equal, and all Hours, I care; not. 

Mart. Now you ſpeak like * Father. = 

Maſt. Noble General, 
f by our means they inherit oughe bot bange 
The mercy of the Main- yard light u 2 * 
No, we can ſinc too, 30 4 and 4) fin k low enough, 
To poſe their cruelties to follow us: 
And he that thinks of life, if th* World 8⁰ tha way, 
A thouſand Cowards ſuck his Bones. 

Gun. Let th* worſt come, 
can unbreech a Cannon, and without Aueh help 
Turn her into the Keel: and when ſh*as ſplit it, 
Every Man knows his way, his own gens, j 
And fo good Night, I think. * 

Maſt. We've liv'd all with you. 
And will die with you, General. : 

Seſſe. I thank you, Gentlemen, | 

Boy above. A Sail, a Sail, 

Mah. A chearful ſound, 

Boy. A Sail. 

2 Of whence? of whence, Boy? 

Bay. A luſty Sail. 

Mart, Look right, and look again. 

Boy. She plows the Sea before her, 
And fornes Yth* Mouth. 

Boatſ. Of whence? 

Boy. I ken not yet, Sir. 

Sefſe. Oh, may ſhe prove of Naples! 

Maſt. Prove the Devil, 


(17) — ard fink low enough] We might very well ſpare this 


- x fink, and hurt nothing either in the Senſe r Qyantity of this 
erſe. 


=P 
If you were over-ſway'd with Odd 1 U 
Seſſe. 1 find you: 8 
would not yield; no Girl, no hope of bang, | 
Nor fling my ſe}f one Hou i into Sir Mercies 
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Well ſpit out fire as thick as ſhe. © + + 
Boy. Hoy. voy Sal | 
Maſt. Brave Boy. | aro: PR 
Boy. Of Naples, Naples, 1 think of Naples Maſter. 
Methinks 1 fee the Arm. 1 bn þ 
. ni i Uo 
And give more certain ſigns. [Exit Saibr. 
Seſſe. All to your buſineſs, po: os af; 
And ſtand but right and true 
Boat ſ. Hang him that halts now. 
Boy. Sh''as us in chaſe. A ant 7 
Maſt. Well ſpare her our main Top- ſail, 
She ſhall not look us long, we are no Starters. 
Down with the Fore-ſail too, we'll ſpoon before her. ; 
Mart. Gunner, good noble Gunner, for my Honour 
Load me but theſe two Minions (18) in the Chaſe: there; 1 
And load 'em right, that they may bid fair welcome, 
And be thine Eye, and Level, as thy Heart is. 
Gun. Madam, I'll ſcratch 'em out, 1'11 piſs *em out elſe, 
Sail. above. Ho. „ | 
Sefſe, Of whence now? e 
Sail. Of Naples, Naples, Naples. 
I ſee her Top- Flag, how ſhe quarters Naples. 
J hear her Trumpets. DF 
- Sefſe. Down, ſhe's welcome to u. 
| [ Exeunt Maſt. Boaiſ. Gun. Sail. 
Every Man to his Charge, Man her i'th' Bow well, 
(19) And place your Rakers right. Daughter, be ſparing, 


FT. >. 


n CA 4 


(18) — in the Chape] The Chape of a Sword is no News, but 
T fancy that of a Ship will be ſa to every curious Reader, Chaſe T 
is applicable either to the Prow or Stern of a Ship, and 'tis no v 
matter in which of theſe Acceptations we underſtand it here. 
(19) And place your Rakers right. ] And a little lower, the Maſter ſays, 
clap in her Stern, and yoke em.] If Rakers is the pri- 
mitive Word, Yoke em I can't think to be right, nay even ſuppo- 
ſing . Rakers wrong, Yoke, I'm afraid will ftand no Chance to re- 
mam in the Text. What I imagine the true reading in both places 


is this, 


And place your Sakers right, And then, 

| clap in her Stern, and rake em.] In the Sea Phraſe, 

| to rake is to fie the Cannon into the Stern of the Enemy's Ship, | 
and ſo ſhoot thro! the whole Length of her. o& 


Mart. 


all 


Ng, 


but 
haſe 


No 


ay 
pri- 

ad 
e- 
laces 


raſe, 


art. 
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Mart. I ſwear Ill be above, Sir, in the thickeſt, 
And where moſt danger is, I'll ſeek for Honour. 
They have begun, hark how their Trumpets call * 
Hark how the wide-mouth'd Cannons ſing amongſt us; 
Hark how they fail ; out of our Shells for ſhame, Sirs. 
Selſe. Now Fortune and my Cauſe. ' 
Mart. Be bold and con '[Exeunt, 


ele 7 ee and 4 within. 
"Enter is and Boatſwain. | 
 Maft. They'll board us once again, they're tuff ind 


valiant. Icthers, 
Boatſ. Twice we have mn? em into the Air like Fea» 
And made *em Dance. 
Maſt, Good Boys, fight bravely, manly. 
They come on yet, clap in her ſtern, and yoke 'em. 


Enter Gunner. 


Gun. (20) You ſhould not need, I have Proyiſion for em; 
Let *em board once again, the next is ours. 
Stand bravely to your Pikes, away, be valiant : 
] have a ſecond courſe of Service for *em, | 
Shall make the Bowels of their Bark ake, Boy. 
The Duke fights like a Dragon. Who dares be idle? ['Ex. 


[ Charge Trumpets, Pieces go off. 
Enter Maſter, Boatſwain following. 


Maſt, Down with 'em, ſtow em in. 
Boalſ. Cut their Throats, 'tis Brotherhood to fling 
em into th? Sea. 
The Duke is hurt, ſo is his lovely Daughter Martia. 
We have the day yet. 


Enter Gumer. 


Gun. Pox fire * em, they have ſmoak'd us, ne'er ſuch 
Plums yet flew. holes, 
Boalſ. They've rent the Ship, and bor'd a. hundred 


(20) You fhou'd not need,] Tho frould and fall, which is the 
word I think the Context ot t is place requires, be nothing alike ; 
jet I can't help thinking but it was the Poets Expreſſon. 


She 


She ſwims ſtill luſtily. Maſt. She made a brave fight 
And ſheſhall'beccur'd, and make a braver yet. e 
Gun. Bring us ſome Cans up, I'm as hot as fire. 


Eiter Roy with three C. 

Boatſ. 1 am ſure I am, none o'the cooleſt, 
I Gun. My Cannons rung like Bells. Here's to my Miſtreſz; 
The dainty ſweet braſs Minion ſplit their Fore- maſt, ; 
She never fail'd. Maſt. Ye did all well and truly, 
Like faithful honeſt Men. Boazf7 But is ſhe rich, Maſter? 

Enter Seſſe, Martia, Virolet, and Sailors, 

Maſt. Rich for my Captain's purpoſe howſoever, 
And we are his. How bravely. now he ſhows, 
| Heated in Blood and Anger? how do you, Sir? 

Not wounded mortally, I hope?  Szfe. No, Maſter, 
But only wear the Livery of fury. 
(21) I am hurt, and deep, 

Maſt, My Miſtreſs too? 

Mart, A ſcratch Man. 1 
(22) My Needle would ha* done as much. Good Sir, 
Be provident and careful. _ | 2 1 
_  Seſſe.. Prithee, peace, Girl; Ver, be. 
This Wound is not the firſt Blood I have bluſht in: 
Ye fought all like tall Men, my thanks among ye, 
That ſpeaks not what my Purle means, but my Tongue, 

Soldiers. | | 

Now, Sir, to you that ſought me out, that found me, 
That found me what I am, the Tyrant's Tyrant; 
You that were imp'd, the weak arm to his folly, . 
You're welcome to your Death. | | 

Vir. | do expect it, | | ; 


(21) J am hurt and deep.) Mr. Theobald would read here, g 
| In hurt not deep. ä | 
But I am afraid it will not be true; for if it was, why ſhou'd the 
Surgeons ſay to him a little lower, | | 

Don grow ſo angry, Sir, your Wound goes backward. 4 
'Tis only ſuppoſing him to ſpeak alide, and the Line is good. 
(22) My e, . 5 done as much goed. Sir, | I 

Be prouidint.] The Alteration in the pointing I fnd Mr Thee- 

| bald had made before me. | MO WIPES? 


And 


the 


Theo 
And 
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And therefore need no compliment, but wait n 
Se//e. Thou bor'ſt the Face once of a Noble G 
Rank · d in the firſt file of the virtuous, | 
By every hopeful Spirit, ſhewed and pointed, | 
Thy Country's Love; one that adyanc*'d her Bons, 
Not tainted with the baſe and ſervile uſes 
The Tyrant tyes Mens Souls too. Tell me Virolet, 
If ſhame have not forſook thee, with thy Mort | 
Vir. No more of theſe Racks; what I am, I am. 
I hope not to go free with poor Confeſſions ; 
Nor if I ſhew ill, will I feem.a Monſter, 
By making my Mind Priſoner ; do your worſt. 
When I came out to deal with you, I caſt it; 


Only thoſe baſe infliftions fit for Slaves, 


Becauſe I am a Gentleman ——— 
Seſſe. Thou*rt none. 


| Thou waſt while thou ſtoodlt good, mou rt now a Villain, 


And Agent for the Devil. 

Vir. That Tongue lies. 

Give me my Sword again, and ſtand all arm'd; 

Ill prove it on ye all, I am a Gentleman, | 

A Man as fair in Honour; 3 ——rate your Priſoners? D 

How poor and like a Pedagogue it ſhews ? IL 

How far from Nobleneſs? *tis fair, you may kill's ; 5 

But to defame your Victory with foul Language,. 

Selſe. Go fling him over- board; I'll teach you, Sirrah— 
Vir, You can't teach me to die. I could kill you now 

With patience, in deſpiſing all your eruclties, | | | 

And make you choak with anger,” | 
Seſſe. Away I ſay. 

Mart. Stay, Sir, h'as giv'n you ſuch bold Language, 
| am not reconcil'd t him yet, and therefore 

He ſhall not have his wiſh obſerv'd fo nearly, 

To die when he pleaſe ; I beſeech you ſtay, Sir. 
Szſſe. Do with him what thou wilt, | 
Mart. Carry him to th* Bilboes, ys | 

And clap him faſt there, with the Prince. 
Vir. Do, Lady, | | 

For any Death you give, I'm bound to bleſs you, | 

| ' Exeant Vir. and Sailors. | 
Mart. 
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Mart. Now to your Cabin, Sir; pray lean upon me, 
And take your reſt, the Surgeons wait all for you. 
Seſſe. Thou mak*ſt me bluth to ſee thee bear thy Fortunes; 
Why, * L have no hurt, I have not Wanhe ſure? 
Maſt. You bleed apace, Sir. 
Mart. Ye grow cold too, 
Seſſe. 1 muſt be rul'd, no leaning, 
My cepeſt Wounds; ſcorn Crutches. N 
All. A brave General, [ Flourif 77 rumpets Cornets, 
[ Exeunt, 


Euer two Sailors. 


1 Sail. Will they not moore her? 

2 Sail. Not *till we come to th? Fort, 
This is too weak a place for our defences, 
The Carpenters are hard at work; ſhe ſwims well; 
And may hold out another fight. The Ship we took. 
Burns there, to give us light. 

1 Sail. She made a brave fight, 

2 Sail, She put us all in fear, 

1 Sail. Beſhrew my Heart did ſhe. 
Her Men are gone to Candy, they are pepper'd; 

All but this Priſoner, | 
'* 2 Sail, Sure he's a brave Fellow. 

1 Sail. A ſtubborn Knave, but we have pull'd his bravery. 

[He diſcovers Virolet and Aſcanio in the Bilboes. 

Look how he looks now: come, let's go ſerve his Diet, 
Which 1s but Bread and Water. | 

2 Sail. He'll grow fat on t. I Exeunt Sailors, 

Aſca. 1 muſt conſeſs I have endur'd ndveh miſery, 
Een almoſt to the ruin of my Spirit, | 
But ten times more grows my althtion, 
To find my Friend here, 

Vir. Had we (23) ſerv'd our Country, 


(23) — r our Country, 
Or Honefties. This 27 7 6 to be an 5 to 
the Dying Speech of Cardinal Molſey, and to make it fully fo 1 
* we ſhou'd write thus, 
rd our Country, 
As Honeſtly as wwe have done, we. 


Or 


Py 


- eu 
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Or 
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Or Honeſties, as we have ſerv'd our Follies, 


We had not been 


Asa. Tis too true, Virolet. 


here now. 


Vir. And yet my end in vent ring for your tifety, 
Pointed at more than Ferrand's Will, a baſe one; 
Some ſervice for mine own, ſome for my . 
Some for my Friend; but I am rightly paid, 

That durſt adventure ſuch a noble Office, 
From the moſt treacherous command of milchief; z 
You know him now? 

Aſca. And when I nearer knew him, 

Then when I waited, Heav'n be witneſs with me, | 
(And if I he my Miſeries {till load me) 


Wich what Tears I have wooed him, with wie, 


Prayers, 


What weight of Reaſons I have laid, what dangers | 3 
(Then, when the Peoples curſes flew like ſtorms, 
And every Tongue was whetted to defame him,) 
To leave his Doubts, his Tyrannies, his Slaughters, 


His fell Oppreſſions: 


[ know I was hated too. 
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Vir. And all Mankind that knew him ; theſe Con- 


feſſions 


Do no good to the World, to Heaven they may. 
Let's ſtudy to die well, we've liv'd like Coxcombs. 


Vir. Les; 


Aſca. That my misfortune, ſhould loſe you too. 


And not only me, but many more, and better: 
For my life, *tis not this; or might I fave yours, 
And ſome brave Friends I have engag'd, let me go; 
t were the meritorious Death I wiſh for, 
But we muſt hang or drown like Whelps. 

Aſca. No Remedy. 


Vir. On my ee eee e 


And know he 
I know his Nature, 


Aſca. A moſt cruel Nature. 
Vir. His Wrongs have bred him up. 1 cannot 


blame him. 


T know th* Man, 


as been nettled to the quick too, 


Aſca, He has a Daughter too, the greateſt ſcorner, 
And moſt inſulter upon "__ | 


Vor. VII. 


Vir. 
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| Vir. For thoſe, they're T Os (24) to laugh at, not 
to load Men: . e da brook e, 
A Woman's Mirth or Anger, like a Meteor, 
Glides and is gone, and leaves no crack behind it; 
Our Miſeries would ſeem like Maſters to us, 
And ſhake our manly Spirits into Feavers, 
If we reſpected thoſe z the more they glory, 
And raiſe inſulting Trophies on our Ruins, 
The more our Virtues 5 uo 
Sweet Prince, the name of Death was never terrible 
Jo him that knew to live; nor the loud Torrent 
Of all Afflict ions, ſinging as they ſwim, 
A Gall of Heart, but to a guilty Conſcience. 
W hilit we ſtand fair, though by a two-edg'd Storm 
We find untimely falls, like early Roſes, 
Bent to the Earth, we bear our Native Sweetneſs. 
Aſta. Good Sir, go ou. 's 
Vir. When we are little Children, | 
And cry and fret for every Toy comes croſs us; 
How ſweetly do we ſhew, when Sleep ſteals on us? 
When we grow great, (25) but our Affection greater, 
And ſtruggle with this ſtubborn twin, born with us; 
And tug and pull, yet ſtill we find a Giant: 
Had we not then the privilege to ſleep, 
Our everlaſting Sleep, he'd make us, Idiots; 
The Memory and Monuments of good Men ' 
Are more than lives, and tho? their T'ombs want Tongues, 
Yet have they Eyes that daily ſweat their loſſes, 
And ſuch a Tear from ſtone no time can value. 
To die both young and good, are Nature's, curſes, - 
As the World ſays; ask Truth, they're bounteous Bleſlings: 
For then we reach at Heav'n, in our full Virtues, 
And fix our ſelves new Stars, crown'd with our goodneſs. 


(24) —— To laugh at, not to lead Men: ] Here again Mr. Theo- 
bald was befcrehand with me, and reads load in his Margin, which 
is undoubtedly the right word. So Aſcanio a little above ſays, 
And if 1 lie, my Miſeries flill load me. | 

(25) ut our Aſedtions greater,) Aﬀetion, as I read, or 
Paſſion, is the flubborn twin born with us, which wou'd make us 


Idiots, if we gave my to it, rather than free ourſelves from its Ty- 
' Fanny by the Sleep of Death. Mx. Seward. 


: Aſea 
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Aſca. You've double arm'd me. 198 
N 26) Hark, what noiſe, is this? 


8 Muſick within, 2 


What horrid noiſe is the Sea pleas'd to ang! 
A hideous Dirge to our deliverance ? EE 
Vir. Stand aſt now. 
 * [Within frrange N horrid Noiſe, T. nc. 
Aſca. I am fixt. 
Vir. We fear ye not, 


Let Death appear in all ſhapes, we ſmile on him. 


Enter Martia. | 


Aſea. The Lady now. 

Vir. The Face o'th* Mask is alter'd. 

Aſca. What will ſhe do? 

Vir. Do what ſhe can, I care not. 

Aſca. She looks on you, Sir. 

Vir. Rather ſhe looks through me, 
But yet ſhe ſtirs me not. 

Mart. Poor wretched Slaves, 
Why do you live? or if ye hope for Mercy, 2 
Why do not you howl out, and fill the Held 
With lamentations, cries, and baſe ſubmiſſions, 
Worthy our ſcorn ? 

Vir. Madam, you are miſtaken, 


We are no Slaves to you, but to blind Fortune; 


And if ſhe had her Eyes, and durſt be certain, 
Certain our Friend, I would not bow unto her; 
I would not cry, nor ask ſo baſe a Mercy: 

If you ſee any thing in our Appearance, 

Worthy your Sexes ſoftneſs and your own glory, 


(26) Hark, what noiſe is this? © 
What horrid noiſe is the Sea plaid to fing. 
An hideous Dirge to our Deliverance ? I If the Reader can 


paſs over A/canio's asking one Queſtion, and anſwering himſelf which 
another, he has his Liberty ; but I rather imagine, that by Mit- 


take what was FVirolet's Part has been given to Aſcanio, and think 


the Speeches ſhou'd be ſeparated thus, 
Aſc. Hark ! what noiſe is this ? 
What horrid noiſe 15 the Sea pleas'd to fing? 
Vir. An hideous Dirge to our Deliverance. 


I 2 Do 
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Do it for that, and let that good reward it: 
We cannot beg. ' 
Mart. I'll make you beg and bow too. 
Vir. Madam, for what ? 
Mart. For Life; and when you hope it, 
Then will I laugh and triumph on your Baſeneſs. 
Aſca. Madam, tis true, there may be ſuch a favour, 
And we may ask it too, ask it with Honour; 
And thank you for that favour, nobly thank you, 
Though it be Death; but when we beg a baſe Life, 
And beg it of your ſcorn | 
Vir. You're cozen'd, Woman, 
Your handſomneſs may do much, but not this way 3 
But for your glorious hate 
Mart. Are ye fo ſtubborn *? ? 
S'Death, I will make you bow. 
Par.” T muſt b' in your Bed then; 
There you may work me to humility. 
Mart. Why, I can kill thee. 
Vir. If you do it handſomly, 
It may be I can thank you, elſe 
Mart, So glorious? 
Aſca. Her Cruelty now works, 
Mart. Yet woot thou? 
Vir. No. 
Mart. Wilt thou for-Life ſake? 
Vir. No, I know your 1 
Mart. For Honour ſake? 
Vir, I will not be a Pageant; 
My Mind was ever firm, and ſo Wil loſe it. 
Mart. Pl] ſtarve thee to it. 
Vir. I'll ſtarve my ſelf, and croſs it. 
Mart. I'll lay thee on ſuch Miſeries ——— 
Vir. I'll wear 'em, 
And with that wantonneſs, you do your Bracelets. 
Mart. I'll be a Month a killing thee. 
Vir. Poor Lady, 
I'll be a Month a dying then; what's that? 
There's many a Calenture out-does your cruelty, 


Mart. 
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Mart. How might I do in killing of his Body, N34 
To fave his noble Mind? Who waits there? 
Enter a Sailor with a rich Cap and Mantle. 
Sail. Madam. (you: ; 
Mart. Unbolt this Man, and leave thoſe things behind 


And ſo away: Now put em on. [Exit Sailor. 

Vir. To what end? FN 
Mart. To my End, to my We 
Vir. I will. 

Mart. I thank you. 

Vir. Nay, now you thank me, III do more, Ill tell ye, 

am a Servant to your courtelie, 

And fo far will be woo'd ; but if this Triumph 

Be only aim'd to make your Miſchief glorious, 

Lady, you've put a richer Shroud upon me, 

Which my ſtrong Mind ſhall ſuffer in. 

Mart, Come hither, 
And all thy Bravery put into thy Carriage, 
For I'll admire thee. 

Vir. Whither will this Woman? 

Aſca.. Take heed, my Friend. 

Mart, Look, as thou ſcornẽdſt my Cruelty, 

I know thou doſt. 24 
Vir. I never fear'd nor fatter'd. „ 
Mart. No, if thou hadſt, thou'dſt died, and I had glo- 

I ſuffer now, and thou which art my Priſoner, . 

Haſt nobly won the free Power to deſpiſe me. 

[ love thee, and admire thee for thy Nobleneſs; 

And, for thy manly Sufferance, am thy Servant. 

Vir. Good Lady, mock me not. 
Mart. By Heav'n I love theez 

And by the Soul of Love, am one piece with thee : 

Thy Mind, thy Mind ! thy brave, thy manly Mind, 

That like a Rock, ſtands all the ſtorms of Fortune, 

And beats 'em roaring back, they cannot reach thee: 

That lovely Mind I doat on, not the Body; 

That Mind has rob'd me of my Liberty; 

That Mind has darken'd all my Bravery, 

And into poor 3 things turn'd my Angers. 

3 Receive 
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Receive me to your Love, Sir, and inſtruct me; 
Receive me to your Bed, and marry me; 
I'll wait upon you, bleſs the hqur | knew you. 
Vir. Is this a new way? 
Mart. If you doubt my Faith, 
Firſt take your liberty; I'll make it perſect, 
Or any thing within my power. 
Vir. I love you, 
But how to recompence your Love with Marriage ? 
Alas, I have a Wife. 
Mart. Dearer than I am ? 
That will adventure ſo much for your ſafety ? 
Forget her Father's Wrongs, quit her own Honour, 
Pull on her, for a Stranger's ſake, all -curſes ? 
Vir. Shall this Prince have his freedom too? Elſe al! 
I love is gone, all my Friends periſh. Mart. He all. 
Ver. What ſhall Ido? 
Mart. If thou deſpiſe my courteſie, 
When I am dead, for grief I am forſaken, 
And no ſoft Hand left to aſſwage your Sorrows z 
Too late, but too true, curſe your own cruelties. 
Aſca. Be wile ; if ſhe be true; no thread is left elſe, 
To guide us from this Labyrinth of miſchief; 
Nor no way for our Friends. 
Vir. Thus then I take you, 
I bind ye to my Life, my Love. 
Mart. I take. you, | 
And with the like Bond tye my Heart your Servant; 
We're now almoſt at Harbour, within this hour, 
Ia the dead Watch, PII have the Long-boat ready, 
And when I give the word, be ſure you enter, 74 
I'll fee ye furniſh'd both immediately, | [you; 
(27) And like your ſelves; ſome truſty. Man ſhall wait 
The watch I'll make my own; only my Love 
Requires a ſtronger Vow, which I'll adminiſter 
Before we go. 
Vir. I'll take it to confirm you. 


Mart. Go in, there ate the Keys, unlock his Fetters, 


(27) And like your ſe F;] The Grammar of this Paſſage requiies a 
Change of N umbers to keep Martia f.om OE Nonſenſe. And 
And . 
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And arm ye nobly both; Pl be with Ibo Preſent! 73 
And ſo this loving Kiss 1 103 
Aſca. Be es. 4 Lady, 1 Etui. 


Enter the: Duke of Seſſe, y Torch 151% Mabe 
and Surgeon wth him. 1 


Surg. You grow ſo angry, Sir, your Wound goes 
backward. 


Seſſe. I'm angry at the time, at none of you, 
That ſends but one poor Subject for Revenge; 
 ] would have all the Court, and all the Villany, 
(28) Was ever practis'd under that foul Tyrant 
Ferrand, and all to quench my Wrath. be 208; 

Maſt. Be patient, 1 4 "LY 
Your Grace may find occaſion every Hour 9 
(For certain they'll ſeek you) to ſatisfie, gb 
And to the full, your Anger. 

See. Death they dare not: 
They know that I command Death, feed his * 
And when I let him looſe — 

Surg. You'll never heal, Sir, 
If thele extreams dwell in you; you are odd. 
And burn your Spirits out with this wild Anger. 

Seſſe. Thou lieſt, I am not old, I am as luſty 
And full of maily heat as them, or thou art — 

Maſt. No more of that. 

Selſe. And dare ſeck out a Danger; 7 
And hold him at the Sword's Point, when thou wembleſt 
And creep'ſt into th — of Salves to ſave thee. 
Oh Maſter; I have had a dreadful Dream to Night! 
Methought th' Ship was all on Fire, and my lov'd Daughter 
To fave her Life, leapt into th' Sea; where ſuddenly 
A Stranger ſnatcht her up, and ſwam away with her, 
Maſt. Twas but the heat o' th' Fight, Sir. 

[ Boatſwain within, and Sailor, 

Boatſ. Look out, what's that? 
Sail, The Long- boat, as J live. 
- (28) Was ever praftiid under that foul Ferrand 


Trant.) Theſe two laſt Words have chang d their places; we 
mult read as I hayealter'd the place. 
k I 4 Boatf, 


— 


— . 1 


r — — ——_— 
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= 5.5» 69 — 8 . Y 
—— p = —_ 
* — ITY 4 * 
1 
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Boas. (29) Ho, there i*th* Long · boat. 


(30) veſt. What Noiſe is that! 


1 hear Sir — Exit * 


| Boat. The Devil or his Dam Fail her again 197 
Sail. The Long- boat, ho, the Long-boat. 
Sefſe. Why, the Long boat? 

Where is the Long boat? 

Boa /. She is ſtol'n off. 


Enter Maſter. 


Seſe Who ſtole her? 
Oh _ prophetick Soul! 
ft, Your Daughter's gone, Sir: 
The Prion and fix Sailors, Rogues! | 
Seſſe. Miſchief, fix thouſand Plagues fail wh em. 
They're in her yet, make out. 
Maſt. We ha' ne'er a Boat. 


Enter Gunner. 


Gun. Who knew of this Trick ? 

Seſſe. Weigh Anchors and away. 
 Boaiſ. We ha' no Wind, Sir, 
They'll beat us with their Oars. 

3 Then ſink em Gunner, 


Oh ak em, ſink em, fink em, clay em Gunner 3 


As ever thou haſt lov'd me. 
Gun. I'll do reaſon, 
But TI be hang d before T hurt the Lady. [Exit G. 


N Fe Boatſ. Ho, oY £th* Len 1 The Edition of 
has made a Stage Direction of what might poſſibly have been 
l t it ſelf once, 
| She claps on all her Oars. 
To which I wou'd prefix the Sailor, who anſwers the Boatſwain 3 
Speech as before, then the whole will run thus, 
Boatſ. Look out, awhat's that? 
Sail. The Long-boat, as J li 
Boatſ. Ho, there ith Long-boat, 
Sail. She claps on all her . 


(30) Seſſe. Nhat Noiſe is that ! 


T hear Sir ] $0 the other Copies ; the Text 
is from * oldeſt Folio. 


I E | . Seſo. 


ee ty» 9 


— 


w 
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Seſſe. Who knew of this? [A Piece or two go off. 
5 We We ſtand all clear. e 5 of 
Seſſe. What Devil S i 1 i 
Put this baſe trick into her Tail? My Daughter, | 
And run away with Rogues! I hope ſhe's ſunk, | 
| | Piece or tuo go off. 
Or torn to Pieces with the Shot. Rots find her, 
The Leproſie of Whore ſtick ever to her, © + 


Oh ſhe has ruin'd my Revenge. 
Enter Gunner. 


Gun. She's gone, Sir. 
| cannot reach her with my Shot. 
Seſſe. Riſe Winds, CTY 
Blow till ye burſt the Air, and ſwell the Seas, 601 
That they may ſink the Stars, Oh dance her, dance her ; 
She's impudently Wanton, dance her, dance her, 
Mount her upon your Surges, cool her, cool her; 
She runs hot like a Whore, cool her, cool her;; 
Oh now a ſhot (31) to ſink her, come cut Cables, 
I will away; and where ſhe ſets her Foot, 
Although it be in Ferrand's Court, I'll follow her, 
And ſuch a Father's Vengeance ſhall ſhe ſuffer — 
Dare any Man ſtand by me ? 
Maſt. All, all. | 
Boatſ, All, Sir. 7 
Gun. And the ſame Cup you taſte woo_ 
Seſſe. Cut Cables then | | 
For I ſhall never ſleep, nor know what Peace is, 
Till J have pluckt her Heart out. 


All o' main there. __ [Within. Excunt, 


(31) To fink dur: Cut Cables] The Polio of 1647 gives the tru 
ng. 8 | | 


ACT 


The Double an. 


SY 


4 „ — 


; A . III. 80 E N E "a 
Euter Ferrand, Roavere Caltruccio, Villio a; Guard, 


Ron. Yo U are too gentle, Sir. 7 7 Floarifh Cornet, 
Fer. You are too cardleſs's 1 | 


The Creatures J have made, no way regard me: 
Why ſhould I give you Names, Titles of Honour, 
Rob Families to fill your private Houſes | 
For your Advancement draw all Curſes on me, | | 
Wake tedious Winter Nights, to make them happy 
That for me break no ſlumber? + | | 
Ron. What we can, 
We dare. do. - 
Fer, Why's your Sovereign $ Life #hen | ; 
f (In which you live, and in whoſe Fall your Honours, 6 
Your Wealth, your Pomp, your Pride, and all muſt fu fer) | 
No better ouarded? Oh my cruel Stars, ; 
1 / 
1 


That mark'd me out a King, —_—_— me on 
This Pinacle of pctindy _ to be 
'The nearer blaſting ! 
Vil. What think you now, cia, ? 
Is not this a merry Life ? 
Caſt. Still thou art cozen'dy D 
It is a. glorious royal 2 * 
How bravely it becomes him! 
Fer. To be made 
The common Butt, for every Slave to — at; 
No peace, no reſt I take, but their Alarms 
Beat at my Heart; why do I live, or ſeek then, 
To add a Day more to theſe glorious Troubles? 
Or to what end, when all I can arrive at, 
Is, but the ſumming up of Fears and Sorrows? 
What Power has my Command, when from my Boſom 
Aſanio, my moſt dear and lov'd Aſcanio, 
Was ſnatch'd, ſpite of my Will, ſpite of my Succour ? 
And by mine own rand Slave Tetain'd moſt * ; Th 


—— — 


>> oO > 
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And ſtill that Villain lives to nip my Pleaſures, 
It being not within my power to reach him. oh 

Ron. Time may reſtore all this; ( 32) and wou * 
Whoſe Counſel never fail'd enen 85 

Fer. Tell me no more, LY | 
| faint beneath the burthen of my ' Cares; FOOT > 
And yield my ſelf moſt wretched . "DO 8 

Ron. On my Knees © 
beg it, mighty Sir, vouchſafe 0 Wag | 

Fer. Speak, ſpeak, and I thus low, mien! is my kene 
Will hear what thou canſt ſay. 

Vil. Look but on this, 8 | 4 043 
Has not a Man that has but means to keep 
A Hawk, a Greyhound, and a 2 Nag, 

More Pleaſure than this King? 

Caſt. A dull Fool ſtill: 

Make me a King, and let me ſcratch with ee, 


And ſee who'll have the better; give me Rule, 


Command, Obedience, Pleaſure of a King, _ 

And let the Devil roar : The greateſt Corroſive 

AKing can have, is of more precious tickling, 

And handled to the height, more dear Delight, 

Than other Mens whole Lives, let *em be fafe too. | 
Vil. Think of the mutinous People. 
Caſt. Hang the People, | 

Give me the Pleaſure, let me do all, awe l. 

Enjoy their Wives and States at my Diſcretion, 

And peg 'em when I pleaſe, let the Slaves mumble. 
Vil. But ſay they ſhould be vex*d, and riſe againſt thee? 
Caf. Let em riſe, let *em riſe; give me the Bridle here, 


And ſee if they can crack my Girths : Ah Villio, 


Under the Sun there's nothing ſo Voluptuous 
As riding of this Monſter, till he founder. 
Fer. Who's that ſo loud? 4 


(32) Suppoſe we ſupplied the Pronoun A which tits eaſily 


_ been dropt by the not, over-Curious "a and write 
us, 


and don you. bear him, 
Whoſe Counſel, &c. 


The Paſſage wou'd be more explicit. 


cal. 
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Cat. I'm Dumb: Is not this rare? 
Kings Looks make Pythagereane v is not 8 
A n Villioa? 
Vil. Yes, to put to ſilence 
A fawning Sycophant. 


Fer. Thou ſpeakefſt truth in all, + [To Ronvere. 


And Mercy is a Vice, when there needs Rigour, 
Which I with all ſeverity will practice; Q 
And ſince, as Subjects they pay not Obedience, 
They ſhall be forc'd as Slaves: I will remove 


Their means to hurt, and with the means, my fears y/ * 


Go you the fatal Executioners 
Of my Commands, and in our Name prochim, 
That from this hour I do forbid all mooungs, 
All private Conferences in the City: 
To feaſt a Neighbour ſnall be Death; to talk, 
As they meet in the Streets, to hold Diſcourſe 
By Writin 175 nay by Signs; ſee this perform' * 
And I will call your cruelty, to thoſe 
That dare repine at this, to me true Service, 
1 Guard. This makes for us. | 
2 Guard. Ay, now we have Employments, 
If we grow not rich, *twere fit we ſhould be Beggars. 
Fer. Ronvere. [ Exit Guard, 
Ron. My Lord. | 
Caſt. Thou Enemy to Majeſty, - 
What thinkeſt thou of a Lingen! | 
Vil. As of a Man | | 
That hath power to do ill. 
* Caſt. Or a ching rather 
That does divide an Empire with the Gods 3 
Obſerve but with how little Breath he ſhakes 
A populous City, which would: ane unmov'd 
Againſt a Whirlwind. <;, 
Vil. Then you make him more 
Than him that rules the W inds. 
Caft. For me 1 do profeſs it, 
Were I offer'd to be any thing on Earth, 
I would be mighty Ferrand. 
Fer. Who names me? 


Deliver 


— — 


FEES. Tr we & . I 
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Deliver thy Thoughts, Slave, oy — 22 and A 
Or be no more. 

Caſt. They: rather will deſerre Stef. u. 
Your Favour than your Fury; I admire; 
(As who does not, that is a Loyal Subject?) wy. 
Your Wiſdom, Power, your ren eue 1 
The moſt bleſt of Mankind. 1 107 

Fer. Didſt thou but fee! S 
The weighty Sorrows that ſit on a Crown, „ ide 
Though thou ſhouldſt find one in the Streets, — 
Thou wouldſt not think it worth the taking up; 

But ſince thou art enamour'd of =p Fortune, 
Thou ſhalt e'er long taſte of it. | 

Caſt. But one Day, i 39d 1 | 
And then let me expire. IHE +5 2 

Fer. Go to my Wardrobe, N 
And of the richeſt things I wear, cull out | 
What thou think*ſt fit: Do you attend him, Sirrah. 

Vil. ] warrant you I ſhall be at his Elbow. 

The Fool will never leave him. [Ex. Vil. and Caſt. 

Caſt. Made for ever.. [A Shout within. 

Fer. What Shout is that, draw up our Guards, | 


Enter Virolet, Aſcanio, and a Servant. | 


Ren. Thoſe rather 3 
Speak Joy than Danger. (33) Vir. Say ber to my Hou | 
[ would not have her ſeen here. 

Fer. My Aſcanio!- 

The moſt deſir'd of all Men, bs me die 
In theſe Embraces ; how wert thou redeem'd? 
Aſca. Sir, this is my Preſeryer,, 


Fer. At more Leiſure 


(34) I will enquire the Manner, and the, Means: 
| cannot ſpare ſo much time now from my 


(33) Ron, Bring her to my Houſe, 
1 wwou'd not have her ſeen here.) This is evidently 
a Direction of Virolet's relating to Martia, and to him it ſhou'd 
be reſtored. Mr. Seward. 
(34) : will enquire the Manner and the Means, 


I cannot ſpare ſo much time now] I ſuſpect that 7 cannot 
thou'd be read Jet cannot. The reaſon is plain. 


More 
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Mdore ſtrict Embraces: Virolet, welcome too, 


This Service weighs down your intended Tresſon. 
You long have been mine Enemy; learn now 
To be my Friend, and loyal; I ask no more, 
And live as free as Ferrand. Let him have 
The Forty thouſand Crowns I gladly promis d 
For my Aſcanio's Freedom; and deliver 
His Father and his Wife to him in Safety. 4 
Something hath paſs'd which I am ſorry for, 
But *cwill not now be help'd. Come, my 4ſcanio, 
And reap the Harveſt of my Winter-Travels. 
My beſt Aſcanio, my lov'd Aſcaniog. 
Flouriſb Cornets. Ex. Fer. AGE 
Vir. My Lord, all former un, forgot, 
I am become a Suitor. 
Non. To me, Virolet?s 
Vir. To you, yet will not beg the Coueſe, 
But largely pay you for it. | 
Ron. To the purpole. 
Vir. The Forty thouſand Crowns 45 King haely git 
1 will beſtow on you, if by your means 
I may have Liberty for a Divorce 
Between me and my W ife. 
Ron. Your Juliana? h 
That for you hath endur'd fo much, ſo nobly ? 
Vir. The more my Sorrow; but it muſt be ſo. 
Ron. I will not hinder it. Without a Bribe, 
For mine own Ends, I would have further'd chis. 
I will uſe all my Power. | 
(35) Vir. Tis all I ask. © f 
Oh my curs'd Fate, that ever Man ſhould kits - 
Himſelf for being belov'd, or be compell'd 
To caſt away a Jewel Kings would buy, 
Tho? with the Loſs of Crown and Monarchy! ' ¶ Exeun. 


(35) Ron. 277 all I ak.) That Ronvere can't be the Speaker here 
is too plain; Virolet is the real Perſon, and to him I have given 
this Speech, and was confirm'd in it by the Folio of 1647, and 
that © 1679. ; 


Enter 


\ 
1 
d 
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Enter Seſſe, Maſter, Brau- an Gamer, 


Seſſe. How do I look? ? ; Þ bak 

Maſt. Yow are ſo ſtrangely alter d, * Na 
We ſcarce can know 5 ſo young again, me utterly _ 
From that you were, Figure, or an) Favour z is P'S 
Your Friends cannot diſcern you. WERE A 8 WR ee 

Seſſe. I have none, 

None but my fair Revenge, and let that know wer 
You're finely alter'd too. HER 
Boatſ. To pleaſe your H umount 
But we may pals without Diſguiſe, our N 
Was never in their Element. 
Gun. This Jew ſure, fl. Y x; 
That alter*d you, is a mad Knave. 4s 1 bag? 

Seſſe. Oh! a moſt excellent Fellow... Snow off, 

Gun. How he has mew'd your Head, has rubb'd the 

And run your Beard into a Peak of Twenty. Wha! 
Boalſ. Stopt all the Crannies in your Face. 

Maſt. Moſt rarely. Thoarkling, 

Boatſ. And now you look as plump, your yes, 28 
As if you were to leap into a Lady's 8 Saddle. PN 
Has he not ſet your Noſe awry ?. | 

Seſſe. The better. 

Boatſ. I think*t be th? better, but tis awry ſure; 
North and by Eaſt, ay, there's the Point it Hang! ins 
Now half a Point - the Sou dard. 7 

Seſſe. I could laugh, 

But that my Buſineſs requires no ih nov. 
Thou art a merry Fellow. 2 

Boat ſ. 1 — the Few, Sir, bi- 
Could ſteer my Head right; for I've ach a Swimming 
Ever ſince I went to Sea firſt, 

Maſt. Take Wine and purge it. if, 

Boatſ. Pye had a thouſand Pi TO of f Suck, a \thoulnd, 
A thouſand Pottle-Pills, 5 

Gun, Take more. 

Boatſ. Good Doctor, 

Your Patient is eaſi/ perſwaded. 


Maſt, The next fair open Weather. 


Methinks * 
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_ Methinks this Few, 
If he were truly known to founder'd Courriers, 
And decay d Ladies, that have loſt their Fleeces 
On cv'ry Buſh, 1 7 pick a pretty Living. him: 
Baoaiſ. The beſt of all (36) our Gallants now be glad of 
For if you mark their Marches, they are tender, 
Soft, ſoft, and tender; then but obſerve their Bodies, 
And you' ſhall find them cemented by a ee | , 
Or ſome Phyſician, for a Year or two, | 
And then to th' Tub again, for a new Pickle. 999 1 
This Few might live a Gentile here. | 


Enter two Citizens at woo 1e Doors, 22 afar 7 


2 Who're theſe? 
Stand cloſe and mark. 
Boatſ. Theſe are no Men, th' are Motions. 
Seſſe. What fad and ruthful Faces 
Boat 12 How they duck ! 
This ſenſeleſs, filent Courteſie, methinks, 
Shews like two Turks ſaluting one another, 
On two French Porters Backs, 10 
Seſſe. They are my Country- men, ; 
And this, ſome forc'd Infliction from the Fes: 
What are you, why is this? Why move thus ſilent, 
As if you were wandring Shadows? Why fo fad ? 
Your Tongues ſeal'd up: Are ye of ſeveral A8 e 
You underſtand not one another? i 
Sun. That's an Enghſhman. 3 E 
He looks as though Pad loſt his Dp” | 
Sefſe. Your Habits | 
Shew ye all Neapolitans ; and your Faces 
Deliver you oppreſſed Things: Speak boldly. 
Do you groan and labour under this ſtiff Yoak ? : W- © 
Maſt. They ſhake their Heads and yep 5 
Seſſe. Oh Miſery ! C 
Give plenteous Sorrows and no Tongue to ſhew em! 
This is a ſtudy'd Cruelty, | W Wb 


r 


8 


(36) $o the Folio of 1647. The Editions of 1679 and 1711, + Y 
our Gallants ſhou'd be glad = him. G 
| 1 Cit, 


1 Cit. Begone, Sir, a 3 


| It ſeems. you are a en hae and fave your ſelf... 


2 Cit. You wonder here at us; as much we wonder 
To hear you ſpeak {o openl and boldly, 


® + - : 


If he be forc'd to "ſt the making of it £6 
Within, Clear all t e Streets W the Kg 
1 et. off, Sits - --.1: + 

And ſhifr,- as we ba, do. #9 © [Exeunt Citizens. 
Seſſe. J will ſee his Glory. 
Maſe. Stand fait now, or like Men. be Colours. 


Enter Caſtruccio, like the King, in the midſt of a 
Guard; and Villio. | 


CaPt. Begin the Game, Sir, | 
And pluck i me down the Row of Houſes there, 


They hide the View o'th' Hill; and fink thoſe Merchants, | 


Their Ships are foul, and ſtink... 
. Maſt. This is a ſweet Youth. | 
Caſt. All that are taken in Aſſemblies, | 
Their Houſes and their Wives, their Wealths are forfeit, 
Their Lives at your Devotion. Villains, Kaaves, _- 
I'll make you bow and ſhake, I'll make you knee), ME 
How brave 'tis to be a King? | 
Gun, Here's fine Tumblize.. | | 
Cat. No Man ſhall fit ch* Temple near another. 7 
Boatſ. Nor lye with his own Wite. 1 aint Bt) 
Caſt. All upon Pain 
Of preſent Death, forget to write, rn 207; . 
Bas. 1 hats excellent, tt „ 
Carriers and Footpoſts will be arrant Rebels. e Wo 
Caſt. No Character, or Stamp, that may deliver 
This Man's Intention, to that Man i'th' Country. 


Cu. Nay, and you cut off, After my K Commen- 


Your Friend and Oliver. No more. ¶dations, 
Caſt. No Man ſmile, 
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And wear a Face of Mirth : That Fellow's cunning, 


And hides a double Heart; he's your Bris," ſmoke him. 


| Enter Virolet, Roavere, Aſcanio, ond Martia, 
Der. ; 


ef What baſe Abuſe is this ? Ha ; Hh tis Face ſure, 
My Priſoners with her too? By PEEP 3 4 wild Whore, 
Now is my time. 

Maſt. Do what you will. | 

Seſſe. Stay, hold yet, 


My Country ſhall be ferv'd firſt, let her go; 


We'll have an Hour.for her, to make her tremble. 


Now ſhew our ſelves, and bleſs you with your Valours, 


Guard, Here's a whole plump of Rogues. 
IVirolet, Se. £0 off again. 
Seſſe. Now for your Country, 


Cat. Away with 'em and hang em; 1 no Mercy, 
I fay no Mercy. Se 


Seſſe. Be it ſo, upon em. 


== Guard. Treaſon, Treaſon, Treaſon. 


Beoatſ. Cut the Slaves to Giggets. 
Gun. Down with the Bullbeets. © 
See. Hold, hold, I command you, — look here. 


Caſt. A miſerable thing; Lam no King, Sir. 


Se/e. Sirrah, your Fool's Face has preſerv'd your Life. 
Wear no more King's Coats, you have leap'd a ſcouring 

Boaif. Ist not the King? 

Szſſe. No, *tis a prating Raſcal, 


The Puppy makes him Mirth. 97 Yes, Sir, Tut 


A Puppy. Boatſ. 1 beſeech you let me TY ary 
I'll do't in my Belt ſtraight: 

Caſt. As you're honourable, —— 
It is enough, you may hang me. Gun. mn hate 
A Squib at his Tail that ſhall blow both his 
Buttocks, like a Petard. Ci. Do any OF 
But do not kill me, Gentlemen. 19 K 


037) n Nbore,] ] have a fmall Suſpicion here that vide 
the true | reading, but 1 have not ventur'd to diſturb the Text. 
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Enter Citizens. 1 as 
Boatf. Let's flea him, \ {ti ives- 


And have him Fly-blown, Cit. Away, and Go. your : 


The King himſelf is coming on; if you ſtay, .. 
You're loſt for ever; let not ſo much Nopleneſ 
Wilfully periſh. - 

Seſſe. How near? 8 

2 Gt. He's here behind you... Þ 15:3 whoa | 

Seſſe. We thank you. Vaniſh, I.': xeunt. 


Enter Ferrand, and Ronvere. PFlouriſh Cornets. 
Fer. Double the Guards, and take in Men that dare, 


| Theſe Slaves are frighted; where are the proud Rebels? 


To what Protection fled? What Villain leads em! p 


Under our Noſe diſturb'd our Reſt ? 


Ron. We ſhall hear, 
For ſuch. a Search I've ſent, to hunt the Traitors. 
Fer. Yet better Men I fay, we ſtand too open. 
How now, Cafruccio? How d'you like our Glory? 
Caſt. I muſt confeſs, twas ſomewhat more than my 


This open Glory agrees not with my Body; ¶ Match, Sir; 


But if it were, i' th. Caſtle, or ſome Strength, 
Where I might have my ſwing, 
Vil. Y ou have been ſwing d, Brother; 


| How theſe Delights have tickled you? You itch yet! "Mp 


Will you walk out again in Pomp? 
Caſt. Good Fool. 
Vil. Theſe Rogues muſt be rebuk d, they are too ſaney, 
Theſe peremptory Knaves, Will you _ out, Sir, 
And take the Remnant of your Coronation ? | 
The People ſtay to ſee it. 
Fer. Do not vex him. 


Has Grief enough in's Bones; you ſhall to the Citade, 
And like my ſelf command, there uſe N Pleaſure 4 


But take heed to your Perſon. 
Vil. The more Danger, 


Still the more Honour, Brother. 


: Caſt, If I reign not then, 


And like a King, and thou aſk know it, Fool, 


—_ — ——— atoms — 
- —_ * — > 


. From which yours is deriv'd, confirm'd; 
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And thou ſhalt feel it, Fool,——— 
Vil. Fools ſtill are Freemen, 
PII ſue for a Protection, 'till thy Reign's out. 
Fer. The People have abus'd the Liberty 
| ' late allow'd, I now proclaim it ſtraiter, 
No Men ſhall walk together, nor ſalute; 

For they that do ſhall die. vid 
Ron. (38) You hit the right, Sir 
That Liberty cut off, you're free from Praftice. 

Fer. Renew my Guards. | 

Ron. I "ſhall, 

Fer. And keep ſtrict Watches; 
One Hour of Joy I ask. | 


Ron. You ſhall have many. [ Exeunt. Fluril Cornets, 


Enter Pandulpho, and Juliana, led by two of the Guards, 
as not yet fully recovered. 


2 Guard. You're now at Liberty, in | your own Houſe, 
And here our Charge takes end. / [Lady, 

Pan. *Tis now a Cuſtom, 

We muſt e*en woe thoſe Men deſerve worſt of us, 
And fo we thank your Labours ; there's to drink, 
For that and Miſchief are your Occupations, 

And to mean well to no Man, your chief'ſt Harveſts. 

2 Guard, You give liberally; we hope, Sir, er't be long, 
To be oftner acquainted with your Bounty, | 
And fo we leave you. 

Pan. Do, for I doat not on ye. - 

Jul. Butwhere's my Husband? What ſhould I do here, 
Or what Share have in this Joy, call'd Liberty, 
Without his Company ? Why did you flatter me, 
And tell me he was return*d, his Service honour'd ? 

1 Guard. He is ſo, and ſtands high in the King's Favour, 
His Friends redeemed, and his own Libert 
ba Service, 
To his own Wiſh, rewarded So farewel, Lady. | 
[Exe. Guard. 


£ 


(38) Lu bit the rig%t, be The * uſual Expreſſion is 
18 bat 1 have 'beuu unwilling to make any Abrracien: | 


6 3 Pan. 


3 


Pan. Go perſecute the Good, and hunt, ye Hell-hounds; 
Ye Leeches of the Lime, fuck till ye burſt, Slave: 
How does my Girl ? r 

Jul. Weak yet, but full of Comfort. 

Pan. Sit down, and take ſome Reſt. 

Jul. My Heart's whole, Father; . 
That joys and leaps, to hear my Yirolet, 
My Dear, my Life, has conquer'd his Aﬀfidtions 

Pan. Thoſe rude Hands, and that bloody Will that did 
That durſt upon thy tender Body print _ [this 
Theſe Characters of Cruelty ; hear me Heav'n. 

Jul. O Sir, be ſparing. —_ 2 

And tho? the Air had Ears, and ſerv'd the Tyrant, 

Out it ſhould go: O hear me thou great Juſtice; © 

The Miſeries that wait upon their Miſchiefs, 

Let them be numberleſs, and no Eye pity 

Them, when their Souls are loaden, and in labour, 

And wounded through, and through, with guilt and 
horrour, 5 1 

As mine 1s now with Grief; let Men laugh at em ſ'em, 


Pan. VII ſpeak't, tho” I burſt; 


Then, when their monſtrous Sins, like Earth-quakes, ſhake 


And thoſe Eyes, that forgot Heay*n, would look upward, 

(The bloody Alarms of the Conſcience beating,) 

Let Mercy fly, and Day ſtruck into Darknets, 

Leave their blind Souls, to hunt out their own Horrours. 
Jul. Enough, enough, we muſt forget dear Father; 

(39) For then we're glorious Forms of Heay'n ; and 1 


(39) For then we're glorious Forms of Heaw'n ; and live,] If we 
are glorious Forms of 7 ary then we live ſuch to be ſure; tho? by 
live here join'd to are one wou'd imagine the Poets deſign'd to afiix 
different Senſes to theſe two Verſes, and be under{tuod thus, — we 
muſt forget, for then we not only are, but continue or remain to 
be glorious Forms of Heav'n when, &c, Yet I ſuſpect (and Mr. Se- 
ward too) that the Line might be wrote originally thus, 
For then "we glorious Forms of Heaw'n live, 

live here anſwering to the Latin Vivo, whicn oftentimes is no 
more than Sum: Thus Plautus, in the Prologue to Jmprytris, 
Line 75, and elſewhere has, 

Virtute dixit nos rectiùs vivere, 

Non ambitione neque perfidia. ; | 

| K 3 | So 


150 The Double Marriage,” 
When we can ſuffer, and as ſoon forgive. 


But where's my Lord? Methinks Pve ſeen this Hou, 


And have been in't before. 
Pan. Thine own Houſe, Jewel. | 
Jul. Mine, without him? Or Ne endet my ; brnpai pany 
I think it cannot be, it was not wont, Father. 55 | 
Pan. Some bulineſs with the King, 0 ie 


Retains him ſure, 
Euter Lacio. 1 N 


Jul, It muſt be good and noble, 
For all Men, that he treats with, taſte of Views ; 
His Words and Actions are his own, and Honour's, 
(40) Not brought, nor compell*d from him. 

Pan. Here's the Boy. | 
He can confirm us more; how ſad the Child looks? 
Come hither, Lucio, how. and where” $ thy Mafter ? 
Jul. Speak, gentle Boy. 

Pan, Is he 10 in Haley? 
Ful. If not, and that thou knoweſt is miſerable, 
Our hopes and happineſs! declin'd for ever 1 


So too Horace in his Sermones, Lib. 2. F. 28. 
Vivet uter t fone natir, improbus ultra 
* — —— Ilius eſto 
Deen ſr. — — 

Ard that vur Authors alone may not be charged with the Crim: 
of innovating in their own Language; the great Spenſer, their Cox, 
tem + wtf has us'd dwell in the Senſe of 74 be, more than, once 
So Fairy Queen, B. 1. C. 2. 26, 

I this ſad Plight, friendle fr, unfortunate, 
Now miſerable I Fideſſa duell, 
N Crawing of you, in pity of my State, 
„ To do none ill, i #4 pleaſe you not do well. | 
- He in great Paſſion all the while did dwell, oc. 
So again, B. 3. C. 10. 49. 
So cloſely as be cou d (Malbecco) 7 them he crept, 
| When weary of their Sport to Sleep they fell; 
And to his Wife, that now full ſoundly flept, 
He whiſper'd in her Ear, and did her tell, 
. That: it was he which by her Side did dwell, 
Aud therefore pray d her wake to hear him „ 
(40 1 the oldeſt Folio. The other Copies, ho 
Nat gn © or 0 from him, 


Study 
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Study a Sorrow excellent as thy _—_—_ R 

Then if thou canſt live, leave us. | 
Luc. Noble Madam, 

Lord is fafe return'd, ſafe to his Friends, and Fo ortune, 
e 


to his Country, entertain d with Honour, 
Is here within the Houſe. + 


Jul. Do not mock me. 
Luc. But ſuch a Melancholy hangs on's Mind, 
And in his Eyes inhabit ſuch ſad n 12 
But what the cauſe is | 
Pan. Go tell him we are here, Boy, 
There muſt be no cauſe now. 
Jul. Haſt thou forgot me? 
Luc. No, nobleſt Lady. 
Jul. Tell him I am here, 
Tell him his Wife is here, ſound my Name to lin, 
And thou ſhalt ſee him ſtart; ſpeak Julians, 
And like the Sun that labours — a Tempeſt, = 
How ſuddenly he will diſperſe his ſadneſs? 
Pan. Go I command thee inſtantiy. 
And charge him on his Duty. 
Jul. On his Love, Boy: 
I'd fain go to him. 
Pan. Away, away, you" re e fooliſh, | | 
Jul. Bear all my Service, ſweet Boy —— | 
Pan. Art thou here til}? {thee. 
Jul. And tell him what thou wilt that ſhall become 
Pan. I'th' Houſe, and know we're here. een 
Jul. No, no, he did not; 
I warrant you he did not: Could you think I 
His Love had leſs than Wings, (had he but ſeen me,) 
His ſtrong Affection any thing but Fire 
Conſuming all weak lets and rubs before it, 
Till he had met my Flame, and made one Body? 
If ever Heav'n's high Bleſſings met in one Man, 
And there erected to their holy Uſes 
A ſacred Mind fit for their Services, 
Built all of poliſht Honour, "ewas i in this Man: 
Miſdoubt him nor. 
Fan. I know he's truly Noble 1 


E But 


{ 
} 
1 
: * 
— 
* 
x 
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But why this ſadneſs, when he ——_— ogra 


Requires a Jubile of Joy? 
=. I know not. 


Euter Violet 6 and TER 


Pan. Pray Heav'n you find it not. 

Jul. I hope I ſhall not: | 
O here he Wks, and with him all my Happlicſs, 
He ſtays and thinks, we may be too unmannerly; 


Pray give him leave. 1 1569 fend. 9 


Pan. I do not like this ſadneſs. 

Vir. O hard Conditiion of my Miſery ! 5 4 
Unheard of Plagues | When to behold that Woman, 
That chaſte and virtuous Woman, that preſerv*d me, 
That pious Wife, wedded to my Afflictons, 
Muſt be more terrible than all my Dangers. 
O Fortune, thou haſt robb'd me of my making, 
The noble Building of a Man demoliſh'd, 
And flung me headlong, on a Sin ſo baſe 
Man and Mankind contemn, een Beaſts abhor it; 
A Sin more dull than Drink, a Shame beyond it; 
So foul, and far from Faith, I dare not name it, 
But it will cry. it ſelf out loud, Ingratitude. 
Your Bleſſing, Sir. 

Pan. Vou have it in abundance; 
So is our Joy, to ſee you ſafe. 

Vir. My Dear one. 

Jul. H' as not forgot me yet: O take me to you, Sir. 

Vir. Muſt this be added to encreaſe my Miſery, 
That ſhe muſt weep for Joy, and loſe that Goodneſs ? 
My Juliana, &en the beſt of Women, 
of Wives the perfeCteſt z let me ſpeak this, 

And with a Modeſty declare thy Virtues, 

Chaſter than Chryſtal, on the Sqibian Clifts, 

The more the proud Winds court, the more the purer. 
Sweeter in thy Obedience than a Sacrifice; 

And in thy Mind a Saint, that even yet living, 
Produceſt Miracles; and Women daily, 

With crooked and lame Souls creep to thy Goodnehs, | 
We hich OS toucht at, they become Examples. 
The 


„ ®V = Fx Wwe” WY. —_— 


— Amt —— 2, ry CH ba 


is 


| Your Father charges you; ſhe a—_ en. muleraple@ 


The Fortitude of al their Sex =y is fable, 
Compar'd to thine ; and they that filbd up Glory, 

And Admiration, in the Age behind us 
Out of their celebrated Urns are ſtartd. 
To ſtare upon the Greatneſs of thy Spirit; ng 
Wondring what new Martyr Heav'n has begot, 

To fill the Times with Truth, and eaſe their Scores: 
Being all theſe, and excellent in Beauty, *A 
(For noble things dwell in the nobleſt Buildings). 


Thou haſt undone thy Husband, made him cee 


A miſerable Man, my Juliana, 
Thou'ſt made thy Virolet. 96 oof 1 
Jul. Now'Goodncl keep rhe 3 132912 5 1 | 
Oh ! my dear Lord. 1 1 15811805 
Pan. She wrong you ? what's the — 2 
Weep not, but ſpeak, I charge you on Obedience; 
That you your ſelf confeſs. 
Vir. I do, that kills me: 
And far leſs I have ſpoke her than her Merit. 9 
Jul. It is ſome ſin of Weakneſs, or of Lynorantes P77 
For ſure my Will — | 
Vir. No, tis a fin of Excelleatss W | 
Forgive me Heav'n, that I pr ne thy Bleſſings; - 
Sit Fill P11 ſhew you all. Py a | 1 Vir. 
Pan. What means this Madneſs? 
For ſure there is no taſte of right Man in it; 
Grieves he our Liberty, our Preſervation? 
Or has the greatneſs of the deed he has done, 
Made him forget, for whom, and how he did it, 
And looking down upon us, ſcorn the benefit? 
Well Virolet, if thou beeſt proud, or treacherous 
Jul. He cannot, Sir, he cannot; he will ſhew us, 
And with that reaſon ground his Words —.— | 


I 


141) — is fable] Tho- a ſlight Corruption has quite chang'd 
Word, yet as it has left ſome Senſe remaining, it has eſcap'd the 
Oblerrathis of former Editors; but feeb/e being in proper Antithe- 
lis to Fortitude, is undoubtecly the true Reading, Mr. Seward. 


Enter 
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Enter Virolet, Martia, and Ware g 10 


Pan. He comes. 
What Maſque is this? what admirable Beauty? 
Pray Heav'n his Heart be true. , 
Ful. A goodly Woman, 5 7 ( 
Vir. Tell me, my Dear, — 1 ine bake Aattery, / ] 
As you arc nobly honeſt, ſpeak the 1 e / 
What think you of this Lady ? 00 307) | 
Jul. She's moſt excellent. e 
Vir. (42) 1 not this Beauty, tell me ar, it's a ſweet 
Without more ſetting off, as now it is [ 
Thanking no greater Miſtreſs car n meer r Nature, 
Stagger a conſtant Heart? SDA W's 
Pan. Shes full of wonder 
But yet; yet Firolet —— | 5, we on a= 
Vir. Pray by your leave, Sir! 2 5 1 0 T 
J. She would amaze. . F nt War 
Vir. O t ia vou. BY 
Say to this Beauty, ſhe have all Additions, ul 
Wealth, noble Birth - | a \ 


Pan. O hold there. | 8 
Fr. All Virtues 205 on oN-.. 
A Mind as full of Candor as the Truth W 1 8 


Ay. and a loving Lady. 
Jul. She muſt needs | ant. 
(I'm bound in Conſcience to confeſs 4 deſerve much of 
Vir. Nay, ſay beyond all theſe, ſhe be ſo pious} ' 
That &'en on Slaves condemn'd ſhe ſhower her Benefit, 1 4 
And melt their ſtubborn Bolts — * ſoft Pity, 3 
What think you then? A T 
Pan. For ſuch a noble Office, v 
At theſe Years I ſhould dote my ſelf. Take heed, Boy EL 
A 
T 


Jul. If you be he that have receiv'd theſe Bleſſings, 


' (42) Might not this Beauty tell me, that it's a ſweet one, JThuo 

ink the Folio of 1647. The hap. of 1679, and 1711, in 

manner, * 
Migbt not this Beauty, tell me, it's a we one, 

But I have rectified the Pointing in the preſent Text, wh ch the ter 

; other Editions greatly wanted, to make the Line both clear and ea). 


And 


1 2 Cd” R | = 
* P " * * 7 


The DAB; Mibrids: 155 
And this the Lady, love her, honour her; 7 
You cannot do too much to ſhew your i 


Your greateſt Service will ſhew off, too ſlender. 


Vir. This is the Lady, Lady of chat Bounty, 
That Wealth, that noble Name, that all, I ſpoke of: 
(43) The Prince Aſcanio, and myſelf, che Slaves \ 
Redeem'd, brought home, till guarded: by her ere | 
And of our Liberties you taſte the Sweetneſs. 
Een you ſhe has preſerv'd too, lengthen'd your Lien L 

Jul. And what Reward do you org. 0a It muſt bea 

main one; 
If Love will do't, well all 15 love her, ſerve her —— 2 

Vir. It n Love. 1 ” 

Jul. Ha 

Vir. Mine, only my Love, 


My everlaſting Love. 


Pan. How? © 
Vir. Pray have Patience, © ct: 
The Recompence ſhe ask'd, and J have render'd, 
Was to become her Husband. "mou I vow'd it, 
And ſince I've made it good. 
Pan. Thou durſt not. | 
Vir. Done't, Sir. bn we, 
Jul. Be what you pleaſe, (44) this Happi nets yet 
You have been mine: Oh, my W orune! 3 
Pan. Nay, break and die. 
Jul. It cannot yet: I muſt live, 
Till I fee this Man bleſt in his new Ie, 
And then —— £7 
Pan. What haſt tl thn done, thou baſe one, tell me 2 
Thou barren thing of Honeſty, and Honour, 
What haſt thou wrought? Is not this ſhe, look on 1 
Look on her with the Eyes of Gratitude, 
And wipe thy falſe Tears off: Is not this ſne, 
That ens times on the Rack, to guard thy Safety, 


(43) The Prince of Aſcanio.] I ha omitted of upon the Au- 
thcrity of the Edition of 167. * 


(44) his Happine/+, &. ] The omiſſion of a fin gle Let- 


ter hu made Nonſenſe of this, in all the former Editions | 
Mr. Seward. 


When 
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When thou ſtood? ſt loſt, and naked to the Tyrant; 
Thy aged Father here, that, ſhames to know — 
Inge th“ Jaws of Danger; was not this ther; 
That then gave up her Body to the Torture? 
That tender Body, that the Wind ſings througgj; 
And three times, when her Sine ws, crack'd and torrar'd, 
The Beauties of her Body turn'd to Ruins 
Even then, within her patient Heart ſhe lock'd theds. 
Then hid thee from the mh then enge thay 
And canſt thou be that Slave? 
Mart. This was but Duty, 

'She did it for her -Husband, and ſhe ought it; 

She'as had the Pleaſure of him, many an Hour, 
And if one Minute's Pain cannot be ſuffered ——: . 
Mine was above all theſe, a nobler Venture, = 
I ſpeak it boldly, for I loſt a Father, 
(45) She has one ſtill, I left my Friends, ſhe⸗ as many; 
Expos'd my Life and Honour to a Cruelty, © - 
That if it had ſeiz d on me, — racks and tortures, 
Alas, they are Triumphs to't; and had it hit. 
For this Man's Love, it ſhould have ſhew'd a Triumph, 
Twice loſt, I freed him; Ro//ana loſt before him, 
His Fortunes with him, and his Friends behind him: 
Twice was I rack'd my ſelf for his Deliverance, + 

In Honour firſt and Name, which was a Torture 
The Hangman never heard of ; next at Sea, 

In our Eſcape, where the proud Waves took Pleaſure 
To toſs my little Boat up like a Bubble, 

Then like a Meteor in tne Air he hung, 

Then catch'd and flung him in the depth of Darkneſs; 
The Cannon from my incens'd Father's Ship, 
| Ringing our Knell, (and ſtil} as we peep'd upward, 
Beating the raging 'Surge,) with Fire and Bullet, 
And I ſtood fix'd for this Man's fake, and ſcorn'd it; 
Compare but this. 

Vir. Tis too true; O my Fortune 
That I muſt equally be bound to either. 


(45) He has one fill — e has many ; ] Martia 1s pleading 
tha: her Merits are ſuperior to thoſe of Juliana, it was therefore 
a grofs N iſtate to let He ſtand in this Line. Mr. ny 

Hs, 
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Jul. You have the better, and the nobler. Lady, 
And now I'm forc'd, a lover of her Goodneſs ; 
And ſo far have you wrought for his deliverance, 
That is my Lord, fo lovingly and nobly, 

That now methinks I ſtagger in my Title. 5 

But how with honeſty ? (for (46) Tm poor, Lady, 1 

In all my duteous ſervice but your ſnadow, 1 

Yet would be juſt;) how with fair Fame and Cop, 

May I go off? I would not be a Strumpet: | 

O my dear Sir, you know —— / 
Vir. O Truth, thou knoweſt too. | 
Jul. Nor have the World ſuſpect, I fell to miſchief, 
Law. Take you no care for that, here's that has done 1 it, 

A fair Divorce, tis honeit too. | x 
Paz. The Der, - 

Honeſt ? to put her off? = 
| Law, Moſt honeſt, Sir, 

And in this point moſt ſtrong, 
Pan. The cauſe, the.cauſe, Sir? 
Law, A juſt cauſe too 
Pan. As any is in Hell, Lawyer. 

Law. For Barrenneſs, ſhe never brought him Children. 

Pan. Why art thou notdivorc'd ? thou canſt not get em, 
Thy Neighbours, thy rank Neighbours, O baſe Jogling, | 
Is ſhe not young? 

Jul. Women at more Years, Sir, 

Have met that Bleſſing ; tis in Heav'n's gh Power. | ; 
Law. You never can have any. | 4 
Pan, Why, quick Lawyer? 

Why Philoſophic Lawyer. 

Law. Th' Rack has ſpoil'd her. 

The diſtention of thoſe parts hath pe a all F wre 
Pan. O I could curſe. 

Jul. And am I grown fo. miſerable, 

That 67 mine own OP coult make me wretched 2 

No 


(46) —— Pm poor, Leh] 80 the Copy Write! The reſt; 
4 am a poor La 
(47) — nine own Pity] By this reading the Verſe has lol 
one of its Syllables ; and as the rc undneſs of Expreſion too was by 
this 


24 
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No Cauſe againſt me, but my Love and Duty? 
Fare wel, — | a4 9 thus I leave you, 
My lo Arewel. not d e I griev Sir; 
And if chat be offenſive, I — 11 5 7 4 N 
And then you're fairly free. Good Lady, love him. 
Lou have a noble and an honeſt :Gentlemanz 
I ever found him fo, the World has ſpoke him, 
And let it be your part ſtill to deſerve him, 
Love him no leſs than I have done, and ſerve him, 
And Heav'n ſhall bleſs you: You ſhall bleſs my Aſhes; 
I give you up the Houſe, the Name of Wife, 
Honour, and all Reſpect I borrow'd from him, 
And to my Grave I turn : One Farewel more, 
Nothing divide your Loves, not want of Children, 
Which I ſhall pray againſt, and make you fruitful : 
Grow like two equal Flames, riſe high and glorious, | 
And in your honour'd Age burn out together. 
To all I know, Fare wel. 

Ron. Ben't fo griev'd, Lady, 
A nobler Fortune —— 

Ful. Away, thou Paraſite. | 
- Diſturb not my ſad Thoughts; I hate thy Greatneſs, 
Ron. I hate not you; Pm glad ſhe's oft the Hinges, 
Come, let's purſue, [Ex. Ronvere and Lau. 
Pan. If I had Breath to curſe thee,” + | 
Or could my great Heart utter — Farewel, Villain, 
Thy Houſe nor Face again — | Il [Exit Pand, 

Mart. (48) Let 'em all go. 9% 
And now let us rejoyce, now freely take me, 
And now embrace me, Virolet; give the Rites 
Of a brave Husband to his Love. 
Vir. Til take my Leave too. | 

Mart. How ? take your Leave too? 

Vir. Th' Houſe is furniſh'd for you; 

You're Miſtreſs, may command. 


this means a little diſconcerted, I ſuppoſed Piety was the true Word, 
and found Mr. Theobald read ſo; and Mr. Seward communicated 10 
me the ſame Correction. 1 ous | 
ds) Let en all go. ] So Folios of 1647, 1679. The other Copies, 
| —— Eo ha to. 4 
Mart. 


_ 4 
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Mart. Will you to bed, Sir? 

Vir. As ſoon to Hell, to any thing I hate moſt: 
You: muſt excuſe me, I have kept my Word. 
You are my Wife, you now enjoy 75 Fortune, 6 


Which I haye done to recom ron Joe 8 
But to yield up thoſe chaſte lights and Pleaſures, 


Which are not mine, but my firſt Vo] — 
Mart. You — 


Vir. You will not find it —— to give you choſe 


J have Divorc'd, and loſt with Juliana, 


And all fires of that Nature—— }_ | 
Mart. Are you a Husband? 3 
Vir. (4 r To jeſt on hers, and ſatisfie your Flames, 

That held an equal Beauty, equal Bounty 

Good Heav'n forgive! no, no, the ſtrict forbearance | 

Of all thoſe Joys, like a full Sacrifice, 

| offer to the Sufferings of my firſt Love. 


Honour, and Wealth, Attendance, State, all ben. ; 
Shall wait upon your Will, to make you L 
Y * 


But my afflicted Mind, (you muſt give leave 
My weary Trunk muſt wander. 
Mart. Not enjo y me ? 
Go from me too! ID 
Vir. For ever thus I leave you: © | 
And howſoe'er I fare, live you till bor (Eu vr. 


Mart. Since I am ſcorn'd, I'll hate thee, ſcorn thy ifts 
Thou miſerable Fool, thou Fool to pit foo, 


And ſuch a rude, demoliſh'd thing, Pu leave thee, 

In my Revenge; for fooliſh'Love, farewel now, 

And Anger, and the ſpite of Woman enter, 

That all the World ſhall ſay, that read this Story, 

My Hate, and not my Love, bs: my Glory. 
[Exit Martia. 


(49) To queſtion. hers, ve.) If the Reader can affix any 


| clear Idea to the old Text, he willldo more than I can. The Senſe 


requir'd ſeems to be an Exclamation at the Thought of quitting 
his former Wife's chaſte Embraces, to ſatisfy Martia's Flames, As 


her ſuppos'd Barrenneſs was the Cauſe alledg'd, my ConjeQture © | 


makes good Senſe, be, very claſe to the rate of the Letters, 
To jeſt on hers, fe your Flames. Mr. Seward. 
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ef H E that fears Death, or Tortures, let him leave 


The conſtant followers of my baniſht Fortunes; 
The Inſtruments of my Revenge, the Hands 


' Maſt. And ſuch we will be ever. 


Proud Ferrand's Head z may only he fall with me, 


S Sefe, To riſe up 
Moſt glorious Martyrs. | 
Bai. But the reaſon why = 


> — 


be Double Marriage. 


F 


„ 


eee 
Euter Seſſe, Boatſiwain, Maſter and Gunner, 


me. | | ” 
The ſtops that we have met with, crown our Conqueſt. 
Common Attempts are fit for common Men; 
The rare, the · rareſt Spirits. Can we be daunted ? 
We that have ſmil'd at Sea at certain Ruins, 
Which Men on Shore but hazarded would ſhake at: 
We that have liv'd free, in deſpite of Fortune, 
Laught at the out-ſtretch'd Arm of Tyranny, 
As (till => ſhort to 175 us, ſhall we faint now? 
No my brave M. now your Temper, 
And that you Nu er dare, F * Men * 
Calamity, that ſevers worldly Friendſhips, 
Could ne'er divide us, you are till the fame; 


By which I work, and faſhion all my Projects. 


Fun. Slight Sir, cram me Ne Ac 
Into a Cannon's Mouth, and ſhoot me at 


My Life I rate at nothing. 
Boatſ. Could I but get 8 

Within my Sword's length of him, and if then 
He ſcape me, may th' account of all his Sins 

Be added unto mine. : 

Maſt. Tis not to die, Sir, | 

But to die unreveng'd, that ſtaggers me: 

For were your ends ſerv'd, and our Country free, 
Wie would fall willing Sacrifices, | 7 


7e 


t. 


The Double 8 1614 
We wear theſe Shapes? : 8 1071 N 51 
Seſſe. Only to get acceſs  - J e ae 
Like honeſt Men, we never ſhall a hes kieh, 7 
Such are his fears, but thus attir'd fi 1 IN. 
And faſhioning our Language to our Habits,” 
(Bold, bloody, deſp'rate,) we may be admitted 
Among his Guard. But if this fail, PI} try 2 mo: \ 
A thouſand others, out-do Proteus 67,1 VOL 85 _ 
In various Shapes, but 1 will reach r Heart, 2 2 
And ſeal my Anger ont. | r N 


Enter Ronvere and the Guard. 3 #1 


Maſt. The Lord Ronvere. | 
Boatſ. Shall we begin with him * * 
Seſſe. He is not ripe yet, F 
Nor fit to fall: As you ſee me begin, 0 
With all care imitate. NE OS 1 
N © TOA oh He cons 
 Boatſ. Would we were at it once. 1 Ht 
Ron. Keep a ſtrict Watch, . 
And let the Guards be doubled, this laſt N icht 
The King had fearful Dreams. | . 
Sefſe. Tis a good Omen © PE OR "2 
To our Attempts. | wt 
Ron. What Men are theſe ? what ſel 00 15 
Seſſe. Imployment. 
. Ron, Of what nature? api | 
Seſſe. We are Soldier; | OT. 
We have ſeen Towns and Church ſet on ne 8 
The Kennels running Blood, coy Virgins raviſh'd; 
The Altars ranfack*d, and the Holy Relicks 
Yea, and the Saints themſelves, we lawful Spoils 
To th* Conquerors; but theſe good days are paſt, | 
And we made Beggars, by this idle Peace, 
For want of Action. I am, Sir, no Stranger 
+ To th? Government of this State, I know the King 
Needs Men, that only do what he Commands, 
And ſearch no farther :/ it is the Profeſſion 
Of all our Nation, to ſerve faithfully, © Deco 
Where they're beſt payed ; and'if you'll entertain us, 
i L. 1 


4 


* 
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Which we'll not put in act. 


Ron. A goodly Perſonage l. 


Maſt. And if you have an Enemy, or 6. 
That you would — diſpate . 


Go They're here can fit you. 


Boatſ. Or if there be an lieb. e l. Man— 


Seſſe. You ſhall tye 


The Danble Marr riage. 
I do not know the thing you can end 


* 


hid —... 


7 @ 


jy V N 


Our Conſciences in your Purſe bine. 


Ron. Gentlemen, 


I like your freedom ; I am now 1 


But wait for my return. 


They may be uſeful. 

Seſe. We'll attend you, Sir. 
Ron. Do, and be 1 of Entertainment; 
T:hope you will deſerve. It... 


Seſſe. O, no doubt, Sir: 


I ike the 5. 


[ Exe. Ron. and Guard, 
Thus far we're proſperous 5 his Guard; 


Wehn 


1 
& ” 
, * LY 


ö ' 


"Till Tyranny and Pride find full Reward. en, 


Enter Pandulpho and Juliana. | 


7 


Pan. My Bleſſi ng? no, a Karen it earls, 
Purſue and overtake nim. 


Ful, Gentle Sir. 


Rather. than live in him, 


Pan. My Name, . and Family, end i in my fell, 


A Father's curſes hit far off, and kill NY hs 0 
And like a murthering pi 


Jul. Dear Sir, forbear; 


But all that ſtand within the dangerous level. 
Some Bullet may return upon y 


Though againſt Nature, if you 


In this unnatural courſe. 


Of that ſame ſtuff as other Women a ate: f, : * . ' 


, „ 
C4 * 


Pan. Thou art not made 


r lh doc 


gw # 
. 


Thy Iajuries would teach Patience to 
Yet "il thou art a Dove. Jul. I know not Malice,.. 


But like an Innocent, ſuffer. 
I'll have a Woman Chronic led, and for Goodneſs, 


Whien is the greatelt wonder. Let me fee; , 


i 


4 


ILY 


aims not at one, 


Pan. More i ao Pro (oh A 


* 
we *- 


1 have no Son £ "inhevir after ne as L its 2iT'* 
Him I diſclaim. 2607 yori g⁰⁰jỹ) 


What then? I'll make thy: Virtues my fole Heir ; 


Thy Story I'll have written, and in Gold too; 

In Proſe and Verſe, and by the (50) ableſt-Doers : 

A word or two of a kind Step - fatber nl 
I'll have put in, good Kings and Queens Shall bey i ic. 1 
And if the Attions of ill great Women 
And of the modern times too, are remiembred;-! att of 
That have undone their Husbands and their F ie 
What will our Story do? It ſhall jag mw; 4 .v 


And I will ſtraight about it" We Pan, 
Ful. Such as love 

Goodneſs for Glory, hayeic for nenn, 2 20 Mt MIT 

I love mine for it ſelf: let Innocence © 15 22 lnln V7) 


Be written on my Tomb, though deer © bumble, 10 


_ Our 
(50) ableft Doers :] The Doer berge is a 
literal Tranſlation 2 the Greek 7277 is mr 5 not 
ſimply a Maker or Der, but a Ma my V Verſes : The Cuſtom 
obo Engliſh Words in a Greek and a 44 Senſe, was highly in 
vogue in our Authors Time; N has not only taken ihe Li- 
berty to do ſo with the one, 1 other too: So ARORA Ca- 
lender, June, 85 lin ſays to Hobbi CY 

The God of Bhebbards Tirynis Nn (99 23. wo 

Who taught 2 homely as I can, eo tl 6 TIEQ 10 
And for the uſe of Engliſh Way i in a Latin Senie, 'ake this In- 


ſtance oa ſame Ecl Colin ſays to I boſe. 
Thy lovely Lays here ; maye thou rel, 1 
Taken from Virg. Alexis, line * * n 
nie Inca, % gn en $03 ©7 adde 


Montibus & Alvis fludio jactabat inan. 
But this practice was not confin'd 7 our Author's Days; ; ls 
has made a fine uſe (tho ſomewhat ſparingly) iff, it in his Paradiſe 
Loft : That the Latius took the ſame Privilege before us of uſing 


their Words in a Greek Senſe 'take two Inſtances, out of the many 


that might be brought to prove my Affertion.. lara i in her 
Lene to ene, Line 75, ſays thus, e 
F procuſ d à nobis Juvenes, ut feemina compli : PEE; 
Fine coli modico forma wvirilty amal. 

Wen 7- 766. ſpeaking of the ay: anf hab 
Namgque ferunt forms Hippolytum, pofiguath artt NOweroe 
Occiderit, patriaſſue explerit ſanguine peenas, , | 
Turbatis diſtractus equis, ad fidera rurſus *" © 


£:heria & ſuptras cali ven ii ſub auras, Se, { 


ba L 2 *Tis 


= Os 7 —- —_ _ 
= * 
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*Tis all I am ambitious af. Bu!!! 

e N 11 | Ib | ani 
- gp Die- Lees. Uh 


Luc. *Foren me you are not modeſt, 
Nor is this Court-like. -Would you take it well, 
If ſhe ſhould: rudely preſs into your Cloſet, 
When from your ſeveral Boxes you chuſe _ 
To make a this days Face with? 

What's the matter? 

Tus. Pray know her Pleaſure firſt,” 

Ful. To whom ſpeak you, Boy * 
Ic. Your Ladyſnip's Pardon. That roud Lady. Thief 
That ſtole away my Lord from your Embraces, 
(Wrinkles at two and twenty on has Cheeks for', 
Or Merc ry unallayed, make Bliſters on nit) 
Would force a Viſit. 

Jul. And dare you deny her, 
Or any elſe that I call mine? No more. 
Attend her with all Reverence and Reſpect; 
The want in you of Manners, my Lord may 
Conſtrue in me for Malice. I will teach you 
How t' eſteem and love the Beauty he doats on: 
Prepare a Banquet ——— 


Enter Martia, 


Madam, this my Duty 
Stoops to the favour ,you vouchſafe your Sen, 
In honouring her Houſe. 
Mari. Is this in ſcorn? 
Jul. No, by the Life of Vrolet: Give me LILY 
Io ſwear by him, as by a Saint I worſhip, 
But am to know no farther, my Heart ſpeaks that: 
My Servants have been rude, and this Boy, doating 
Upon my Sorrows,. hath forgot his Duty; 
In which, that you may think I have no ſhare, - 
Sirrah, upon your Knees, deſire her Pardon 

Luc, 1 dare not OR you. | 


Mart. Prithee riſe | | 
g's Anger never looks ſo.low: 1 thark you, 1 
4 And 


| The: Dolble wo 


And will deſerve it's if we may be private 
I came to ſee and ſpeak with Nan N 54 . 
Jul. Be gone. | GH vo oo 
Good Madam fit. 41 | 
Mart. | rob you of your place file 22 uf 
Jul. You have deſerv*'d a better, in my Bed * . - 
Make uſe of this too : Now your Fleafure, Lady. "21 
If in your Breaſt there be a worthy Pity, 
That brings you for my Comfort,” + do nobly z/ 7 
Bur if you come to triumph in your —_— | | 
Or tread on my Calamities, till wrong © 
our other Excellencies. Let it ſuffce. 


hat you alone enjoy the beſt of Men, | ye! fie 10 
And that I am forſaken, | : a ail | 
Mart. He the beſt? | "3:3 WF 1. 220 ' 


The ſcum and ſhame of Mankizg!' 7 Virol, 70 
Lady? Mart. Bleſt in him? 1 wouſ Fig Yourh had 
Choſen conſuming Fevers, Bed. rid A Fe 
For my Companions, rather than a 't ing, mY 
To lay [whole Baſeneſs open, e ven zany R 
The Tongue that ſpeaks it. | VE 902, 

Jul. Certainly from youu 2 = 4 
At no part he deſerves this; an I tell Ol EE 
Durſt I pretend but the leaſt title to — r c 0 
1 ſhould not hear this. N oe 

Mart. He's an inpudent Vilain, tub ü. det K 
Or a malicious Wretch; to you'ungrateful ; ni ETOP & 
To me beyond Expreſſion barbarous. ta 5 
] more than hate him; from you he deſerves” © 
A Death moſt horrid : From me, to die for ever, 
And know no end of Torments. Would y / have Comfort ? 
Would you waſh off the ſtain that ſticks upon ou, 
In being refus'd > Would you redeem-your Fame, 
Shipwrack'd in his baſe Wron r If you deſire this,” 
It is not to, he done with ſlavi ſuffering, | 
But by a noble Anger, making way 440 
To a moſt brave Revenge, we may call juſtice; ; 
Our Injuries are equal; join with me then, 
And ſhare the Honour. 

Jul. I ſcarce underſtand you, 

3 
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And know I ſhall, be. moſt unapt to lan 1 
To hate the Man, I ſtill muſt lov, and 8 ee 
Mort. This fooliſh Dotage in ſoft · Hearted ene 
Makes proud Men inſolent; but take yqur, way, - 
III run another C. Helge No boy dont val 
Jul. As you,are.no| Me : by obo oved wo? 4 
Deliver his Offence. 7 i : 00? "a Wo de AN 


— 


W575 

The Rites due to a Wife. 00.) in 805 vor entiutd l 

Jul. O me moſſ hg e dem 2902 494 ti 21f 
How largely am I paid for all Suferingat | 

Moſt honeſt Yirolet, thou juſt P 6 n 

Of all thy Promiſes: 10. to mind no wm, ...* 
1 a 


When I was happy in thoſe Joys you 
In a chaſte Bed, and warranted I. 
He oft ook wear, that if he oct: 1 cad 

knew, he wiſht not) never Woman 
Should 2 2 his J. EN 4 „ n one Wh) N 


1 _— 1 bam 50 1055 

The * 2 my Lou and Beauty oe Senn: ＋ 

If I fit down here! well nort ae Lak | 
Jul. I dare thy worſt, 7 


Plot what thou canſt, my Piety ſhall quand Flag | 4 
(51) Againſt thy Malice. Leave my Houſe and quickly, | 
Thou wilt infect theſe: innocent Walls. By Virtue. 
I will inform him of thy bloody purpoſe, aug 3 10 
And turn it on ching on accurſed Feat * 
Believet Iwill. ett 91%; [Exit Jlans, 
Mart. But tis not in thy power 44 
To hinder. what I have decreed againſt him. „ baA 
I'll ſet my ſelf to Sale, and live a Strumpet; ee 
Forget my Birth, my Father, and his enn, 10 
Rather, than want an Inſtrument to help me 
In my Revenge, The Captain of the Guards n 
Bleſt Opportunity CONE e. „n odors 1d A 
| 4 2vgad fi 148 's ; 
(51) 83 he Patios, | Oftanp,” Keie my, Malice, mm 
a . 3 8-112 n 441A 
Th Toma Wt |  #Enter 


be Double ne 
em oon d Kae Ronyere. | n 0 b 


4 


— mankial yn i oO] *3* i; y of 247 


„ 
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How brave her Anger ſhews ? How it ten off wt n 
. Her natural Beauty ? Under what happy Stat E ry 


Was Virolet born, to be belov'd and ſought to, 801 7581 
By two incomparable Women? Nobleſt Lady, 5 A 
I've heard your 'Wrongs, and pity them; — if 

The ſervice of my Life could give me hope 

To gain your Favour, I 8 reap F 
To be cemmandedt c bu 5 ch bud 10 


To inked your glad rant. n irt duet 1 20 


4 


Ron. Name the means. 
Mart. Fis not Preferment, Jewek, Gold;or Evurthip. 


He that deſires to reap the Harveſt of”. 


My Vouth and Beauty, muſt begin in Blood, L 10 7 

Ad right my Wrongs. 100A Pb. 1 TiKGH 165 } 
Ron, ys prehend you, Madam, - bloids box hw b 

And reſt 'd *tis — Lam and 093 ** 

Of Inſtruments to fit you; To King 

I'll inſtantly preſent you; if If, 855 


He ſhall make good your aims. He's leſs than Man, 


1 
F 7 


That to atchieve your Favour, 'wanld not do 
Deeds, Fiends would fear to put their Agents to. uu. 


Enter Vimzer Rad. DT He \ 


Vir. 2 ober fools] go non eft ſcelus. "Ti an "Aon 
Now whether willingly I have departed © 1 


With that I lov'd; with that, above her Ei nch : 
Loy'd me again, crown'd me a happy Huband 3 - 1 
Was full of Children, her Afflictions * , 
That I begot; that when our Age muſt periſh; + 

And all our painted Frailties (52) turn to Aſhes,” 

Then ſhall they ſtand and propagate our Honour, 5 
Whether this done, and taking to protection N 
A new ſtrange Beauty twas an uſeful one - 
How? to my Luft? If it be ſo, Pm ſinful, * 


(52) — dt 4677 The oldeſt Folio * fe ta 1 4 
L 4 And 


* 
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168 The Double Marriage.” 
And guilty of that Crime I would fling from me. 
Was there not in it this fair courſe of Virtue, 


This pious Courſe? to ſave my Friends, my Country; 


That e' en then had put on a mourning Garment, 
And wept the deſolation of her Children, 1 


Her nobleſt Children. Did not ſhe thruſt ing on, 5 g ä 


And to my Duty clapt the ſpur of Honou?²ñ/0 nN 
Was there a way, without this Woman, leſt me 
To bring em off? The marrying of this Woman? 

If not, why am J ſtung thus? Why tormented? 


Or had there been a wild Deſire join'd with it, 


How eaſily, both theſe, and all their Beauties 
Might I have made mine own ?? Why am I toucht thus, 
- Having perform'd the great Redemption 
Both of my Friends and Family? Fairly done it, 
Without baſe and laſcivious ends; O Heavn. 


That Honeſty and Honour had propounded. 
Ay, and abſolv'd my tender Will, and chid me, 
Nay then unwilliogly flung me on? 


4 Ly 
i 6 2 9 * 1 1 A . n * ? ? Y 7 1 2 
Enter aliana and Lucio | „ 
fy © * - 
p . = i. ' N 6s 1 + } T 6 
@ * 5.8 © [4 y K + 14 - 7 E 0 


Luc. He's here, Madam; FRO | ayer jc) 
This is the melancholy Walk. he lives in 
And chuſes ever to increaſe his ſadneſs... _ | 

Jul. Stand by. 3 | 

Vir. *Tis ſhe; how I ſhake now and tremble ? 
The Virtues of that Mind are Torments to me.” _ 

Jul. Sir, if my hated. Face ſhall ſtir your Anger, 
Or this forbidden Path I tread in vex you 
My Love and fair Obedience left bebind me, 
Your Pardon asked, I ſhall return and bleſs you. 

Vir. Pray ſtay a little, I delight to ſee. you; 
May not we yet, though Fortune have divided us, 
And ſet an envious =p between our Pleaſures, 
Look thus one at another ? Sigh and weep thus ? 
And read in one another's Eyes, the Legends, 
And Wonders of our old Loves? Be not fearful, 
Though you be now a Saint, I may adore you: 
May I not take this Hand, and on it ſacrifice _ 


The 


Why am I. flill at War thus? Why this a Miſchief; | 


— 2 > Ky m1 Dr LI KD 4% 0 ws FA 8 3 as. Gd 4... 8 ad. 
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The ſorrows of my Heart?” White ſeal of 2 


ul. My Lord, you wrong your Wedlack. ns 
— Were ſhe here, | voa 
And with her all ſevere Eyes to behold us, . 
We might do this; 1 ache name Jule, nee AT 


And. to the reverence” of that Name, bow thus: A 
J might ſigh Juliana, ſhe was mine once; | : 
2 weak a Guard for that great Treaſure 
—— whilſt ſhe has a Name, believe me, Lady, 
This Pong Heart ſhall _ want a 88770. 4G 2097 
ul orget her, Sir, your Honour now commands you, 
Yo are another's; keep thoſe Griefs for her, # 
She richly can reward em. I'd have ſpoke *. 70k 

Vir. What is your Will? For nothin 
So full of Goodneſs are your Words and Mes fas, 
Muſt be denied: *Speak boldly. y. 

Jul. I thank you, Sir. 1 come'not 
To beg, or flatter, only to be believ'd j 55 
That 1 deſire: For I ſhall tell a Stor, 
So far from ſeeming Truth, yet a môſt true one: ö 
(53) So horrible in — 24 ſo horridʒ; 

So beyond Wickedneſs, that when you hear | it, 

It muſt appear the practice of another, 

The Caſt and Malice of ſome one you've een mae 
And me you may imagine, me accuſe too,, 
Unleſs you call to Mind my daily Suffering, bf 
The infinite Obedience I have borne you, ' 
That hates all Name and Nature of Revenge. 
My Love, that nothing but my Death can lever, Ng 
Rather than hers] - rag of." 4 214.3 

Vir. Juliana, | 

To make a doubt of what you ſhalt lives; 

After my full experience of your Virtues, 

Were to Aiſtruſ Providence; to think you can lie, 
Or being wrong d, ſeek after foul reparings ; 

To forge a Creed againſt my Faith. 


(53) So Ari in Nature, and fo horrid 17 This is ſo wretched 
and tautological a Line, that 1 can't think it our Authors. The 
place wou'd be much better n it, as the judicious Reader will 
eably — | 


The: Double Matriage. 
maſt do ſo, 12 it concerns your Life, Sirz 7 


And Jo OA word. may ſtir vou, hear and roſper: l 
I] ſhould be dumb elſe, were not you at ſtake — 6 
Vir. What few Friends have I found, tha Gadd A 
This loaden Trunk from his Afictions? ol 
What pitying Hand, of all (ha ben wy. viene, 80 
Brings ſuch a Benefit ? # e e * 5 V 
Jul. Be wiſe and Manly; 158-601 10 * 
And with your Honour all when Heav'n ſhall cal you 1 
Not by a belliſh Michief. . Herti H alten aid 
Vir. Speak, my bleſt one. 16.1 35 EN 
How weak and poor Lam, now he is from me? M 
Tul. Your. Wife. 51 nA eie inan * T 
Ver, HOWS WakR: on 1 51 oor 4. 160 'r Ny * 
Jul. Our Wife. 27% 4 WV v6 #14485: G 


Vir. Be tender of [ke 1 ſhall 12 4. 0. 
Jul. I muſt be true; your Ear, Sir. 
For 'tis ſo horrible, if the Air catch it. 
Into a thouſand Plagues, 4 thouſand Mipnſters, 
It will. diſperſe it ſelf, and fright Reſiſtance. {H#/hijpers, 
Vir. She ſeek my Life with you? . pop her Agear 
Another Love? O {peak but Drytls:. e 07 
Jul. Be patient. & Key 
8 I — you, elſe I leave you Lrerched,. 0 iT 
Vir. Forward; tis well, it ſhall be welcome to we, 
I've liv'd too long, numbred to many 3 1 700 L 
Yet never found the benefit of living; 11 na w 1 
Now when I come to reap it with my Service, 3124 u 
And hunt for that my Youth and Honour aims at, MM 
The Sun ſets on my Fortune red and bloody, it du 
And everlaſting Night png to cloſe men- he. 
Tis time to 8. BY Or 1:4 w on. „ et 


Jul. 'She ploy 2 fell. e „ 190-4999 of 
Kon. Believe Lady, 


- 
. 
# — 
- 
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My precious Dame, are you there? Nay go forward, 
Make your Complaints, and pour out your — ities, 


) Slave-like to him you ſerve : Pm the ſame till, aA | 


And what I purpoſe, let the World take . 
Shall be ſo finiſhr, and to ſuch Example, bak 
Spite of your — preventions, my dear L 

My honourable Man, are you there to 


oe? 1 
23 2 


You and your hot Deſire? N e Sr; who 1 
I had . . your Greatneſs. 
is not well, Lady. panel 


. Lord, how 1 Bag this Bllow n now ; how de- 


M Stomach ſtands againſt him; e ee 7 
Thi Ned Fool! 4a 1 


Did you nel er hear of Modeſty? | 

Mart. Les, when 1 heard ee. and fo belicr'd i r 
Thou bloodics, brainleſs Fool” «A 

Vir. How 2 ; {13 

| Mart. Thoudeſpi '4 Fodl, 
Thou only Sign of Man, how I contemn thee? © 
Thou woven Worthy in a Piece of e N 
Fit only to enjoy a Wall; thou Beaſt beer HT 
Beaten to uſe: Have I preſerv id a Beauty, 6 286] * 


A Louth, a Love, to have my Wiſhes blaſted di Hul o 
My Dotings, and the Joys I came to offerr,rF ww 
Muſt they be —_ and ſlighted by a — 


Jul. Uſe more Reſpect, and er enlberome yan 
At leaſt, leſs Tongue. 


Mart. I'll uſe all Violence, on e ier 
Let him lool for ir. e 2142 e 

Jul. Dare you ſtain thoſe wrt; oe” £ 
Thoſe heav'nly Stamps, that raiſe up Men to Wonder, 
With harſh and crooked Motions? Are you ſhe 


That overdid all Ages, with — Honour; 7 
And in a little nr dare loſe this Triumph? 1 800 
ls not this Man your Husband?ꝰ 1 1. wo 


Mart, He's my Halter 
Which (having ſued my Pardon) 1 fling off * 
And with him all I brought him, but my Anger, v wo 


69 All the Books read, Slawe-like to bim. 
| | with 
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| 
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172 The Dꝛuble Marriage. 
Which I will nouriſn to the Deſolation, oy 10 
Not only of his Folly, but his F — 4, 
And his whole Name. 
Vir. Tis well, I have deſerv'd i it 106445 1 
And if I were a Woman, I would: rail ase 
Mart. Nature ne'er promiſed thee a thing ſo ad: | 
Take back your Love, your Vow, I give it freely 
I poorly ſcorn it; graze. now where you rams 105 
That, that the dulneſs of thy Soul neglectedd, 
Kings ſue for now. And mark me, Virolet, 
Thou Image of a Man, obſerve my Words vell. 
At ſuch a bloody rate III fell this Beau 5 
This Handſomneſs thou ſcorn'ſt and fing t away, 2107 
Thy proud ungrateful Life ſhall ſnake at; take your Houſe, 
The petty things you left me, give another; 


And laſt, take home your (55) Trinket: Fare you well, Sit; ] 
Ron. You have ſpoke like your ſelf; y'are a brave Lady. | 
lere Roavere ard Mami. . 

Jul. Why do you ſmile, Sir? 0 5. | 

Vir. O my Juliana, Aro Ys 7,7 2 1 
The Happinels this Woman's Seb hay giv” n me, 7 1 
Makes me a Man again; proclaims it ſeltf, 8 E 

In ſuch a general Joy, through all wy, rw d 
That now methinks —— h 

Jul. Look to your ſelf, dear Sir, el 3 Et L 
And- trifle not with Danger that attends & you 3 N E 
Be joyful when y'are free. 21 35. V 

Vir. Did you not hear her? Nu 1 V 
She gave me back my Vow, my © Dang — Beecdom 3. M 
J am free, free as Air; and though-to,morrow | A 

Her bloody Will meet with my Life, and ſink 1 1 
And in her Execution tear me piccemeal : | Be 
Yet have I time once more to meet my Wiſhes, By 
Once more t' embrace my beſt, my pobleſt, trueſt, Ti 
And Time that's warranted. 

Jul. Good Sir, forbear it; ml 
Though I confels, equal with your Deſires TT TH 
My Wiſhes riſe, as covetous of your Love, 2 

| 


(55) Trinket :] Here means the Divorce he had procured a little 
abov ve. 
And 


_ I 


a little 
And 
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And to as warm Alarms ſpur my Will to; ** 
Vet pardon me, the Seal o'th* Church dividing us, 1 
And hanging like a threatning Flame between us, 


—— Do . * = 5 


We muſt not meet, I dare nor. 

Vir. That poor digjointing, 
That only ſtrong Neceſſity thruſt on you. ir 
Not Crime, nor ſtudied Cauſe of mine; how [weetly, 
And nobly-I will bind again and cheriſh; 
How I wil} recompence one dear Embrace now, . 
One free Affection? How I burn to meer it! 
Look now upon me. 

Jul. I behold you willingly, 
And willingly would yield, but fog my Credit 
The Love you firſt had was preſerv*d with Honour, 
The laſt ſhall not cry Whore; you ſhall not — tvs 
From me a Pleaſure, that have equally 
Lov'd your fair Fame as you, at ſuch a Rate, 
Your Honeſty and Virtue muſt be bankrupt; 
If I had lord your Luſt, and not your Luſtre, 
The glorious Luſtre of your matchleſs Goodneſs, 
(56) would compel you now to Bed: — forgive me, 
Forgive me, Sir, how fondly ſtill I love you]! 
Yer nobly too; make the way ſtraight before me, 
And let but holy Hymen once more guide me, 
Under the Ax, upon the Rack again, 
E'en in the Bed of all Afflictions, 
Where nothing ſings our Nuptials but dire Sorrows, 
With all my Youth and Pleaſure, I'll embrace you, 
Make Tyranny and Death ſtand Mill affrighted, : 
And at our meeting Souls amaze our Miſchiefs; 
Till when, high Heav*'n defend you, and Peace gude you. 
Be wiſe and manly, make your .Fate your o]. 
By being Maſter of a Providence, Wo 
That may controul it. 


4 2 . 


— — * 


— — N 
3 do 
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(56) — wwou'd compel you now to be! —] To be What? 
There we have a Daſh, and a very unhappy one it is. But by the 
good Leave of my Readers, if we muſt bave a Daſh, let us reſtore 
denſe firſt, and then our Daſh may be lengthened to what ſize 1 
pleaſe; I read therefore, and Mr. Theobald with me, 
| — nel jou nod to Bed | 


Vir, 
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Vir. Stay a little with me. 
My Thoughts have chid themſelves: May 1 not ki you 
(57) Tee my truth I'm honeſt. 

lieve ye; 

* yet what that may raiſe in biel our ane 
| What Iſſues ſuch warm n breed — 
Vir. I obey you, 
And take my Leave as four the Saint that keeps me. 
1 will be right again, and once more e | 
"In thy unimitable Love. 

Jul. VII pray for ye, 
And when ”_ fall, I hae not long to follow. leu. 


Enter Seſſe, Maſter, Brbtfenein, and Gli, at one Der, 
* © Martia and Ronvere, at another. 


$f Now we have got free Credit with the Captain, 
Maſt. Soft, ſoft, he's here again: Is not that Lady 
Or have I loſt mine Eyes? a ſalt Rhume ſeizes em; W 
But I ſhould know that Face. 
Boat ſ. Make him not madder, _ | 
Loet him forget the Woman; ſteer a Lar- board. ; 
Maſt. He will not kill her. Sage WA Fog 
Boatſ. Any thing he meets, — — 
He's like a Hornet now, he hums, and buzzes 3 Bo hg 
Nothing but Blood and Horror. 8 
Maſt. I'd fave the Lady, 2% ans - wes 
For ſuch another Lad 1 28 
Boatſ. There's the Phe; 1 
And you know there want Women of her Merle. toy 
Maſt. Tis true, they 26 ſuch i Children now, wo 
„ „ HS CEE 
Their Father's Socks will maks them chriſtning Clouts 
Gun. No more, they view us. 
Sefſe. You ſhall play a while, 8 
Ang. ſun your dt in ls, F elicit „ * 
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0 175 Upon my 255 70 am an « bene This ab the Oe 
only exhibite. The true one is from. the Polio's. | 
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The Double Marriags. . 75 
You ſhall you glorious Where, I know your ſtill. 
But I ſhall pick an Hour when moſt fecurdy — 
I fay no more. 2 *. 
Ron. Do you te thotk Þ thoſe d ey Wy 
Shall act your Will; come hither my good Fellows. 
You're now the King s. Are they not y Fellows I | = 
Mart. They've Bone ige _ "tt have ſour Fi 
Maſt. Still the old Wench. worry do it. | | 
Selſe. Pray Captain, let me ak 7 5 
What noble Lady's that? Tis n Queſtion, Ss - 
But I deſire to know, * 107 
Ron. She's for the King, Sit; OG 
Let that ſuffice for Anſwer. N 2111 
Sefe. Is ſhe ſo, Sir? kei 2.7 ASL 
In good time may ſhe curſe it. 
Muſt I breed Hacknies for his Grace? 
Ron. What wouldſt thou doo 
To merit ſuch a Lady“ s Favour ? 1 . 
Seſſe. Any thing. o 1 Kane 
Ron. That can obey: thy Wantz, and raiſe thy For- 
Seſſe. Let her command, and fee what I dare execute 
Ln my Conſcience here; if any Man 
— her will, and ſne would have him humbled, | . 
1 Families between her and her Wiſhes —— * 
Maſt. We have ſeen bleeding Throats, Sir, Cities ede d, 
(58) And Infants ſtuck upon their Pikes — 
Beal ſ. Houſes a fire, and handſom Mothers wee A 
Sefſe. — we have beap & 5 my Pike like 
Sacrifices 


Churches and Altars, (59) Priefts and all Devotions, 
Tumbled together into one rude. Chaos 
Gun. We know no Fear, Sir, but want of Ipsen eg | 
Selſe. Nor other Faith but hat our Purſes * — 9 
To gain our Ends we can do any thing, * BE. 
And turn our Souls i into a choufand Figures; | 


+ Wil 


58) p Kaen, ee their Pikes; 1 If 1 might * s 
n 1 wou'd propoſe reading either 


—— Agon theſe, or the, or our Pikes. 


(59) — Pn and all Deworions,) Devo . here means 4 
lame as devoged; or, holy Things. 2d 


* 7 
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But when we come to . 
Mart. I like theſe Fellows. 


Il ſhe you to the King, and he ſhall like you. a 
And if you can deviſe ſome Entertainment 
To fill his Mirth, ſuch as your Oy ale,” 


Preſent it, and Pll ſee it grac d. 


Aſter this Comick Scene we ſhall employ you, 
59 1 — 9 þ | Ws x 4 
Sefſe. What is he, Sir boldly, 
For we dare boldly do. 7 1 | 
Ron. This Lady's Husband z 
His Name is Virolet. 


Seſſe. We ſhall diſpatch it. [ Exe. Martia and Romer 


O damned, damned ing A baſe Whore firſt, | 
And then a Murtherer! I'll look to you. 

Boatſ. Can ſhe be grown ſo ſtrange ? 

Seſſe. She has an itch; | 
I'll ſcratch you my dear Daughter, I'll ſo claw you 1 
111: curry your hot Hide; married and honourdꝰ 
And turn thoſe holy Bleſſings into Brothel? 
Your Beauty into Blood? I'll hunt 2 Homeſd, 
Il hunt you like a Train. 

Maft. We did all pity her. 

See. Hang her, ſhe is not worth Man's Memory:; 
She's falſe = baſe, and let her fright all Stories. 
Well, though thou be'ſt mine rg on right thee, | 
And right thee nobly. 

Boatſ, Faith, Sir, fince ſhe muſt go. ; 
Let's ſpare as few. as may be. \ 

8%. We'll take all, 0 
And like a Torrent ſweep the Slaves before — 


Tou dare endure the worſt? 


Maſt. Lou know our Hearts, Sir, 95 
And they ſhall bleed the laſt, &er we ſtart from ye. 
Gun. We can but die, and &er we come to that, 
We ſhall pick out ſome few Examples for us. 


See. Then wai te firſt Occaſion, and like cur., 


I'll leap the Gulph before you, fearleſs leap it: 
Then ollow me like ens and if our Virtues - 


Ron. Be ready and wait here, within this Hour N 11 
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May buoy our Country up, and ſet her ſhining” 


In her firſt State; our fair Revenges taken, 5 


Yalbs 


" Pl ae ah a n p 1 a " — we : ” | 
We have our noble Ends, or elſc'our Aſhes. [Exeune, 
| * Din gans oz l 18 
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you are noble, keep me from diſcovery, 
4 3 And let me only run a Strangers Fortune: 
For when the King ſhall find I am his Daughter - 

He ever holds molt Ominous, and hates moſt; | 
With what Eyes can he look, how entertain me, 


But with his Fears and Cruelties:: 


as A 
+ as & > 


Aſca. T've:found/ you! 1 plats nt oily 7 
Suſpe& not, I am bound to what you like beſt ; 
What you intend, I dare not be fo curious 
To queſtion now; and what you are, lies hid here. 


Enter Ferrand, and Ronvere above,  _ 


The King comes, make your Fortune, I ſhall joy in't. 

Ron. All things are ready, Sir, to make you merry; 

And ſuch a King, you ſhall behold him now, © 

N. 1 es for I've need of Mirth. 

Ron. The Lady, Sir. r 
Fer. Now as I am a King, a ſprightly Beauty, 

A goodly ſweet Aſpect! My Thanks Ronvere, 

My beſt Thanks, on your Lips I ſeal your Wiſhes, 

Be, what you can imagine, mine, and happy. 

And now fit down and ſmile z come, my 4/canto, * 


And let this Monarch enter. . 


Enter Seſſe, Maſter, Boat ſiuain, Gunner, and Sailers. 


told your Grace of. 15 | 1 23h 


Fer, Goodly promiſing Fellows, © _ 
With Faces to keep Fools in awe, I like em; 
Go guard the Preſence well, ye do your Duties, 


Vor, VII. To 


— 
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To Morrow I ſhall take a further View. 
Seſſe. You ſhall, Sir, 

Or 1 ſhall loſe my Will; how che Whore's mounted? 

How ſhe fits thron'd ? thou blazing muddy Meteor, 

That fright'ſt the under World with luſtful Flaſhes, 

How I ſhall daſh thy Flames ? Away, no Word more. 
[Exe, Selle and his Company. Flouriſh Cornets. 


Enter Villio, Caſtruccio, Dottor, and a Guard. 


Fer. Now, here he comes in Glory; ; be merry, Maſters, 
A Banquet too? | [ Meat brought in. 

Ron. O, he muſt ſit in State, Sir! 

Aſca. How rarely he is uſher'd ? Can he think now 
He is a King indeed? 

Ron. Mark but his Countenance. TAY 

Caſt. Let me have Pleaſures infinite, and to ; the Height, 
And Women in abundance, many Women ; 


Euter Ladies. 


J will diſport my Grace, ſtand there and long for me: 
What, have ye brought me here? Is this a Feaſt 
Fit for a Prince? a mighty Prince ? Are theſe things, 
Theſe Preparations, ha 

Dock. May't pleaſe your Grace? C Marchpanes, 

Caſt. It 0 not pleaſe my Grace. Where are the 

The Cuſtards double Royal, — the Subtilties? _ 
Why, what weak things are you to ſerve a Prince thus? 
Where be the delicates 0'th* Earth and Air? 5 
Th' hidden Secrets of the Sea? Am La e | 
You pop me up with Porridge? FOE the Soon. 

Fer. O moſt Kingly: 
What a Majeſtick anger? | 

Caſt. Give me ſome Wine. 

Aſca. He cools again now. 

Caſt. Fool, where are my Players? 
Let me have all in Pomp; I em play ſome Love matter, 
To make the Ladies i I'll be with you anon, Ladies; 
You black Eyes, I'll be with you: 
Give me ſome Wine I ſay, | 


And let me havea Mak of Cuckold enter, 


Of 


it, 


s? 


ater, 
dies 
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Of mine own Cuckolds, Wt 
And let them come in, peeping and e 


Juſt as I kiſs their Wives, and ſomewhat glorying. 
Some Wie IL ſay, then for an excellent Night · piece, 


To ſhew my Glory to my Loves, and nnn 
[ will have ſome great Caſtle burnt. 1 

Vil. Hark you, Brotheerr x 
If that be to pleaſe theſe Ladies, ten to one 
The Fire firſt takes upon your own, look to that ; 
Then you may -ſhew a Night: piece. 

Caſt. Where's this Wine? f 
Why, ſhall I choak ? d'ye long all to be Dtn ae 
Doc. Here, Sir. 

Caſt. What is this? (zaſtes) why, Doctor. 

Doc. Wine and Water, Sir. 


Tis Soyereign for your heat, you muſt anni it. 


Vil. Moſt excellent to cool your Night · piece, Sir. 
DoF. You're of a high and cholerick ao, me y ba 


And you muſt haveallays. 


Caſt. Shall I have no ſheer Wine then? | 

Do#3, Not for a World: I tender your dear Life, Sr; 
And he's no faithful Subjet ——— 

Vil. No, by no means; noo ld aH 
Of this you may drink, and neer hang. nor r quarter, 
Nor never whip the Fool z this Liquor's merciful. | 

Caſt. P11 fit down and eat then: Kings, when they're 
May eat, I hope? [ hungry, 

Do#. Yes, but they eat Jiſcrentlyt 

Caſt, Come, taſte this Diſh, and cut me liberally 3 
I like Sauce well. 

Do#. Fie, it is too hot, Sir; 

Too deeply ſeaſon'd with the Spice, away with't; 
You wt acquaint your Stomach with thoſe Diets 
Are temperately nouriſhing. 

Caſt. But pray ſtay, Doctor, 

And let me have my Meat again. 

Docs. By no means: | 
| have a charge concerns my Life. 

Caſt. No Meat neither 
Do Kings never eat, Doctor ? 


M 2 De8. 
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De. Very little, Sir, 

And that too very choice. 

Vil. Your King n&er ſleeps, Denby: 
He muſt not ſleep, his Cares ſtill keep him waking. 
Now he that Eats and Drinks much, is a Dormouſe:; 5 
The third part of a Wafer's a Week's Diet. | 

Caſt. Appoint me ee then. 

Doct. There. 

Caſt. This 1 feel good, 
But it melts too ſuddenly; yet --- how, that gone too! 
Ye are not mad! I charge you. 3 2 away. 

Dock. For your Health, Sir, 

A little quickens Nature, "much depreſſes. n 
Caſt. Eat nothing for my Health ?, that's a new Diet 

Let me have ſomething, ſomething has ſome ſavour. 

Why thou uncourteous Doctor, ſhall J hang thee ? 
DoF. Tis better, Sir, than I ſhould let JE A: 

My Death were nothing. 

Vil. To loſe a King, were terrible. 
Caſt. Nay, then I'll carve my ſelf, I'll ſtay no Cerentodies 

This is a Partridge Pye, I'm: ſure that's ho rs, 

Or Galen is an Aſs: tis rarely ſeaſon'd d : 

Ha, Doctor, have I hit right ? a mark, a mark there? 
Vil. What ails thy Grace? © " { Take away. 
Caſt. Retrieve thoſe N LP eee 

Or as Iam a King 

. Deg. Pray Sir be patient, 

They're flown too far. | 
. Vil. Theſe are breath'd Pies an't pleaſe you, 

And your Hawks are ſuch Buzards. 

Caf. A King, and have nothing, 

Nor can have nothing! 

Vil. What think you of a Pudding ? 

A Pudding Royal ? | 
Caſt. To be royally ſtarv'd ; 

Whip me this Fool to Death, he is a Block head. 

Vil. Let *em think they Whip me, as we think you 2 
*Twill be enough. [King: 

Caſt. As for you dainty Doctor, th' Table ta'en away, 
All gone, * ſnatch'd 3 and I unſatisfied, 


Wich. 


1.2 
g: 
ay, 


ith- 
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(59) Without my Wits, being a King and hungry? 


Suffer but this thy Treaſon? | tell thee Doctor, 
I tell it thee, in earneſt, and in Anger, 15 
(60) I am damnably hungry, my very Grace is hungry. 
Vil. A hungry Grace is fitteſt to no Meal, Sir. 
Do#. Some two hours hence, you ſhall ſee more: but 
You muſt retain an excellent and ſtrict Diet. [ ſtill, Sir, 
Vil. It ſharpens you, and makes your 1 ſo ane 


' Your very words will kill. 


Doct. A bit of Marmalade 

No bigger than a Pea, = 

Vil. And that well butter'd, 

The Air thrice purified, and three times ſpirited, 

Becomes a King : your-rare Conſerve of nothing 

Breeds no Offence, 
Caſt. Am I turn'd King Camelion 

And keep my Court th? Air? EL. AB -- 
Fer. They vex him cruelly. the Women, 
Aſca. In two days more they'll ſtarve him. Fer. Now 


There's no Food left but them Aſca. rent prove. 


ſmall Nouriſnhment; 
Yet Was another Stomach and a great one, 
I ſee by's Eye. 
Caſt. (61) I'll have mine own Power here; 
Mine own Authority; I need no Tutor. 
Doctor, this is no Diet. Ay 


(59) Without my Wits,] This odd Paſſage gives room for Suſpi- 


cion, that it has had ſome foul Play either ſrom the Tranſcriber 


or Editor: Let the Reader conſider it, and then think if, ** 
Mr. Seward and myſelf, it ſhou'd not run thus, 
Without my Will, — 


Tho, there are two or three a ways of altering it, _ none of 


em fatisfaftory. 


660 Tn eds 3 very Grace is hungry. J N light 
Tranſpofition will ſet this n N | 


Grace is very Dungry —— 


To which anſwers Villio, ri ght enough, 


A hungry Grace ts fitteſt to no Meal. 
(61) Til have mine own Power here 51 Tho” Have is not really 


Corrupted into 2/6, yet I cannot help imagining but it has undergone 


ſuch a Change. To have one's Will, is common; To have one's Power, 


M 3 Dot. 


not ſe. 
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Dad. It may be, Sir. en 3007 
Vil. By'r Lady, it may turn to a dry Diet; 
And how thy Grace will ward that —= 
Caſt. Stand off, Doctor; 
And talk to thoſe that want Faith. 
Fer. Hot and mighty. - 
Asa. He will cool apace, no doubt, 
Caſt. Fair, plump, and red, 1 1 
A Forehead high, an Eye revives the dead; 
A Lip like ripeſt Fruit, inviting till. 23 
Vuoil. But O, the ruſhy Well, below the Hill, 
Take heed of that, for though it never fail, 
Take heed 1 ſay, for thereby bangs a Tate. 
Caſt. I'll get ye all with Child. 
" 11, With one Child, Brother, 
So many Men in a Blue Coat. 
Caſt. Had I fed well, VV 
And drunk good ſtore of Wine, ye had been bleſt all, 
Bleſt all with double Births; come kiſs me greedily, 
And think no more upon your fooliſh Husbands, 
They're tranſitory things; (62) a King's Fame meets you. 
Do#. Vaniſh away. | [Ex. Women. 
Caſt. How, they gone too? my Guard there; 
Take me this Devil Doctor, and that Fool there, 
And ſow 'em in a Sack; bring back the Women, 
The lovely Women; drown theſe Rogues, or hang em. 
Aſca. (63) He is in earneſt, Sir. 


(62) 4 King's Fame meets you. ] The Reader is left to interpret 
Fame here in what Senſe he pleaſes ; but I rather think that Flame 
is the true reading; the miſtaking of one for the other was eaſy, 
and ſo probably gave occcaſion to this ſlight Corruption. 

(63) Aſca. He is in earneſt, Sir, E | | 

I needs muſt take bim off. | 
Enter Seſſe, Maſter, Boatſwain, Gunner 2 Sailors. 

Fer. In ſerious earneſt.] From this and ſuch like Miſtakes one 

wou'd imagine that the Editors of the Octavo Edition had collated 


the firſt Folio in a very negligent manner. The Change of the 
Speakers, as well as Tranſpofition of the Speeches, which are un- 


doubtedly right, in the preſent Text, are from the Copy of 1647. 
7 Fer. 


Come, no more words, 


+ Q - 


Fer. In ſerious earneſt,  _ 
I needs muſt take him off. 


Enter Selle, Maſter, Boaifiwain,” Gunner and Sailors. 


Seſſe. Now, now be free: PE - 
Now Liberty, now Country- men ſhake from ye 
The Tyrant's Yoke. | 
All. Liberty, Liberty, Liberty! 
Guard. Treaſon, Treaſon, Treaſon, 8 
Fer. We are betray*d, fly to the Town, cry Treaſon, 


: And raiſe our faithful Friends; O thy Aſcanio. 


Aſca. Make haſte, we have way enough, 

Guard. Treaſon, Treaſon, 3 

[Ex. Fer, Aſca. and Guard. 

Selle. Spare none, put all to th' Sword: A yengeance 

ſhake thee, | 

Art thou turn'd King again? 

Ci TAR 69 lh 

Spare me but this time, if &er I ſee King more, 

Or once believe in King, | 

Safe. The Ports are ours, 

The Treafure and the Port, fight bravely Gentlemen 

Cry to the Town, cry Liberty and Honour; 
© [Some go off trying Liberty and Freedom. 

Woaken their perſecuted Souls, cry loudly, - 

We'll ſhare*the Wealth among ye. 
Caft. Do you hear, .Captain ? 
If e'er you hear me name a King 

Seſſe. You ſhall not, _— 

Caſt. Or though I live under one, obey him 

Gun, This Rogue again. 

Seſſe. Away with him, good Gunner. 

Caſt. Why look ye, Sir; I'll put you to no charge ; 
Pl never eat. 12 6 | 

Gun. PH take a courſe, you ſhall not; 
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Enter Boatſwain. 


Caſt. Say nothing when you kill me. 

(64) Seſſe. He's ta'en to th' Tower's ſtrength ; 
Now ſtand ſure Gentlemen, 5 
We have him in a pen, he cannot ſcape us, 
The reſt o'th* Caſtle's ours; Liberty, Liberty! 
What, is the City up? | 

Boalſ. They are up and glorious, ho 
And rouling like a ſtorm they come ; their Tenn 
Ring nothing but Liberty and Freedom. | 
The Women are in Arms too, 

Seſſe. Let *em- come all; 


Honour and Liberty. 
All. Honour and Liberty. I [Exeunt, 


Enter Juliana. 


Jul. This Woman threats, her Eyes, Cen red vith fury, 
Which like prodigious Meteors foretold : 


Aſſur'd Deſtruction, are ſtill before me. 


Beſides I know ſuch Natures unacquainted 
With any mean, or in their Love, or Hatred; 
And ſhe that dar'd all dangers to poſſeſs him, 
Will check at nothing, to revenge the loſs 
Of what ſhe held ſo dear. I firſt diſcover'd 
Her bloody purpoſes, which ſhe made good, 
And openly profeſs'd em; that in me 

Was but a cold Affection; Charity 

Commands ſo much to all; for Virolet, 


| Methinks I ſhould forget my Sexes weakneſs, 


Riſe up, and dare beyond a Woman's ſtrength ; 


(64) Seſſe. He's ta'en to th Tow'rs firength ; ] But how cou'd 
Seſſe know that ? Surely by nothing but Inſpiration : I can't help 
thinking but the Stage Direction, two Lines above, of 


Enter Boatſwain, is wrong, and that he ſhou'd come in and bring 


the News of Ferrand's having retir'd into the ſtrongeſt part of the 
Citadel, and then we ſhall have the Dialogue go on clear and eaſy. 


Thus, 


Caſt. Say nothing when you kill me. 
Enter Boatſwain. 


| | ' Bot . He's ta'en to tht Tower's firength, 


Selle, Now fland ſure Gentlemen, &c. 4 
Then 
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Then do, not counſel : He'is too ſecure, 

And in my judgment, *twere a greater Service 

To free him from a deadly Enemy, 

Than to get him a Friend. I undertook too 

To croſs her Plots; oppos'd my Piety, | 
Againſt her Malice; and ſhall Virtue ſuffer ? 

No, Martia, wer't thou here equally armed, 
] have a cauſe, ſpite of thy maſculine Breeding, 
That would affure the Victory : My Angel 

Direct and help me. 


Enter Virolet like Ronvere. 


Vir. The State in Combuſtion, 
Part of the Citadel forc'd, the Treaſure ſeiz d on; 
The Guards corrupted, arm themſelves againſt 
Their late protected Maſter ; Ferrand fled too, 
And with ſmall ſtrength, into the Caſtle's Tower, 
The only Aventine, that now is left him ? 
And yet the Undertakers, nay, Performers, 
Of ſuch a brave and glorious Enterprize, 
Are yet unknown; they did proceed like Men, 
I like a Child; and had I never truſted 
So deep a practice unto ſhallow Fools, 
Beſides my Soul's peace, in my Juliana, 
The Honour of this Action had been mine, 
In which, accurs'd, I now can claim no- ſhare. 
Jul. Ronvere ! *tis he, a thing, next to the Devil 
I moſt deteſt, and like him terrible; | 
Martia's right Hand, the Inſtrument I fear too, 
That is to put her bloody Will in a&. | 
Have I not Will enough, and Cauſe too mighty ? - 
| Weak Womens fear, fly from me, 
Vir. Sure this Habit, | 
This Likeneſs to/Ronvere, which I have ſtudied, 
3 Either admits me ſafe to my deſign, | 
Which I too cowardly have halted after, 
And ſuffer*d to be raviſh'd from my Glory; 
Or ſinks me and my Miſeries together; 
Either concludes me happy 


Jul. He ſtands muſing, 


Some 
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Some Miſchief is now hatching: - ' : 

In the full meditation of his Wickedneſs, . 
T'll fink his curſed Soul: Guide my Hand, Hearn, | 
And to my tender Arm give Strength and fene 
That I may do a pions deed, all Ages 


Shall bleſs my Name for; all remembrance crown me. 
Vir. It ſhall be fo, 


Jul. It ſhall not; take that Token,  [Stabs bin, 


And bear it to the luſtful Arms of Martia, 
Tell her, for Virolet's dear fake, I ſent it. 

Vir. O am happy, let me fee thee, that * 
May bleſs the hand that gave me Liberty; 
O courteous Hand, nay thou haſt done moſt nobly, 
And Heav'n has guided thee, twas their great Juſtice; 
O bleſſed Wound that I could come to kiſs thee! - 
How beautiful and ſweet thou ſnew'ſt 
Jul. Oh! | 

Vir. Sigh not, 
Nor weep not, Dear, ſhed not thoſe ſovereign Balſams 
Into my Blood, which muſt recover me; 
Then I ſhall live again to do a miſchief, 
- Againſt the mightineſs of Love and Virtue, 
Some baſe unhallow'd Hand ſhall rob thy right of. 
Help me, I faint ; fo. 

Jul. O unhappy Wench! 
How has my Zeal abus'd me; you that Ad Virtye, 
Were ye aſleep? or do you laugh at Innocence, 
You ſuffer'd this miſtake? O my dear Virolet! 
An everlaſting curſe follow that form | 
I ſtruck thee in, his Name be ever blaſted ; 
For his accurſed ſhadow has betray d 
The ſweetneſs of all Youth, the Nobleneſs, 
The Honour, and the Valour ; wither'd for ever 
The Beauty and the Bravery of all Mankind: 
O my dull Devil's Eyes. 

Vir. I do forgive you, 
By this, and this, I do : I know you were cozen'd ; 
The Shadow of Ronvere, I know you aim'd at, 
And not at me; but *rwas moſt neceſſary 
| ſhould be . ſome Hand above directed 700 
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For Juliana could not ſhew her Juſtice, © 
Without depriving high Heav'n of his Glory, A 
(65) Or any Subject fir for her, but Viralet: 4 Hp 


Forgive me too, and take my laſt Breath, ſweet one, 
This the new Marriage of our Souls together; 
Think of me, Juliana, but not often, 
For fear my Faults ſhould burthen your Affect ions. 
Pray for me, for I faint. * 74:4 Ballet 
Jul. O ſtay a little, 
A little, little, Sir. [Offers to kill ber/elf. 
Vir. Fie, Juliana. 
Jul. Shall I out- live the Virtue, I have murder'd? . 
Vir. Hold, or thou hat'ſt my Peace; give me the Dagger, 


| On your Obedience, and your Love, deliver it. 


If you do thus, we ſhall not meet in Heav'n, Sweet; 
No guilty Blood comes there; kill your Intentions, 
And then you conquer; there where I am going, 
Would you not meet me, Dear? | 
Ja. 1 MEE oe 

Vir. And ſtill love me? 

Jul. And ſtill behold you. 4 

Vir. Live then 'till Heav'n calls you. 
Then ripe and full of Sweetneſs you riſe fainted. 
Then I that went before you to prepare, 
Shall meet ak] welcome you, and daily court you 
(66) With Hymns of holy Love — I go out: 
Give me your Hand; farewel, in Peace farewel, 
Remember me, farewel. [Dies. 


(65) Or any Subject, &c. 


This the new Marriage, ] We ſhould certainly read, 
On any Subject, &c. | ER. 


*Tis the new Marriage, or the Sentence will be as much 
nonſenſical, as elliptical. - . | 


(66) With Hymns of holy Love — T go out: ] The Colon at the 


| end of the Line ſeems greatly to injure the Senſe of this Paſſage, 


a5 the —— to have twallow'd up a Word which is requiſite to if 
complete both that and the Meaſure : I imagine we ſhou'd fill up if 
and point thus, | | |. i 
With Hymns of haly Lowe —— fore I go out | =_ | 
Give me your Hand; Ke. | if 


The judicious Reader will eaſily ſee the Reaſon of both, 


"Th 
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And only wait what Heav*n ſhall turn me to, 


When her main Pieces founder, and fail daily? 


Admiration: tis drawn with ſo maſterly an Hand, that a Perſn 


Jul. (67) Sleep you ſweet Glaſſes, ants (68 
An everlaſting Slumber crown thoſe Cryſtals z/ ; . 
All my Delight adieu, farewel, dear Virolet, 
Dear, dear, moſt dear; O I can weep no more, 
My Body now 1s Fire, and all conſuming 
Here will I fit, forget the World and all things, 


For now methinks I ſhould not live. 4 [She fats down, 
Enter Pandulpho, Fe 0 


Pan. O my ſweet Daughter, * C 
The Work is finiſh'd now, I promis'd thee:: B 
Here are thy Virtues ſhew'd, here regiſter'd, _ 

And here ſhall live for ever, eres 8 


Ful. Blot it, burn it, | 
I have no Virtue, hateful I'm as Hell is 

Pan. Is not this Virolet? 

Jul. Ask no more Queſtions; 

Miſtaking him, I kill'd him. 

Pan. O my Son, | _ 
Nature turns o my Heart again, my dear Son, 
Son of my Age, would'ſt thou go out ſo quickly? 
So poorly take thy Leave, and never ſee me? 

Was this a kind Stroke, Daughter? Could you love him, 
Honour his Father, and ſo deadly ſtrike him? 

O wither'd timeleſs Youth! are all thy Promiſes, 

Thy goodly Growth of Honours, come to this ? 

Do I halt ſtill i'th' World, and trouble Nature, 


22 Onan mw 


Enter Lucio, and other Servants. 


Luc. He does weep certain: What Body's that lyesby 
him? e R 


(67 This Paſſion of Fuliana calls for, and deſerves our highet 


c WW = a reed. V 4. ) <4 — edt — 


«a 


— 1 


. 


muſt be endued with a very ſmall ſhare of Taſte not to be touct' 
at the reading of it: Our Poets, ftill in the Pathetic, a pear ſuffi 
ciently plain thro' the Body of their Plays, that here it flames out, 


and perhaps has not its ſuperior in any part of their Maſter Shale. 


ſpear s Compoſitions, 


How 


im, 


They've kill'd him, ſlain him baſely! ; Ge 
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(68) How do you, Sir? 
Pan. O look there, Lucio, ; 
Thy Maſter, thy beſt Maſter : g 
Luc. Woe is me. 


Maſter 
Pan. Well Daughter, well; what (69) E cart had you 
to do this? 

know he did you Wrong. 3 but *twas his 9 2 
And not his Fault; for my ſake that have loy'd 1957 , 
But I ſee now you ſcorn me too. n 

Luc. O Miſtreſs? 
Can you ſit there, and his cold OF: breathleſs : 5 
Baſely upon the Earth? 

Pan. Let her alone, Boy, 
She glories in his end. 

Luc. You ſhall not ſit here, 


And ſuffer him you loved, — ha! Good Sir, come, _ | 
Come. hither quickly, heave her up; O Heav'n ! Sir, i! 
O God, my Heart! ſhe's cold, cold and ſtiff 1005 1 | 
Stiff as a Stake, ſhe's dead. * Sg 1 
Pan. She's gone, ne'er bend her. j 
I know her Heart, ſhe could not want his Company: 
Bleſſing go with thy Soul, ſweet Angels ſhadow it, 
O, that I were the third now, what a n 
But I muſt live, to ſee you laid in Earth bo 
Then build a Chapel to your Memories, 
Where all my Wealth ſhall faſhion out your Stories. 
Then dig a little Grave beſides, and all's done. 
How ſweet ſhe looks, her Eyes are open ſmiling, _.. 
thought ſh ad been alive. You are my Charge, Sirs, 
And amongſt you, I'Il ſee his Goods diſtributed. 
Take up the Bodies, mourn in Heart, my F riends, 
You've loſt two noble Succours ; follow me, 


And thou, fad Country, weep this Miſery.  [Exeunt. 


1 6 


ww 
* 


CE 
1 


(68) How do you do, Sir ?] The latter do which ſpoils the Men- 
fure, I have dropt upon the Authority of Folio 1647. 


(69g) ——— Heart had you] So Octavo Edition of 1647, thus, a 
—— what Heart you had. | | 


Tu no matter which way we read, either will do. 


Enter 
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Enter Seſſe, Boatfwain, Maſter, Gunner, e and 
Soldiers. 


Seſſe. Keep the Ports ſtrongly mann'd, and let none enter 
But ſuch as are known Patriots. 

All. Liberty, Liberty! 

Seſſe. *Tis a ſübltantil Thing, and nat 4 Word, 
You Men of Naples, which if once taken from us, 
All other Bleſſings leave us; 3 tis a Jewel 
Worth purchaſing, at the dear rate of Life, 

And ſo to be defended. O remember „ 
What you haye ſuffer'd, ſince you parted with it; 
And if again you wiſh not to be Slaves, eds! 
And Properties to Ferrand's Pride and Luſt, 

Take noble Courage, and make PR what 

Is happily begun. 

1 Cz. Our great Preſerver, 

You have infranchis'd us, from wretched Bondage. 

2 Cit. And might be known, to whom we owe our Free. 
We to the Death would follow him. 8 dom, 

3 Cit. Make him King, Sw 85 
The Tyrant once remov'd. 

Seſſe. That's not my end. 

*Twas not Ambition that brought me hither, 
With theſe my faithful Friends, nor hope of Spoil: 
For when we did poſſeſs the Tyrant's Treaſure, 
By Force extorted from you, and employed, 

To load. you with moſt miſerable Thraldom, 
We did not make it ours, but with it purchas'd 
The help of theſe, to get you Liberty, 

That for the ſame Price kept you in Subjection. 
Nor are we Swuitzers, worthy Country Men, 

But Neapolitans : Now eye me well; 

And tho' the reverend Emblems of mine Age, 

My ſilver Locks are ſhorne, (70) my Beard cut off, 


Partaking 


(o) — my Beard cut of, 

Partaking yet of an adulterate 8 ] This is a glaring 
Contradiction Sd, for if his Beard was cut off, the Colour of it 
cou'd not pothbly be adulterate: If we do but remember what we 
are told of this Duke's having his Beard run into a Peak of 
Taventy, we may read the Paſſage thus with Mr, Seward, 

— 9 
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Tho' fourteen Yeers you have not ſeen this Face, 
You may remember it, and call ta Mind | 
There was a Duke of Seſſe, a . wrong d Prince 
Wrong'd by this Tyrant Ferrand. | 
1 Cit. Now I know him. 
2 Cit. Tis he, long live the Duke of Sefſe. 
Sg e. I thank you. 
The Injuries I received, I muſt anf rn 255 
Made me forget the Love I owed this Country, 
For which I hope, I've given Satisfaction, 
In being the firſt that ftir%d, to give it Freedom; 
And with your Loves and furtherance, will call banks 
Long baniſht Peace; and Plenty, to this People. 
2 Cit. Lead where you pleaſe, we'll * 0 I 
1 Cit, Dare all Dangers. #11 Horm 244 


Enter Pandulpho, the Bodies of Vila and J gs, 
pen 4 Hearſe, _ 


See. What ſolemn Funeral's this? 0 1550 

Pan. There reſt a while, io 
And if't be poſſible there can be added L216 na 
Wings to your ſwift deſire of juſt Revenge. 
Hear (if my Tears will give way to wy Words) 


Partaking yet of an adulterate Colour; 


Io brief a moſt fad Story. | u 
* "Safe. 1 25 "_ arc they ? . | 8. OL 
n cut harp, # (7 1 D304 

Or as I think nearer ike traces of the Letten thus, | 0303-360 W 


my Beard cut half, 
'Tis well known that dying of 12 was a frequent Colton in 
our Poets Time, and upon this Practice I wilt undertake to _ 
a corrupted Paſſage in Shake/pcar's Meaſure for Meaſure, Act 4 
Scene 7 
Duke Oh Deaths à great 8 and you add ta ir ; 
Shave the Head and ie the Beard, and fay it was, ws to make 
it appear that tie is a Corruption here, and that 4e is the original 
Word, we need only quote another go: from Scene 9. * this 
fame Act. The Prowoſt ſays, 1 
There dy'd this Morn: 19 
One Ragozine 
4A Man of Claudio' Years ; ie Beard and gs 
Jul. of his Colour. 


# 'S © 4 
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J know thee well, Pandulpho. US 


Pan. My belt Lord? 27 wot oof 


As far as Sorrow will give Leave, wet weledme'z 
This Virolet was, and but a Son of mine, 

I might ſay, the moſt hopeful of our Guiry: | 
And though unfortunate, never ignoble; 

But I'll ſpeak him no further. Look on FRY 

This Face, that in a Savage would move 25 e 
The Wonder of her Sex, and having ſaid 18 90 
Tis Juliana, Eloquence will want Words "my 
To ſet out her deſervings; this bleſt Lady, Fe 
That did endure the Rack to fave her band, 94 
That Husband, who, in being forc'd to leave her, | | 
Endur*d a thouſand Tortures; by what 3 

I know not, (but *twas ſure a cunning one) 
Are made, the laſt I hope, but ſad Kan ples 
Of Ferrand's T f Convey the Bodi hence. 

Seſſe. Expreſs your Sorrow 
In your Revenge, not Tears, my worthy Soldier; 
That fertile Earth, that teem'd ſo many Children 
To feed his Cruelty, in her bande Wand! [a | 
Can hardly now receive *em. mn. 

Boatſ. We are cold, _ [vere 
Cold Walls ſhan't keep him from us. 9 Were he o- 
With Mountains, and room only for a Bullet 
To be ſent level at him, I would ſpeed him. com 

Mgft. Let's ſcale this pretty Tower; at Sea we're Fal. 
And fly unto the Main-Top in a Moment, 

What then can ſtop us here ? 

1 Cit. We'll tear him Piece-meal. 

2 Cit. Or eat a Paſſage to him. 

Seſſe. Let Diſcretion 
Direct your Anger; that's a Victory, 

Which is got with leaſt Loſs, let us make ours ſuch : _ 
And therefore Friends, while we hold parley here, 
Raiſe your Scalado on the other fide, 5 
But enter*d wreak your Suff' rings, 


[ Exeunt Sailors and Soldiers, 


1 cit. In our Wrongs 
There was no Mean - 
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2 Cit. Nor in our full egen II 300 15 
| 
| 


i Will we know wy * 19 5 8 

: Seſſe. Be appeas an, » Pandulpho. 
No —— 1 from Death's Priſon ; : ut | 
What his inevitable Hand hath ſeiz*'d on, PE bl 
The World cannot recover. - All the Comfort © . oage | 
That I can give to you, is to ſee Vengeance voy Ca 

Pour*d dreadfully upon the Author's Head, | 

Of which their Aſhes may be ſenſible, 5 | 
That have faln by him. [Sound 4 Party. l 


Enter Ferrand, Martia, Aſcanio, and Rovers above. 


Pau. They appear. Eh 
Fer. *Tis not that we eſteem ellis Tias 
Worthy an Anſwer to their proudeſt Summons, 
That we vouchſafe our Preſence, or t* exchange 
One Syllable with 'em; but to let ſuch Kno, 
Though circled round with Treaſon, all points bent 
As to their Center at my Heart, 'tis free, 50 
/ Free from fear, Villains, and in this weak Tower | 
| Ferrand commands as abſolute, as wien 
14 He trod upon your Necks, and as much ſcorns you. 
ered And when the Sun of Majeſty ſhall break through . 
c The Clouds of your Rebellion, every Beam, 
of Inſtead of comfortable Heat, ſhall ſend 
on? Conſuming Plagues among you, and you call 
Fal. That Government which you term'd Tyrannous, 
Hereafter, gentle. 7 


F, 4 
$i Þ 


Seſſe. Flattter not thy ſelf x 
With theſe deluding hopes, thou cruel Beaſt, 
Thou art i'th' toil, and the glad Huntſman prouder, 
By whom thou'rt taken, of his Prey, than if | 
(Like thee) he ſhould command, and ſpoil his Foreſt, 
Fer. What art thou? 
| Seſſe. To thy horror, Duke of See. 
Fer. The Devil. 
858 Seſſe. Reſerv'd for thy Damnation. 
Hers, Fer. Why ſhakes my Love? 
Mart. O I am loſt for ever; 
2 Mountains divide me from him, ſome kind Hand 
1 Vol. VII. — M Prevent 
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3 our fearful meeting: Or lead me 
To the ſt cp Rock, whoſe rugged Brows are bent 
Upon the ſwelling Main ; there let me hide me: $0 
And as our Bodies then ſhall be divided, 5 K 
May our Souls never meet. 
Fer. Whence grows this, Sweeteſt ? 
Mart. There are a thouſand Furies in his Looks; 
And in his deadly filence more loud Horror, 
Than when in Hell the tortur'd and tormentors 
Contend whoſe ſhrieks are greater. Wretched me! 
It is my Father. | 
Sefſe. Yes, and I will own her, Sir, | 
Till my Revenge. It is my Daughter, Ferrand ; 
My Daughter ou haſt whor'd. 
Fer, I triumph in't: 
To know ſhe's thine, affords me more true e Pleaſure, 
Than the Act gave me, when een at the height, 
I crack*d her Virgin Zone, Her ſhame dwell on thee, 
And all thy Family; may they ne'er know 
A female Iſſue, but a Whore; Aſcanio, 
Ronvere, look cheerful ; be thou a Man too, 
And learn of me to die. That we might fall, | 
And in our Ruins ſwallow up this Kingdom, 
Nay the whole World, and make a ſecond Chaos. 
And if from thence a new Beginning riſe, 
Be it Recorded this did end with us; 
And from our Duft hath Embryon, 
EX Ron. I liv'd with you, 
And will die with you ; your Example makes me 
Equally bold. | 
Aſa. And I reſolv d to bear 
Whate'er my Fate appoints me. 
Seſſe. They are ours, 
Now to the Spoil. _ 
Boalſ. Pity the Lady, to all elſe be deaf. Eau. 
Within, Kill, kill, kill. | 
Alu,! Flouriſh T rumpets, Retreat. | 


Eur il | 


we 
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Enter Sele with. Fer errandꝰs Head, the Citizens, Matty, 


Boatfwain, . n en in Aſcanio and 
Martia, 


Sefſe.' Cruel betta Weir with cruel ende ; 
And the beſt Sacrifice to Heav'n-for Peace, 85 
Is Tyrants Blood, and thoſe that ſtuck faſt to him, 
Fleſh'd Inſtruments in his commands to Meters, 
With him diſpatch'd. mm 

Boatſ. They are cut off. he, 7 2 . 

Seſſe. Tis well. ws 

All. Thanks to the Duke of See.” 

Seſſe. Pay that to Heav'n, 

And for a general Joy, give general Thanks: ; 

For Bleſſings neer deſcend from Heay*n, but 1 
A grateful Sacrifice aſcends from Men. 

To your Devotion; leave me, there's a Scene 
Which I would act alone; yet you may ſtay, 5 
For wanting juſt Spectators, "twill be ene 

The reſt forbear me. 

Cit. Liberty, liberty, liberty! LT 

Mart. I would I were as far beneath the cane, 
As now I ſtand above it; how I tremble ! a 
Thrice happy they that died, I dying live 
To ſtand the Whirlwind of a Father's Fury. 


Now it moves toward me. 


Seſſe. Thou I want a Name 255 
By which to ſtile thee: All artic'late ſounds 
That do expreſs the miſchief of vile Woman, 
That are, or have been, or ſhall be, are weak 
To ſpeak thee to the height. Witch! Parricde! 15 
For thou, in taking leave of Modeſty, _ 
Haft kill'd thy Father, and his Honovr loſt ; 
He's but a walking Shadow to torment thee, 
To leave, and rob thy Father; then ſet free 
His Foes, whoſe Slavery he did prefer 
Above all Treaſure, was a ſtrong defeazance 
To cut off &en the fureſt bonds of Mercy. 
After all this, having given up thy ſelf 


— 


Like to a ſenſual Beaſt, a ſlaye to Luſt, 


N 2 i To 
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To play the Whore, and then (high Heav'n, i it racks me) 
To find out none to quehich thy Appetite, | 

But the moſt cruel King, whom next to Hell 

Thy Father hated, and whoſe black Embraces 


Thou ſhouldſt have fled from, as the wake of F aries 3 
What canſt thou look for? . 


Enter Pandulpho, and the Bodies * on the mel. 


Mart. Death; and 'tis not in 1 
To hurt me farther; my old Reſolution, | 
Take now the place 'of Fear; z In this I liv'd, 

In this Pl die, your Daughter. . 
Pan. Look but here; 1 

You had, I know, a guilty Gland 3 in this; 

Repent it, Lady. 3 
Mart. Juliana dead | ? | 

And Firolet? _. 

Pan. By her unwilling Hand. 

Mart. Fates, you are equal, What can now fall on me, 
That I will ſhrink at? Now unmoy'd I dare 
Look on your Anger, and not bend a Knee 
To ask your Pardon; let your Rage run higher 
Than Billows rais'd up by a violent Tempeſt, 

And be, as that is, deaf to all intreaties; _ 

They're dead, and I prepar d; for in their fall 

All my defires are ſum'd up. 

Seſſe. Impudent too? 

Die in it, Wretch. by | 
Boatſ. Stay, Sir. [ Boatſwain kills ber. 
Seſſe. How dar'ſt thou, Villain, 

Snatch from my Sword the honour of my Juſtice ? 

© Boatſ. I never did you better Service, Sir, 

Yet have been ever faithful. I confeſs 

That ſhe deſerv'd to die, but by whoſe Hand? 

Not by a Father's. Double all her Guilt, 

It could not make you innocent, had you done it. 

In me *tis Murder, in you *twere a Crime 

Heav'n could not pardon. Witneſs that I love you, 

And in that Love I did it. 

Seſſe. Thou art noble, 


”" 


ne, 


ber, 


, 
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I thank thee for't, the thought of her die with her. 
Aſca. My turn is next; ſince ſhe could find no Mercy, 


What am I to expect? 


Cit. With one Voice, Sir, 
The Citizens ſalute you with the Stile 
Of King of Naples. 

Seſſe. J muſt be excus'd, 
The Burden 1s too heavy for my Shoulder, 
Beſtow it where tis due. Stand forth Aſcanio, 
It does belong to you; live long and wear it, 
And warn'd by the Example of your Uncle, 
Learn that you are to govern Men, not Beaſts; 
And that it is a moſt improvident Head, 
That ftrives to hurt the Limbs that do ſupport it. 


Give burial to the Dead; for me, and mine, 


We will again to Sea, and never know : 


The Place, which in my Birth firſt gaye me Woe. 


[ Flouriſh Trumpets. Exeunt omnes. 
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"i HE Vw vet, l 


MEN. 


D ON Philippo, King of Spain. 
; Otrante, a Spaniſb N in love with Florimel. 


Julio, a Nobleman, Uncle to Antonio. 
Bellides, Father to Iſmenia, Enemy to Julio. 

Liſauro, Brother to Iſmenia, Bellides? Son. 
Terzo, Kinſman to Liſauro, and Friend to Bellides. 
Antonio, in love with Iſmenia, an Enemy to Bellides. 
Martino, Friend to Antonio, and bis ferret Rival. 
Geraſto, Friend to Otrante. 


Pedro, 35 : 

Mong: 1 Two Caurtiers. 

Goſtanzo, 

Giraldo, Three Gentlemen, Friends to Julio. 
Philippo, | ES 
Vertigo, 4 F rench Tayber. | FO 


Lords attending the King in Progreſs. 

Franio, a Miller, ſuppoſed Father ts Florimel. 
Buſtopha, Franio bis Son, a aca 

Pedro, a Songſter. | 
Conſtable. N 
Officers. 


Servants. 
* 
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Iſmenia, Daughter to Bellides, Mz, fireſs of Antonio. 

Aminta, Couſin to If meta, _ ber ee n in 
Antonio Lode. 

Florimel, ſuppoſed Daighter t Planis, Dang bier to Julio, 
ftolen from him a Child, 

Gillian, Franio be Miller's Wife, 

Country Maids. 
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ACT 1. SCENE I. 


| Enter Lifauro, Terzo, lſnenia, * Aminta, 


L 18 4.U KW 


E the Coach go round, wel walk _ 
ttheſe Meadows, [ Siſter, 
And meet at Port again: Come my fair 

EH Theſe cool Shades will delight 58. 

mani. Fray be merry 49 
The Birds fing as they meant to entertain ve, 
Ev'ry thing {miles abroad; methinks the River, 

As he ſteals by, curles up his . to view Wer wAT 
Ev'ry thing is in Love. 0 
Im. You'd have it ſo. of 


—_— 


- You that are fair, are eaſie of belief, Con, r 


The theam ſlides from your Tongue 
Amin. I fair? I thank ye, 
Mine's but a Shadow when your Sun 2 "i me. 
Jin. No more of this; you know your Worth, Aminta. 
Where are we now ?- 
Amin. Hard by the Town, Jannis, 
Ter. Cloſe by the Gates. 
In. Tis a fine Air. c | 
Liſ. A delicate; 
The way ſo ſweet ind even that ws N 
Would 


202 e Maid in the Mill. 
Would be a tumbling trouble to > our Pleaſures : 2051 
Methinks I'm very merry. | | 
In. I am fad. 
Amin. You're ever ſo when we entreat ye, Coun, 
1ſm. (1) 1 have no reaſon: ſuch a trembling here 7 
Over my Heart methinks —— 
Amin. Sure you are faſting, 
Or not ſlept well to Night; ſome Dream, 1/menia p 
1/m. My Dreams are like my Thoughts, honeſt and 
innocent, vis 
Yours are unhappy ; who are theſe that coaſt us ? 
You told me th* Walk was private. 


Enter Antonio and Martino. 


Ter. "Tis maſt commonly. | 7 ness, 
Im. Two proper Men: It ſeems they have ſome buſi- 
With me none ſure; I do not like their Faces; 
They are not of our Company. 


Ter. No, Couſin. 
1iſauro, we are dog'd. TR 
Lif. I find it, fin: ach "1 1 


Ant, What handome Lady? 
Mar. Yes, ſhe's very baden; 
T hey' re handſome both. 
Ant. Martino, ſtay, we're cozend. 
Mar. I will go a Woman 1s no Wild-fire. 
Ant. Now by my- 45 
They're of our Enemies, the Houſe of Be des [he 
Our mortal Enemies. | 
Mar. Let *em be Devils 
They pear ſo handſomly, 1 will go ei 
If theſe be Enemies, Þ'll ne'er ſeek E Friends more. 
Ant. Prithee forbear, the Gentle women - — 
Mar. That's it, Man, - Wi n 


6 1 1 Los 10 129 08 Ih a As ro ral The Gentems, 
to whom my Readers 855 indebted for ſome Remarks ow.” 
Knight 7 the Burning Peſile, points thus, | 

have (no reaſon) fuck a trembling hire, I. 
Which I think clears and heightens the place, tho T have not 
ventur'd to difturb * old e 8 is Pu Senſe. 


That 


ife ſhe's ſweet: Stay eee 


* 


at 
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That moves me like a Gin. ear 

pray ye ſtand off, Ladies 
Lil. They re both our Enemies, both ** us equally ; 

By this fair Day our mortal Foes. 

Ter. I know em, 

And come here to affront: how they . at us? 

They ſhall have gaping work. | * 
Ian. Why your Swords, Gentlemen? N 
Ter. Pray ye ſtand you off, Couſin, 

And good now leave your whiſtling, we're abus d al 5 

Back, back, I ſay. 

Liſ. Go back. | 
Ant. We are no Dogs, Sir, 

To run back on Command. 4 
Ter. We'll make ye run, Sir. | 
Ant, Having a civil Charge of handſome Ladies, 

We are your Servants; pray ye no el. S | 

There's way enough for both. 

Lif. We'll make it wider. | lat ye. 
Ant, If you will fight; arm'd from this Saint, have 
In. O me unhappy | are ye Gentlemen. 1 

Diſcreet, and civil, and in o View this —— _... 
Anin. What will Men think of us; nay. you may kill us. 

Mercy o = ee my Petticoat; what bloody Gentle- 

men [nocent z 
Im. Make way through me, y had beſt, and kill an In- 

Brother, why Couſin by this Lage I'll die too, 

This Gentleman is legal be you merciful : 

Alas, the Swords!!! 

Amin. You had beſt run me through, 
Twill be a valiant Thruſt. 
Jin, I faint amongſt ye. 
Pray ye ben't fearful : I have done, ſweet La Ys 

My Sword's already aw'd, and ſhall obey ye : 4 

I come not here to violate ſweet Beauty. 5 

I bow to that. 

Im, Brother, you ſee this Gentleman, 

This noble Gentleman. | „ 
Liſ. Let him avoid then, 5 e ni oo Oe 
Ang leave our Wallwnwn. 


8 A er 2 


Here's a ſweet Temper now : This is a Man, Brother ; 


That it becomes him, yours proclaim ye Monſters. 


i. e. reſpect, before Mr. Seward e to me the ſame _ 


104 R be Mall in #0 08811 
Ant. The Lady may command, Sir, 


5 She bears an Eye more dreadful chan your Wes 


In. What a ſweet Nature chis Man has ? 2 den Brother 
Put up your Sword. | | 8 
Ter. Let them put up, and walk tien. fla: 
Ant. No more loud 7ords, there's time e before 
For ſhame put up, do Honour to theſe Brautics. | 
Mar. Our way is this, we will not be deny'd it. 

Ter. And ours is this, we will not be eroſß'd in it. 
Ant. What &er your way is, Lady, *tis'a fair one; 
And may it never meet with rude Hands more, r 
Nor rough uncivil Tongues, 5 IN Exeunt, 

Iſm. I thank ye, Sir. 
Indeed I thank ye nobly ; a brave Enemy! 1 


This Gentleman's anger is ſo nobly ſeated, 


What if he be our Houſe- Foe? we may brag on't; 
We've ne'er a Friend in all our Houſe fo honourable 
Id rather from an Enemy, my Brother, 
Learn worthy diſtances (2) and modeſt deference, 
Than from a Race of empty Friends, loud nothings: - 
Pm hurt between ye. 
Amin. So am TI, I fear too. i Dit Coulin,' 
Why look ye pale? ? Where are ye hurt 1 
In. I know not, 
But here methinks. II 
Liſ. Unlace her, gentle Coufn s 
Jin. My Heart, my Heart, and yet I bleſs: the hure. 
Amin. Is it ſo dangerous? 
Iſm. Nay, nay, I taint not. | 
Amin. Here is no Blood that I find, ſure *tis 1 
Inn. Yes, yes, tis inward; *twas a ſubtle Weapon, 
The hurt not to be cur'd I * 
Li. The Coach there. . 


(2) — and mods difference, ] The Senſe of this LS require 
evidently a Lection different from any the other Editions exhibit : [ 


propos d reading thus, 
— and worthy deference, 


* 


* 
* 
F «4 


conjectural Lection, and ſo have not ſcrupled to _ the * ext. 
mn, 


T. 
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Amin. May be a fright, 8 IS 
Im. Aminia, twas a ſweet ORs 


And yet a cryel,'} -- 
Amin. Now I Find the wound i — 


A wondrous handſome Gentlemen — | rY 


Jin. Oh no deeper: 721 36 
Prithee be ſilent, Wench, it may be thy caſe, {Confin 3 


Amin. You muſt be ſearch'd; the 8 er 
And of ſo ſweet. a Nature — + 


Im. Dear Aminta, 


Make it not ſorer. I-11 e A 


. Amin. And on my Life adrhires ye . 
In. Call the Coach, Couſin. 
Amin. The Coach, the Coach. Ric {þ) 
Ter. Tis ready, bring the Coach — idieA 
Liſ. Well my brave Enemies, we ſhall yet meet ye, 


And our old Hate ſhall teſtifie ——— 


Ter. It hall, Conn. [Excant, 


N Nias. Hi x: 
Enter Antonino ad Martino. 101 


Ant. Their Swords, alas, I weigh *em not, dear Friend, 
The Indiſcretion of the Genn blunts en; 


The Fury of the Houſe affrights not me, 
It 4 it ſelf in Words: Oh me, Martino, 
There was a two-edg'd Eye, a Lady carry'd; 
A Weapon that no Valour can avoid, 
Nor Art, the Hand of Spirit, put aſide. 

0 Friend, it broke out on me like a Bullet 
Wrapt in a Cloud of Fire; (3) that Point, Marino, 
Dazled my Senſe, and was too ſubtle for me; 


Shot 
(3) —— that Point, Martino, 
Daz led my Senſe,] J don't approve any of the Text where it 
is good Senſe before, otherwiſe a ſmall change in the Letters wou d 
perhaps keep cloſer to the Metaphor that is carry'd on thro' the 
Speech, I therefore only mention it as a meer Qyery, whether the 


a Poet might not poſſibly have wrote 


Baffled my Fence, | 
There is this Reaſon to render it probable; in both Folios Sente is 


ſpelt in the latter part with a c, as Fence is. Now the f 
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| Shot like a Comet in my Face, and wounded -- 
(To my Eternal Ruin,) my Heart's Valour. 
Mar. Methinks ſhe was pf ſuch Piece. 
Ant. Blaſpheme not, Sir, . 
She is ſo far beyond weak Conimendition, : 
| That Impudence will bluſh to think ill of her; 
Mar. I ſee it not, and yet I had both Eyes open, 
And T could judge; 1 know there is no 
'Till our Eyes give it *em, and make *em handſome; 
What's red and white, unleſs we do allow em pK 
A green Face elſe; and methinks ſuch another — — 
Ant. Peace thou lewd Heretick ; thou Judge of Beauties? 
Thou haſt an excellent Senſe for a Sign-Poſt, Friend, 
(4) Didſt thou not ſee, (Ill {wear thou art ſtone blind ele, 
As blind as Ignorance;) when ſhe appear'd firſt, 
Aurora breaking in the Eaſt, and een h her F ace, 5 
(As if the Hours and Graces had 2 Roſes,) 
A Bluſh of Wonder flying? (5) when ſhe was frighted 
At our uncivil Swords, didſt thou not mark 
How far beyond the Purity of Snow 
The ſoft Wind drives, whiteneſs of Innocence, 
Or any thing that bears celeſtial Paleneſs, _ 
SF appear d 'th* ſudden ? Didft thou not ſee her Tears - 
When ſhe entreated? O thou Reprobate 
: Didſt thou not ſee thoſe orient Tears flow'd from her, 
The little Worlds of Love? A ſet, Martino, 


— 


to have been accidentally changed, (and 'tis the leaſt change a hs 
ter can undergo) the Editors wou'd then naturally alter Baffled to 
Dar led. Mr. Seward. 
(4) Doft thou not fee, —— ſoon blind elſe,] This Line labours un- 
der two Corruptions ; the firſt is the wrong Tenſe of the Verb in the 
_ of the Line, which the unknown Gentleman alters with me 


, 

Didſi thou not ſee —>— The other is, 

Thou art ſoon blind elſe, a Paſſage which Mr. Theobald and 
Mr. Sexcard ſaw with me ought to be wrote, 

Thou art ſtone blind elſe. And accordingly I have ventur'd to 
inſert the Paſſage thus corrected into the preſent Text. 
(5) —— when he was fri Kat As the Diſcourſe is ſolely about 
A Lay; the reading in the Text, which is from the Copy of 1647 
and my Correſpondent's Conjecture, is undoubtedly genuine. 


af en io IE RF —yk— —— ſ— — — — 
* — " 


Of 


— 
— 
— * — — 
—— 


$? 
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"Of ſuch ſan&tified Beads, and a holy Heart to love, 


| could live ever a religious Hermit. 
Mar. I do believe a little, and yet methinks | 
She was o'th' loweſt Stature. | 
Ant. A rich Diamond 
get neat and deep. Nature's chief art, aun, 
Is to reſerve her Models curious 
Not cumberſome and great; and ſuch an one 
For fear ſhe ſhould exceed upon her Matter, 
Has ſhe fram'd this; (6) oh tis a Spark off Beauty, | 
And where they *pear'fo excellent in little, 
They will but flame in great; Extention {| i em: 1 
Martino learn this, th* narrower that our Eyes 
Keep way unto our Object, till the ſweeter | 
That comes unto's: Great Bodies are like Countries, 1 
Diſcovering ſtill, Toil and no Pleaſure finds em. 
Mar. A rare Coſmographer for: a Fall Tand,! 


Now I believe ſhe's handſome. 996. bi , 


Ant. Believe heartily, 

Let thy Belief, though long a ebming 5 | fave hee. 

Mar. She was, certain, fair, ' 1 
Aut. But hark ye, Friend Ni * 
Do not believe your ſelf too far before ann 
For then you may wrong me, Sir. Ones ig 
Mar. Who bid ye teach jo bs 6. | 
D'you ſhow me Meat, and ſtitch my Lips, Antoni of 

Is that fair Play ? 

Ant. Now if thou ſhouldſt abuſe: 2 | 
And yet I know thee for an arrant Wencher, | 
A moſt immod”rate thing, thou canſt not love long 

Mar. A little ſerves my turn, [ oy: at all Ganges, 
But I believe 

Ant. How if we never fee her more ? 

She is our Enemy. | 


(6) 


4 


Oh "tis a Spark of Jas 
And when the appear Jo excellent in litth, | 
They will bat flame in great ;] If this be genuine, Flame, 
when apply'd to Beauty, mul be a term of Contempt, whereas 8 
is, I believe, univerſally apply'd to it as a term of teellefice. | 
verily think the Original was, not flame, and then the Reaſon * 
follows is juſt, becauſe Extention Jpoils "em, Mr. Seward. 


Mar, 
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Mar. Why are you jealous then? "TY 

As far as I conceive ſhe hates our whole Houſe; · 
Ant. Vet, good Martino e 
Mar. Come, come, I've merey on 5: 0 2h 

You ſhall enjoy her in your Dream, Antonio, | ++ 

And I'll not hinder; though now I perſuade my . 


Enter Aminta with a Letter. 


Ant. Sit with Perſuaſion down, and on deal honeſty; ; 
J will look better on her. 

Mar. Stay, who's this, Friend ? 

Ant. Is't not the other Gentlewoman? 
Mar. Yes; a Letter — | 
She brings no Challenge ſure; if ſhe do, as 
I hope ſheꝰ Il be a Second too; I'm for her. 

Amin. A good Hour, Gentlemen. 

Aut. You're welcome, Lady; 
Tis like our late rude Paſſage has pour 0 on1 ws 
Some Reprehenſion. 

Amin, No, I bring no Anger, 
Though ſome deſery*d it. Ws 2 * 

Ani. Sure we were all to blame, Lady; 8. 
But for my part, in all Humility / 
And with no little Shame, I ask your Pardons ; 
Indeed I wear no Sword to fright ſweet Beauties, 

Amin. You have it, and this Letter; pray ye view i, Sir, 
And my Commiſſion's done. 

Mar. Have ye none for me, Lady ? 

Amin. Not at this time. 

Mar. I am ſorry for't; I can read too. 

Amin. I'm glad; but Sir, to kee you in your Exercil, 
You may chance meet with one al written, 

Mar. Thank ye, | 
So't be a Woman's, I can pick the Meaning, 
For likely they've but one end. 

Amin. You ſay true, Sir. Ii. 

Ant. Martin, my Wiſhes are come home and loaden, 
| Loaden with brave Return; moſt happy, happy 
I am a bleſs'd Man; where's the Gentlewoman ? 

Mar. Gone, the Sp'rits gone, what News ? 


— — ——— 


Anti 


oo Bene » TEA” 


— — — AA A 4A 


— - 


den, 


Anti 


The Maid in the Mill, 209 
Ant. Tis from the Lady; Ain 
From her we ſaw; from that fame Miracle, 


I know her Name now; read but theſe three Lines; 
Read * Devotion, Friend, the Lines are holy. 


Martino reads. 


I dare not chide ye in my Letter, Sir, 

Till be too gentle : If you pleaſe to look me 

In the Weſt- ſtreet, and find a fair Stone Window | 
(6) Carved with white Cupids; there Dll entertain ye: 


Night and Diſcretion guide ye. Call me Iſmenia. 


Ant. Give't me again: Come, come; fly, fly, 1 'mall Fire. 
Mar. There may be Danger, 
Ant. So there is to drink, 
When Men are thirſty, to eat haſtily 
When we are hungry: So there is in Sleep, Friend; 
ObſtruEtions then may riſe and ſmother us; 
(7) We my die laughing, choak'd &en at Devotions : : 
An Apoplexy, or a ſudden Palſie, | 
May ſtrike us down. 
7 — T may be a Train to catch ye. | 
Ant. Then I am caught; and let Love anſwer for t, 
Tis not my Folly, but his Infamy. 
And if he be ador'd, and dare do vile e, — : 
Mar. Well, 1 will go. 
Ant, She is a Lady, Sir, 
A Maid, I think, and where that holy Spell 
Is flung about me, I ne*er fear a Villany. 
Tis almoſt Night; away Friend. 
Mar. I am read 7 


(6) c with white Cupid ;] The Text is from 1647, and 


1679 Editions; and ſo reads too my unknown Friend. 


(7) We may die laughing, choat'd en at Devotions : _ 

An Apoplexy, &c.] Here the falſe Pointings have depriv'd us 
of a beautiful compound Word, and apply'd choaking to Devotions, 
which cannot in a ſerious Senſe have any tendency to kill a Man 
in that way. I read, 

We may die lang bing. -choak'd, Oen at Dewotions, 
An Apoplexy, or a ſudden Palſy 
May firike us down. &c. | Mr. Seward, 


Vor. VII. | © 


Why every Wafer-woman will undertake it: 


- Tf he be a Man, he will not miſs. 
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I think I know the Houſe too. 


Ant, Then we're happy. | R [ Exeunt, 
ore © £r Dh BAIL 
Enter Iſmenia and Aminta. 


Iſn. Did you meet him? 
Amin. Les. 
Im, And did you give my Letter? 
Amin. To what end went 1? 
Vn. Are ye lure *twas he? 
Was it that Gentleman? Fo | 
Amin. D' you think I was blind: 3 1 
I went to ſeek no Carrier, nor no Midwife, 
In. What kind of Man was he? Thou may'ſt be de 


ceiv*d, Friend. [Eyes too, 

Amin. A Man with a Noſe on's Face: I think he had 
And Hands, for ſure he took it. ( 

Jin. What an Anſwer? 1 [troubled? 


Amin. What Queſtions are theſe to one that's hot and I 
Do you think me a Babe? Am I not able, Couſin, 
At my Years and Diſcretion, to deliver 
A Letter handſomely ? Is that ſuch a hard thing? 


A Sempſter's Girl, or a Tailor's Wife won't miſs it: 
A Puritan Hoſtels, Couſin, would ſcorn theſe Queſtions, 
My Legs are Weary. 
Im. III make 'em well again. 
Amin. Are they at Supper? 
In. Yes, and l'm not well, | 
Nor deſire no Company: Look out, *tis darkiſh. 
Amin. I ſee nothing yet; aſſure your ſelf, Inenia, 


Jin. It may be he is modeſt, 
And that may pull him back from ſeeing me; 
Or has made ſome wild Conſtruction of my Eafi neſs : 
I bluſh to think what I writ. 
Amin. What ſhould ye bluſh at ? 
Bluſh when you act your Thoughts,not when you write'em; 
Bluſh 
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Bluſh ſoft between a Pair of Sheets, ſweet Couſin. 
. Though he be a curious carried Gentleman, I can't think 
He's ſo unnatural to leave a Woman, | 
(A young, a noble, and a beauteous Woman,) 
Leave her in her Deſires: Men of this Age 
Are rather prone to come before they're ſent for. 


Hark, I hear ſomething: Up to th' Chamber, Colo, 
You may ſpoil all elſe. 


Enter Antonio and WS. 


Im, Let me ſee, they're Gentlemen; 
It may be they. 
Amin, They are they; get ye up, | 
(9) And like a Land-ſtar draw him. SETS. 
Jm. I'm ſhame-fac'd. Enit. 
Ant. This is the Street. | | | 
Mar. I'm looking for the Houſe: 
Cloſe, cloſe, pray ye cloſe — here. 
Ant. No, this is a Merchant's; 
I know the Man well, 
Mar. And this a Pothecary's: I've we here _— times, 
For a looſeneſs in my Hilts. 
Ant. Have ye not paſt it? 
Mar. No ſure: 
There is no Houſe of mark that we have ſcaped yer." 
Ant. What place is this? 
Mar. Speak ſofter, *may be Spies; 
If any, this, a goodly Window too, 
(10) Carv'd fair above, that I perceive; 'tis dark, 
But ſhe has ſuch a Luſtre. 


72002 And like a Land ſtar ] Mr. T Jeobald hes reads 
Load-flar, and ſo does Mr. Seward; the former upon what Autho- 


rity I know not, but the latter upon that of Sir John Davies in his 
Poem upon the Soul, 


oad-flone to Hearts, and Load-flar to all Eyes. 
(10) Card far above,] I read by a flight Alteration fair, ſo 


juſt before, 
a fair fone W d 
Carv'd with white Cupids. | 
. * ſo reads likewiſe my anonymous Correſpondent, 


Blu 0 2.7 Enter 
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Enter Iſmenia and Aminta above with a Taper 


Aut. Yes Martino, 

So radiant ſhe appears | 

Mar. Elſe we may miſs, Sir: lr 
The Night grows vengeance black, pray Heav'n ſhe ſhine 
Hark, hark, a Window, and a Candle too. 

Aut. Step cloſe, *tis ſhe ; I ſee the Cloud d diſperſe 
And now the beauteous Planet. 

Mar. Ha, *tis indeed, 

Now by the ſoul of Love a Divine Creature. 

T/m. Sir, Sir. | 

Ant. Moſt bleſſed I ady. 

Jin. Pray ye ſtand out. 

Amin. You need not fear, there's no Body now ſtirring. 

Mar. Beyond his commendation I am taken, 
Infinite ſtrangely taken, 

Amin. I love that Gentleman, 7 
Methinks he has a dainty nimble Body: 
I love him heartily. 

Ian. *Tis the right Gentleman; 

But what to ſay to him, Sir 

Amin. Speak. : 

Ant. I wait ſtill, | 
And will do till I grow another Pillar, - 
To prop this Houle, fo it pleaſe . 

Jjm. Speak ſoftly, 

And *pray ye ſpeak truly too. 

Ant. I never ly'd, Lady. 

Tſim. And do not think me impudent t to ask ye 5 
I know ye are an Enemy: ſpeak low, 

But I would make y' a Friend. 

Ant. Pm Friend to Beauty; 

There is no Handſomneſs, 1 dare be Foe to. 

In. Are ye married ? 

Ant. No. 

Jin. Are ye betrothed ? 

Aut. No, neither, 

Jin. Indeed, fair Sir? | 

At. Indeed, fair Sweet, I am not. 


Lau. 


Moft 
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Moſt beauteous Virgin, I am free as you are. 
Iſn. That may be, Sir, then ye are miſerable, 
For I am bound, | 
Ant. Happy the Bonds that hold ye; 
Or do you put them on your ſelf for Pleaſure ? 
Fs Sure they be ſweeter far than Liberty: | = 
ne There is no bleſſedneſs but in fuch Bondage. = 
Give me that freedom, Madam, I beſeech ye, | 
(Since you have queſtion*d me ſo cunningly) 
To ask you whom you're bound to; he muſt be certain 
More than Human, that bounds in fuch a Beauty: 
Happy that happy Chain, ſuch Links are Heay'nly. + 

I'm. Pray ye don't mock me, Sir. | 

Ant. Pray ye, Lady, tell me. 4 

Iſn. Will ye believe, and will ye keep it to ye? 

And not ſcorn what I ſpeak ? 

Ant. I dare not, Madam, 

As Oracle what you ſay, I dare ſwear to. | 

Iſm. I'll ſet the Candle by, for I ſhall bluſh now; 
Fie, how it doubles in my Mouth ? It muſt out, 
'Tis you I'm bound to. 

Ant. Speak that word again. 

I underſtand ye not. 1 

Im. Tis you Pm bound to. 

Ant. Here 3 another Gentleman. 

In. Tis you, Sir. | 

Amin. He may be lov'd tao. 

Mar. Not by thee, firſt curſe me. 

Im. And if I knew your Name 

Ant. Antonio, Madam. 

Im. Antonio, take this Kiſs, tis you Pm bound to. 
Ani. And when ſet ye free, may Heav'n forſake me, 
Iſmenia. | 

In. Yes, now I perceive ye love me, 
You've learn'd my Name. | 
Ant. Hear but ſome Vows I'll make to ye: 
Hear but the Proteſtations of a true Love. 
In. No, no, not now: Vows ſhould be cheerful things; 
Done in the cleareſt Light, and nobleſt Teſtimony: 


O 3 No 


g. 


or 


loſt 
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No Vow, dear Sir; tie not my fair Belief | 
To ſuch ſtrict Terms: thoſe Men have broken Credits, 
Looſe and diſmembred Faiths, my dear Antonio, 
That ſplinter *em with Vows: Am I not too bold ? 
Correct me when you pleaſe. 
Ant. Yd rather hear ye, 
For ſo ſweet Muſick never ſtruck mine Ears yet : 
Will you believe now? 
Im. Yes. | « 
Ant. 1 am yours. 
W177 Speak louder, | 
If ye anſwer th* Prieſt ſo low, you'll loſe your Wedding, 
Mar. Would I might ſpeak, I'd hollow. 
Ant. Take my Heart, 
And if he be not firm and honeſt to you, 
Heav'n | 
Vin. Peace, no more: I'll keep your Heartand cone i. 


Keep you your word; when will you come again, Friend? 
For this time we have woo'd indiff rently. 


1 would fain ſee ye, when J dare be bolder. 
Ant. Why any Night; only, dear noble Miſtreſs, 
Pardon three Days, my Uncle Julio 
| Has bound me to attend him upon Promiſe, 
I | Upon expectation too; we have rare Sports there, 
[1 Rare Country Sports, 1 would you could but lee dem. 
Dare ye ſo honour me? 
Im. I dare not be there, 
You know I dare not, no, I muſt nor, Friend ; 
Where I may come with honourable Freedom 
Alas, I'm ill too, we in Love 
ö Ant. You flout me. 
In. Truſt me, I do not; I ſpeak truth, I'm ſickly, 
And am in Love, but you muſt be Phyſician. 
Ant. I'll make a Plaiſter of my beſt Affection. 
1 Iſm. Be gone, we've ſupp'd, I hear the People ſtir, - 
N Take my beſt Wiſhes; give me no cauſe, Amonio, 
ir Io curſe this happy Night. 
4 Ant. I'll loſe my Life firſt : 
A thouſand Kiſſes, 


Inn. 


, 


dt 
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Im. Take ten thouſand back again. 
Mar. Pm dumb with Admiration 3 ſhall we go, Sr I 


* 
Im. Doſt thou know his Uncle? 
Amin. No, but I can ask, Couſin, Y 
Ian. Pl] tell thee more of chat, come, let's to Bed doch 


And give me handſome Dreams, Love, I beſeech the. 


Amin. Has giv'n y' a handſome Subject. 


In. Pluck to th? Windows. [ Exeunt. 
A C T1 IL :z2 8: N E & 
Enter Buſtopha. 


Buſt, 5 HE ibund ring Seas, whoſe wat'ry Fire was 
the (11) Whitin -Mops. 
The gentle I hale 985 e Feet ſo Pal flies oer the Mountains tops. 
Fre. [w1ithin,) Boy. | 
Buſt. The thund'ring — — 
Fra. Why, Boy, Buſtopha. 
Buſt, Here I am; The gentle Whale mmm 


Enter Franio. 


Fra. Oh, are you here, Sir? where's your Sifter d 

Buſt. The gentle Whale flies o er the Mountains lOpS— 

Fra. Where's your Siſter, Man? 

Buſt. Waſhes the Whiting-Mops 

Fra. Thou ly'ſt, ſhe has (12) none to waſh. Mops? 
The Boy is half way out of his Wits, ſure : 


(11) Whiting-Mops,)} A ſort of Fiſh fo called; our Au- 
thors have the ſame Term in the Martial Maid, Act 2. Scene 2. 
m— they will tread you their Meaſures like 375 
Whiting- Mops, &c. 


'$0 in the Guardian of Philo Maſſenger, Camillo fays, 


ir "5h it were a Fiſh-gay, 
have a Stomach and wou'd content my ſelf 


With this pretty Whiting-Mop. Meaning Mirtilla. 
(12) — zone to waſh Mops?) My nameleſs Friend wou'd have 
Mops left out in the Text, but I think without reaſon : By the pre- 
ſent pointing Mops heightens the Sneer, and makes the repetition in 


this place neceſſary, 
O 4 + We "ORR 
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Sirrah, who am 1? . 
Buſt. The thund'ring Seas 
Fra. Mad, ſtark mad. 
Buſt. Will you not give a Man leave to Con? 
Fra. Yes, and feſs too, ere I have done with you, 
Sirrah. Am I your Father? 57 
Buſt. The Queſtion is too hard for- a Child, ask me 
any thing that I have learn'd, and Pl anſwer you. 
Fra. Is that a hard Queſtion ? Sirrah, am not I your 


Father? 


Buſt. If 1 had my Mother's wit I could tell you. 

Fra. Are you a Thief? 

Buſt. So far forth as the Son of a Miller. 

Fra. Will you be hang'd? | 

Buſt. Let it go by Elderſhip. The gentle Whale — 

Fra. Sirrah, lay by your fooliſh Study there, 
And beat your Brains about your own Affairs: or —- 

Buſt. I thank you; you'd have me go under the Sails, 
and beat my Brains about your Mill ? a natural Father 


/ 


Fra. I charge you go not to the Sports to Day; 

Laſt Night I gave you leave, now I recant. 

Buſt. Is the Wind turn'd ſince laſt Night? 

Fra. Marry is it, Sir, go no farther than my Mill; 
There's my Command upon you. 

Buſt. I may go round about then as your Mill does: 
I will ſee your Mill gelded; and his Stones fry'd in 
Steaks, ere I deceive the Country ſo; have I not my 
part to ſtudy ? How ſhall the Sports go forward, 'if I be 
not there? | 
Fra. They'll want their Fool indeed, if thou be'ſt not 
there. | 

Buſt. Conſider that, and go your ſelf. 
Fra. | have fears, Sirrah, that I cannot utter: 
You go not, nor your Siſter ;- there's my Charge. 
Buſt. The price of your golden Thumb can't hold me. 
[ Hounds in full Cry.] (13) Fra, Ay, this was ſport that 
I have tightly lov'd, 5 5 
(13) Fra. J, this was ſport, & c.] Without the Stage Direction 


which Mr. Seward and | have affix'd here, this abrupt Speech wou'd 
not be under ſtood by any Reader, | 


I 
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I could have kept Company with the Hounds —e 
Buſt. You are fit for no other Company yet. 
Fra. Run with the Hare, and been in the Whore's 
F 0 
Buſt. That was before I was born, I did ever miſtruſt 
was a Baſtard, becauſe Lapis is in the ſingular number 
with me. REES 
Enter Otrante and Geraſto. 


Otr. Leave thou that Game, Geraſto, and chaſe here; 
Do thou but follow it with my deſires, 
Thou'lt not return home empty. 
Ger. I'm prepar*d, | 
My Lord, with all Advantages ; and ſee 
Yonder's the Subject I muſt work upon. | 
Otr. Her Brother *tis : Methinks it ſhould be eaſie: 
(14) That groſs Compound cannot but diffuſe 
The Soul, in ſuch a Latitude of eaſe, 
As to make dull her Faculties, and lazie: 
What Wit above the leaſt, can be in him, 
That Reaſon ties together ? 
Ger. I have prov'd it, Sir, 
And know the depth of it: I have the way 
To make him follow me a Hackney-pace, 
With all that Fleſh about him ; yes, and dragg 
His Siſter after him : This baits the old one, 
| I [ Cry of Hounds. 
Rid you but him, and leave me to the other. [ Exit. 
Orr. *Tis well: Oh Franio, the good Day to you; 
You were not wont, to hear this Muſick, ſtanding ; 
The Beagle and the Bugle ye have lov'd, 
In the firſt rank of Huntſmen. | 
(15) Buſt. The Dogs cry out for him now. 
(14) That groſs Compound] The Senſe and Meaſure both ſeem 
here to be incomplete: The deficiency I wou'd remedy thus, 
For this groſs. & c. Mr. Seward io, 


Sure this gro/s. The Reader may take his Choice of either, 
(iz) Buſt. The Dogs cry out of him now.) I read for: Without 


this trifling Change, I ſee no Humour in Buftopha's Anſwer. The 


very Dogs cry out againſt him, does not ſuit the reſt of his Drol e- 
ries ; but the Dogs cry out for him as Carrion proper for em, is quite 
in his Stile. . Seward. 


Fra. 
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Fra. Sirrah, leave your barking, Pl bite 2 elle 
. Cur? Cur? 

Fra. Slave, do'ſt call me Dog? | 

Otr. Oh fie, Sir, he ſpeaks Latin to : you, he would 
know why youll bite him. Iod. 

Buſt. Reſponde, cur? You ſee his Underſtanding, my 


Fra. I ſhall have a time to curry you for this: 


But, my Lord, to anſwer you, the Days have been 


I muſt have footed it before this Horn-pipe, 
Though I had hazarded my Mill a fire, 
And let the Stones grind empty : But thoſe Dancings 
Are done with me; I have good will to't ſtill, 
And that's the beſt I can do. 
Otr. Come, come, you ſhall be hors'd, 


Your Company deſerves him; though you kill him, | 


Run him blind, I care not. | 
Buſt. Hel! do't och purpoſe, my Lord, to bring him 
up to the Mill. 
Fra. Do not tempt me too far, my Lord. 
Orr. There is a foot i'th' Stirrop ; PII not leave you 
Now: You ſhall ſee the Game fall once again. 
Fra. Well, my Lord, - P]l make ready my Legs for 
you, and try em once a Horſeback. (16) Sirrah, my 
Charge, keep it. [ Exit, 
Buſt. Yes, when you pare down your diſh for Conſci- 


ence ſake, when your Thumb's coin'd into bone & l. 


galis, when you are a true Man, Miller. 

Otr. What's the matter, Buftopha ? 

Buſt. My Lord, if you have &er a drunken Jade that 
has the Sr that will fall twice the height of our 
Mill with him, ſet him o'th' back on him; a galled 
Jennet that will winch him out o'the Saddle, and break 
one on's Necks, or a ſhank of him; (there was a Fool 
going that way, but the Aſs had better luck ;) or one 
of your brave Barbaries, that would paſs the Straits, and 


(16) Sirrah, my Charge, keep it.) My unknown Friend 
fills up the Ellipſis here — Sirrah, remember my Charge and keep 


it, tho' 1 believe it not neceſſary. The old Miller is in an hurry 


to get ready for the Chace, and he may FRET be ſuppos'd w be 
conciſe * that account. 


run 
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run into his own Country with him; the firſt Moor he 
met, would cut his Throat for Complexions fake ; there's 
as deadly feud between a Moor and à Miller, as be- 
tween Black and White, 

Otr. Fie, fie, this is unnatural, Bubopba, 
Unleſs on ſome ſtrong cauſe. 

Buſt. Be Judge, my Lord, I am ed in my part; ; 
the Julian Feaſt is to Day, the Country expect me, I 
ſpeak all the dumb ſhews ; my Siſter's choſen for a 


| Nymph. The gentle Whale whoſe feet ſo fell, Cry 


mercy, that was ſome of my part; but his Charge is, to 
keep the Mill, and diſappoint the Revels. 

Otr. Indeed, there it ſpeaks ä for thee, the 
Country expecting. 

Buſt. Ay, and for mine own Grace too. 

Orr. Yes, and being ſtudied too, and the main eber N 
too. 

Buſt. The main? Why all my Speech lies in the Main, 
and the dry Ground together : 

. The thund'ring Seas whoſe-— - [demn'd elſe, 

Otr. Nay, then we muſt go, thou'lt be much con- 
But then o'th' other ſide, — 

Buſt. Obedience? But ſpeak your Conſcience now, 
my Lord, am not I paſt asking Bleſſing at theſe Years? 
Speak as you're a Lord, if you had a Miller to your Fa- 
ther. 

Orr, I muſt yield to hou, Buſtopha your Reaſons are 
ſo ſtrong, I cannot contradict : This I — if you go, 
your Siſter ought to go along with 

Buſt. There I ſtumble now: She is . at Age. 

Otr. Why, ſhe's fifteen, and 1 

Buſt. Thereabouts. 

Otr. That's Woman's ripe Age; as full as chou art at 
one and twenty: She's manable, is ſhe not? 

Buſt. I think not; poor Heart, ſhe was never wy'd, 
in my Conſcience. 'Tis a coy thing; ſhe will not kiſs 
you a Clown, not if he would. kiſs her — — 

Otr. What, Man? 

Buſt. Not it he would Kiſs her, I 4 


220 The Maid in the Mill. 
Orr. Oh, twas cleanlier than I expected; well, Sir, 

I'll leave you to your own; (17) but my Opinion is, 

you may take her along: This is half way: 

The reſt, Geraſto, and I hunt my Prey. [ Exit. 
Buſt. Away with the old Miller, my Lord, and the Mill 

ſtrikes fail preſently. 


Enter Pedro, with Geraſto Blind, ſinging. 
r 


Ger. Come follow me, you Country Laſſes, 
And you ſhall ſee ſuch Sport as paſſes : 
You ſhall dance, and I will fing; 
Pedro, be ſhall rub the String; 
Each ſhall have a looſe-bodied Gown « 
Of green, and laugh till you lye down. 
5 Come follow me, come follow, &c. 


Enter Florimel. | 
But. O ſweet Diego, the ſweeteſt Diego; ſtay, Siſter 


Florimel. 
Flo. What's that, Brother ? 
Buſt. Didſt not hear Diego? Hear him, and thou'lt be 
raviſh'd. | 
Flo. I have heard him ſing, yet am unraviſh'd, Bro- 
ther. | 
Buſt. You had the better Luck, Siſter, I was raviſh'd 
by my own Conſent; come away, for the Sports: 
Flo. I have the Fear of a Father on me, Brother. 
Buſt. Out; the Thief is as ſafe as in his Mill; he's 
hunting with our great Landlord, the Don Otrante. 
Strike up, Diego. | 2 
Flo. But ſay he return before us, where's our Excuſe? 
Buſt. Strike up, Diego. Halt no Strings to thy Apron? 
Flo. Well, the Fault lye upon your Head, Brother. 
Buſt. My Faults never mount fo high, Girl; they riſe 
but to my Middle at moſt. Strike up, Diego. 
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Ger. Follow me by the Ear, I'll lead thee on, Byftopha, 


and pretty Florimel thy Siſter; oh that I could ſee her. 


Buſt. Oh Diego, there's two Pities upon thee; great 
Pity thou art blind; and as great a Pity, thou Canſt 
not ſee. | | | 

: S.] NE 
Ger. You ſhall have Crowns of Roſes, Daiſies, 
Buds, where the (18) Hony-maker grazes ; 
You ſhall taſte the golden Thighs, . 
Such as in Wax-Chambers lyes, 
What Fruits pleaſe you, taſte, freely pull, 
Jill you bave all your Belles full. 
Come follow me, &c. 


Buſt. Oh, Dieo, the Don was not ſo ſweet when he 
perfum'd the Steeple, [ Exeunt. 
Ss: CEN 
Enter Antonio and Martino. 


Mar. Why, how now, Friend, thou art not loſt again? 
Ant. Not loſt? Why, all the World's a Wilderneis; 
Some Places peopled more by braver Beaſts. 


Than others are; but Faces, Faces, Man, 


May a Man be caught with Faces? 

Mar. Without Wonder, | | 
'Tis Odds againſt him: May not a good Face 
Lead a Man about by the Noſe ? alas, 

The Noſe is but a part againſt the whole. 

Ant. But is it poſſible that two Faces 
Should be fo twinn'd in Form, Complexion, 
Figure, Aſpect? that neither Wen, nor Mole, 
The Table of the Brow, the Eyes Luſtre, 


The Lips cherry; neither the Bluſh nor Smile 


(18) Hony-maker gazes ;) The Nonſenſe of this Paſſap 
Mr. Theobald, as well as myſelf, ſaw might eaſily be remedied * 
the Inſertion of a ſingle Letter, thus, 

Hony- maker graaes. 


Should 
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Should give the one Diſtinction from the other? 


Does Nature work in Molds ? 


Mar. Ay, altogether. 
We're all one Mold, one Duſt. 
Ant. Thy Reaſon's mouldy. | 
I from the Form ſpeak, thou the Matter, Why? 
Was it not ever one of Nature's Glories, * 
Nay, her great Piece of wonder, that amongſt 
So many Million Millions of her Works 
She left the Eye Diſtinction, to cull out 
TH? one from th? other; yet all one Name, the Face? 
Mar. You muſt compare 'em by ſome other part of 
the Body, if the Face cannot do't. 
Ant. Didſt ask her Name ? 
Mar. Yes, and who gave it her; | 
And what they promis'd more, beſides a Spoon, 
And what Apoſtles Picture; She is chriſten'd too, 
In Token whereof ſhe's called 7/abella, 
The Daughter of a Country plow-Swain by : 
If this be not true, ſhe lyes. 
Ant. She cannot : RR | 
It would be ſeen a Bliſter on her Lip, 


Should Falſhood touch it, it is ſo tender: 


Had her Name held, 't had been Iſnenia, 

And not another of her Name. | 
Mar. Shall I ſpeak ? | [like? 
Ant. Yes, if thou wilt ſpeak truth : Is ſhe not wondrous 
Mar. As two Garments of the ſame Faſhion, 

Cut from the ſame Piece; yet if any excel, 

(19) This has the firſt; and in my Judgment ' tis ſo. 


(19) This has the fir; ] This is a kind of Latiniſm which is no 
where elſe made ule of, as I remember, thro' the reſt of our Au- 
thors Plays; but we have one of the ſame Family introduced into 
our Language by two fine Writers, Contemporaries with our Au- 
thors, Mr. Fairfax and Mr. Spencer. The one in Tao, Book 2. 
St. 24. 

5 The Wretch of new enraged at the ſame. 
The other in Fairy Queen, Book 6. C. 11. St. 43. 
The ewhiles fair Paſtorell —— © 
Was almoſt dead, miſdoubting leſ of new 
Some Uprore were like that, which lately ſhe did view, 


Ant. 


. 
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Ant. *Tis my Opinion. 
Mar. Were it the Face ' 
Where on mine Eyes ſhould dwell, I would pleaſe bak 
With this, as ſoon as one with the other. | 
Ant. (20) And yet the other is the Caſe of this. 
Had I not look'd upon [ſmenza, 
I ne'er had ſtaid beyond good Morrow's time 
In view of this. p 
Mar. Would I could leave hie bens [Aide 
'Twere a free Paſſage to 1/menia : | 
I muſt now blow, as to put out the Fire, 
Yet kindle't more. You not conſider, Sir, 
The great Diſparity is in their Bloods, 
Eſtates and Fortunes: There is the rich Beauty, 
Which this poor Homelinels is not endow'd with ; 
There's difference enough, 
Ant. The leaſt of all. 
Equality is no Rule in Love's Grammar : 
That ſole Unhappineſs is left to Princes 
To marry Blood: We are free Diſpoſers, 
And have the Pow'r to equalize their Bloods 
Up to our on; we cannot keep it back, 
Tis a due Debt from us. 
Mar. Ay, Sir, had you 
No Father nor Uncle, nor ſuch hinderers, 
You might do with your ſelf at your Pleaſure; 
But as it is ——— 
Ant. As it is; it is nothing: 
(21) Their Pow'rs will come too late, to give me back 
The Veſterday J loſt. Mar. 


- (20) And yet the other is the Caſe of this.) If this 1 any Senſe 
at all, it is a repetition of what had been fo often ſaid, That 1/me- 
nia was the very Picture and Image of Jabella. But who, to ex- 

reſs this wou'd ſay, that one was the Caſe of the other ? I be- 
leve the loſs of a Letter has depriv'd us of a more proper Senti- 
ment, as well as Expreſſion. Antonio is afraid of being guilty of 
Inconſtancy, in being ſo enamour'd with 1/abella, and ſays there- 


fore that 1/menia herſelf was the Cauſe of it, for 


Had I not Imk'd, &c. Mr. Seward. 
(12) Their Pow'rs will come too late, to give me back 
The Yefterday I oft.) Tho this is a true Sentiment, I can- 


not ſee its Connection with the Context. My Father and Uncle 


cannot 


Than our own Country, Sir. 


cannot hinder me from being in Love, becauſe they can't recal the 
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Mar. Indeed, to ſay ſooth, EA, 
Your Oppoſition from the other part 
Is of more Force; there you run the hazard 


Ol every Hour a Life, had you Supply; PS © 
You meet your deareſt Enemy in — y 
With all his Hate about him: Twill be more hard 
For your //menia to come home to you, 0 
Than you to go to Country Jabel. 1 


| Enter lulio. 
Ant. Tuſh, tis not Fear removes me. 


Mar. No more; your Uncle. . 
Jul. Oh, the good Hour upon you, Gentlemen: 

Welcome my Nephew ; ſpeak it to your Friend, Sir, n 

It may be happier receiv'd from you, 0 


In his Acceptance. 
Ant. 1 made bold, good Uncle, 
To do't before ; and I think he believes it. 
Mar. *T was never doubted, Sir, | 
Ful. Here are Sports, Dons, [ 
That you muſt look on with a loving Eye, 
And without Cenſure, unleſs it be giving P 
My Country Neighbours Loves their yearly Off'rings, 


That muſt not be refus'd ; though*t be more Pain 


To the Spectator, than the painful Actor; * 
It will abide no more "Teſt than the Tinſel 

We clad our Masks in for an Hour's wearing, 
Or the Liv*ry Lace ſometimes on the Cloaks of 
A great Don's Followers: I ſpeak no further 


Mar. For my part, Sir, | | 
The more abſurd, *t ſhall be the better welcome. 
Jul. You'll find the Gueſt you look for: I heard, Couſin, 


Tou were at Toledo th' other Day. 


Ant. Not late, Sir. | re; 


| for 


Jul. Oh fie! Muſt I be plainer ? You chang'd the Point MW u 


Hours that I have loſt. I believe we ſhou'd read, EY: 
m=— what Yeflerday J loft. | | i. 
Meaning, his Heart and Affection. Mr, Seward. 
| With 


uſin, 
int 
1 the 
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With 
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With Terzo and Liſauro, two o'th' Stock 1 

Of our Antagoniſts, the Bellides. | 
Ant. A meer Proffer, Sir; the Prevention was quick 


with us: We had done ſomewhat elſe; this Gentlem 
was engaged in't. 45 6) 
Jul. I am the Enemy to his Foe for't: That wild-fire 
will crave more than fair Water to quench it I ſuſpect: 
Whence it will come, I know not. | 


Enter two or three Gentlemen. 


Ant. 1 was about a gentle Reconcilement, 
But I do fear I ſhall go back again. 

Jul. Come, come; the Sports are coming on us; 
nay, I have more Gueſts to grace it: Welcome Don 
Coſtanzo, Giraldo, Philippo ; Sear, ſeat all. [ Mufick, 


Enter a Cupid, 


Cupid. Love is kitle, and therefore I preſent him; 


Love is a Fire, (22) therefore you may lament bim. 
Mar. Alas, poor Love, who are they that can quench 
him ? „ . 
Jul. He's not without thoſe Members, fear him not. 
Cup. Love ſhoots, therefore 1 bear his Bow about, 
And Love is blind, therefore my Eyes are out, { before. 
Mar. 1 never heard Love give Reaſon for what he did 


Enter Buſtopha, for Paris. 


Cup. Let ſuch as can ſee ſee, ſurh as cannot: Behold © 
Our Goddeſſes all three ſtrive for the Ball of Gold : 
And here fair Paris comes, the hopeful Youth of Troy, 
Veen Hecuba's darling Son, King Priam's only Foy. 


(22) — Therefore you may lament him.) The Rhyme by this 
reading is preſerv'd 'tis true, but I am afraid the Senſe is loſt ; 
for where is the Congruity between Lowe's being a fire, and our /a- 
2 of him ? Beſides, the next Line contradicts this, which 
runs ſo, | 


Alas, poor Love, aubo are they 4 quench him 7 


| | imagine therefore that we ſhou'd read as the Line quoted gives us 


Licence, | 
— Therefore you may Ls 


Vor, VII. Mar, 


| (2 3) Blind Bear there is, as Cupid Blind 


. Bult. But wwe preſent, &C, 
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Mar. » this Paris? I ſhould have taken him for Hector 
ratner, : 
Buſt. Paris at this time: Pra hold your prating. 
Ant. Paris can be angry. e e Dol = es. 
Jul. Oh at this time 
You muſt pardon him ; he comes as a Judge. 
Mar. — Mercy on all that look upon him, ſay I. 
Buſt. The thund'ring Seas whoſe wat*ry Fire waſhes the 
Yhiting- Mops. [ tains Tops. 
The gentle Whale, whoſe Feet ſo fell, flies oer the Moun- 
No Roars ſo fierce, no Throats ſo deep, no Howls can bring 
ſuch Fears, KR 1 £91 
As Paris can, if Garden fram, he call his Dogs and Bears, 
Mar. Ay, thoſe they were that I fear'd all this while, 
Buſt, Yes Jach. an- Ape; 


* 


Mar. 1 thank you, good Paris. [oth way then: 
Buſt. You may hold your Peace, and ſtand further out 


The Lines will fall where they light, [ Mirth, 


Yes Jack-an- Apes, he hath to Sports, and Faces make like 


 Whilft bellowing Bulls, the borned Beaſts, do toſs from 


Ground to Earth : 


Ant. That Bear ſhou'd be whipp'd for loſing of his Eyes. 
Buſt. Be-whipped Men may ſee, be 


But we preſent no ſuch Content, but Nymphs ſuch as they 
Ant, Theſe are long Lines. 


Mar. Can you blame him, leading Bulls and Bears in em. 


Enter Shepherd finging, with Iſmenia, Aminta, Florimel. 


(as Juno, Pallas, Venus) and three Nymphs attending. 


Buſt. Go Cupid Blind, condutf? the dumb, for Ladies muſt 
not ſpeak here. | 
Let Shepherds ſing with dancing Feet, and Cords of Mufuk 


break bere. | 


(23) Blind Bear there is, &] Mr. Seward is of Opinion that a a 
Line here is got out of its place, and that Antonio drolls upon whip- 
ping the Bear before the whipping was ſpoke of, and propoſes read- 
Jng thus, ee | 
"Buſt. Blind Bear there is, as Cupid blind be-whipped Man may /*ts 

Ant. That Bear ou d be whipp'd far Ving of his Eyes. 
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Now Ladies old — Heels fo light, 
By Lot 
Where ban pla pleaſe, * do you Eaſe, 
And give the gol, "Ball. Dance. 


Mar. If you plaid Paris now, Antomo, where would- 
you beſtow 1t ? 


Ant. 1 prithee, Friend, take the full Freedom of 
Thought, but no Words. | 

Mar. I proteſt there's a third, which by her Habit 
ſhould perſonate Venus, and by Conſequence of the 
Story, receive the Honour's Prize: And were I Paris, 
there it ſhould be. Do you note her? 
Xx No; mine Eye's ſo fix d, I cannot move it. 

The Dance is ended; now to Judgment, Paris. 
But Here Juno, here — but lay, I do ei 
A pretty Gleek coming from Pallas Eye : 
Here Pallas, here — yet ſtay again; methinks 
I ſee the Eye of both Venus winks : 
Oh cloſe them both; ſhut in thoſe golden Eyn, 
And I will kiſs thoſe fiveet blind Cheeks of thine. 
Juno is angry; yes and Pallas frowns 3 
Would Paris now were gone from Ida Downs. 
They both are fair, but Venus has the Mole, 
The faireſt Hair, and ſtwecta dimple Hole: 
To her, or her, or her, or neither ; 
Can one Man pleaſe three Ladies altogether ? 
No; take it Venus, toſs it at thy Pleaſure, 
2 box art the Lover's Friend beyond his Meaſure, 
Jul. Paris has done what Man can do, pleas cola one, 

Who can do more? 


Mar. Stay, here's another Perſon, 
Enter Geraſto, as Mars. 


Ger. Come lovely Venus, leave this lower Orb, 
And mount with Mars, up to his glorious Sphere. 
Buſt. How now, what's he? 
Flo, Im — what to = Sir, 
2 
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Ger. Thyfilver Yoke of Doves are in the Team, 
And thou ſhalt fly thorough Apollo's Beam: 


Fl fee thee ſeated in thy golden Throne, 


And hold with Mars a fweet Conjunction. C Exit. 
Buſt. Ha! What Fellow's E * h'as ia away 


my Siſter Venus: He never rehears'd his Part with me 


before. 
Ful. What n now, Prince Paris? 
{ Flo. [ Viibin.] Help, help, help. 
Buſt. Hue — Caye I thi 14 Sir, this is — Voice 
mine own Siſter FlorimePs, 
Mar. What, is there ſome Tragick-Act behind? 
Buſt. No, no, altogether Comical; Mars and Venus 
are in the old Conjunction, it ſeems. 
Mar. Tis very improper then, for Venus 
Never cries out when ſhe conjoins with Mars. 
Buſt. That's true indeed; they are out of their Parts 


ſure, it may be *tis the Book-holder's Fault, I'll go ſee— 


[ Exit. 
7 How like you our Country Revels, Gentlemen? 
All Gent. Oh, they commend themſelves, Sir. 
Ant. Methinks now Juno and Minerva ſhould take 
Revenge on Paris, it cannot end without it. 
Mar. I did expect, 
Inſtead of Mars, th* Storm-Goaler olus; 
And Juno proff ring her Deiopeia 
As ſatisfact ion to the bluſtring God, 
To ſend his Toflers forth, 
Jul. It may ſo follow, 
Let's not prejudicate the Hiſtory. 


Enter Buſtopha. 


Buſt. Ob, oh, oh, oh. 


Jul. So here's a Paſſion towards. 
Buſt. Help, help, if you be Gentlemen; my Siſter, 


my Venus, ſhe's ſtollen away. 


Jul. The "my Farbe from our Expectation. 

Buſt. Help, r the Miller will hang me elſe, 
God Mars is N 3 Vile lain; he ſaid ſhe ſhould ride upon 
Doves : She's hors'd, ſhe's hors'd, whether ſhe will or no. 

Mar. Sure I think he” $ ſerious. N Bult. 
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Buſt. She's hors'd upon a double Gelding, and a Stones 
horſe in the Breech of her; the poor Wench cries help, 
and I cry help, and none of you will hel. - 

Jul. Speak, is it the Show, or doſt thou bawl? 

Buſt. A pox on the Ball: My Siſter bawls, and I 


bawl, either bridle Horſe and follow, or give me a Hal- 


ter to hang my ſelf : I cannot run fo faſt as a Hog. 
Jul. Follow me, P11 fill the Country with purſuit, but 
I will find the Thief; my Houſe thus abus d? _. | Exit. 
Buſt. Tis my Houſe that's abug'd, the Siſter of my 
Fleſh and Blood; oh ! oh! | | . > | Ei. 
i Wench. Tis time we all ſhift for our ſelves, if this be 
ſerious. i i 
2 Wench, Howeer I'll be gone, | 
3 Wencb. And I. [Exeunt. 
Ant. You need not fright your Beauties, pretty Souls, 
With the leaſt pale Complexion of a Fear.  [diſcreet. 
Mar. Juno has better Courage, and Minerva's more 
Im. Alas, my Courage was ſo counterfeit, 
It might have been ſtruck from me with a Feather. 
Juno ne'er (24) had ſo weak a Preſenter. 
Amin. Sure I was ne'er the wiſer for Minerva, 
That I find yet about me. 
I'm. My Dwelling, Sir? [Antonio whiers Iſmenia. 


ITis a poor Yeoman's Roof, ſcarce a League off, 
That never ſham'd me yet. 


Ant. Your gentle Pardon: 7 
I vow my erring Eyes had almoſt caſt you 
For one of the moſt mortal Enemies 


ok © 
ws 


That our Family has. | 
In. I'm ſorry, Sir, | 
_ iam ſo like yur Foe : *Twere fit I haſted WT 


From your offended Sight. 
Ant, Oh, miſtake not, 
It was my Error, and I do confeſs it : 


| You'll not believe you're Welcome; nor can I ſpeak it, 


(24) — had ſo weak a Preſenter.] As the Meaſure here halts, 
the Reader may perhaps like to ſet this crippled Verſe ſound, and 
read with my anonymous Correſpondent and myſelf thus, 

1 ner fo weak a Repreſenter. 
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But there's my Friend can tell you, pray hear him. 
Mar. Shall L tell her, Sir? Pm glad of the Employ. 
Ant. A Kinſwoman to that Beauty. [ment. 
Amin. A Kin to her, Sir, | 
But nothing to her Beauty 
Ant. Do not wron ae Wain tet, | 
Amin. Her hinder Parts are not far off, indeed, Sir. 
1 Let me but kifs you with his Ardour now, 
You ſhall feel how he loves you. 
In. Oh forbear: 
Ti not the Faſhion with us; but would you 
Perſuade me that he loves me? 
Mar. III warrant you he dies in't, and that were Wit 
neſs enough ont. 
In. Love me, Sir? Can you tell me for what Reaſon ? 
Mar. Fie, will you ask me? that which you ve about 
Iſin. I know nothing, Sir, [ you. 
ar. Let him find it then ; | 
He conſtantly believes you have the thing 
That he muſt love you for; much is apparent, 
A ſweet and lovely Beauty. 
In. So Sir; r 00 
Show me one thing: Did he ne' er love before 7 
(I know you are his Boſome Counſellor.) . 
Nay then I ſee your Anſwer is not ready 
Pll not believe you, if you ſtudy farther. 
Mar. Shall I ſpeak truth to you? 
Inn. Or ſpeak no more. 
Mar. There was a Smile thrown at him, from a Lady, 
Whoſe Deſerts might buy him treble, and lately 
He receiv'd it, and I know where he loſt it — 
In this Face of yours: I know his Heart's within you. 
1/n. May I know her Name? 
Mar. In your Ear you may, 
With vow of Silence. 
Amin. Hell not give over, Sir. 
If he ſpeak for you, he'll ſure ſpe*d for you. 
Au. But that is not the Anſwer to my Queſtion. 
Amin. You are the firſt upon my Virgin-Conſcience 
That ever ſpoke Love to her: Oh, my Heart! 3 
nl. 


on 
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Ant. How do you? 
Amin. Nothing, Sir ; but would I had a better Face, 
How well your Pulſe beats. . 
Ant. Healthfully, does it not? 


Amin. It thumps prettily methinks, 
im. Alack, I hear it 


With much Pity : How great is your Fault too, 
In wrong to the good Lady doris 


Mar. You forget | 
The difficult Paſſage he has to her, 


A Hell of Feud's — the Families. 


jn. And that, has often Love, wrought by Advantage 
To peaceful Reconcilement, 
Mar. There impoſſible, 
. This way *tis worſer ; *t may Seed again 
er unto another Generation : 
For where, poor Lady, is her Satisfaction? 
Mar. It comes in me; to be truth, I love her, 
(Ill go no farther for Compariſon,) 


As dear as he loves you. 


In. How if ſhe love not? 


Mar. Tuſh, be that my Pains: Tou know not what Art 
I have thoſe ways. 
Jin. Beſhrow you, you have pradtis'd In me; 
Well, ſpeed me here, and you with your 1/meria. 
Mar. Go, the Condition's drawn, and ready dated, 
There wants but your Hand to'r. 
Amin. Truly you have taken great Pains, Sir. 
Mar. A friendly part, no more, ſweet Beauty. 
Amin. They're happy, Sir, have ſuch Friends as youare, 
But do you know you have done well in this ? 
How'll his Allies receive it? She though I ſay't, 
Is of no better Blood than I am. 
Mar, There I leave it, I am at fartheſt that way. 
Jin. You ſhall extend your s no larger now. 
My Heart calls you mine own, and that's ea 
Reaſon, I know, would have all yet conceal'd. 
I ſhall not leave you unſaluted long 
Either by Pen or Perſon, 
Ant, You may diſcourſe 
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With me, when you think y'are alone, I ſhall 
Be preſent with you. 

Vn. Come, Couſin, will you walk? 


Amin, Alas, I was ready long ſince: In Conſcience, 
You would with better will yet ſtay behind. 


1m. Oh Love, I never thought thou'dſt been ſo blind. 
Mar. You'll anſwer this, Sir. [Exennt, 
Ant. If e'er 't be ſpoke on: 


J purpoſe not to propound the Queſtion. 
Enter Julio. - = 


Jul. *Tis true, the poor Knave ſaid ; ſome Raviſher, W + 
Some of Luſt's Blood- Hounds have ſeiz'd upon her: 
The Girl is hurry'd, as the Devil were with em, 

And help'd their Speed. : 


Mar. It may be not ſo ill, Sir. f 
A well- prepared Lover may do as much 
In hot Blood as this, and perform't honeſtly. 

Jul. What? ſteal away a Virgin *gainſt her Will? 

Mar. It may be any Man's Caſe; deſpiſe nothing : 
And that's a Thief of a good Quality, 

Moſt commonly he brings his Theft home again, 
+ Though with a little Shame. 

ul. There's a Charge by't 
Fall'n upon me: Paris (the Miller's Son) 
Her Brother, dares not venture home again, 
Till better Tidings follow of his Siſter. | 

Ant. V are the more beholding to the Miſchance, Sir: 
Had I gone a Boot-haling, I ſhould as ſoon 
Have ſtoll'n him as his Siſter : Marry then, 

To render him back in the ſame Plight he is 

May be coſtly ; his Fleſh is not maintain'd with little, 
Jul. I think the poor Knave will pine away, 

He cries all- to · be· pitied yonder, 

Mar. Pray you, Sir, let's go ſee him: I ſhould laugh 
To ſee him cry, ure, of 
Jul. Well, you're merry, Sir. 

Antonio, keep this Charge; (I have Fears 
Move me to lay it on yon: ) Pray forbear 


The 
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The ways of your Enemies, the Bellides. | 
I have Reaſon for my Injunction, Sir. [ Exit. 


Enter Aminta as a Page, with a Letter. 


Ant. To me, Sir? From whom? 
Amin. A Friend, I dare vow, Sir. 
Though on the Enemies part: The Lady 1/menia. 
Mar. Take heed, bluſh not too deep; let me adviſe you 
In your Anſwer, 't muſt be done heedfully. 
Ant. I ſhould not ſee a Maſculine, in peace, 
Out of that Houſe. 
Amin. Alas, I'm a Child, Sir, 
Your Hates cannot laſt *cill I wear a Sword, 
Ant. Await me for your Anſwer. 
Mar. He muſt fee her, 
To manifeſt his Shame; *tis my Advantage; 
While our Blood's under us, we keep above, 3 
But then we fall, when we do fall in Love. [Exeunt. | 


— 
— 


— 


ACT III. SG (E I. 
Enter Julio aud Franio. 


Fra. M Lord, my Lord, your Houſe hath injur'd me, 
(25) Rob'd me of all the Joys I had on Earth. 

Jul. Where wert thou brought up, Fellow? 
Fran. In a Mill. | 

You may perceive it by my loud Exclaims, 

Which muſt riſe higher yet. of 
Jul. Obſtrep'rous Carle, 

If thy Throat's Tempeſt could o'er-turn my Houſe, 
What Satisfaction were it for thy Child? | 

Turn thee the right way to thy Journey's end. 

Wilt have her where ſhe's not ? 


(25) Rob'd me, &c.] Thus reads the Copy of 1647, which con- 
firms my Correſpondent's Conjecture. The other Books, again 
both Senſe and Meaſure, 


Rob'd of all Jos, &c. 
| Fra, 
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Fra. Here was ſhe loſt, _ ay 

And here muſt I begin my footing after; 

From whence, until I meet a Pow'r to puniſh, 

I will not reſt : You are not quick to Grief, 

Your hearing's a dead Senſe; were yours the Loſs, 

(26) Had you a Daughter ſtoPn, perhaps be-whor'd, 
(For to what other end ſhould come the Thief?) 

You'd play the Miller then, be loud and high, 

But being not a Sorrow of your own, 

Tou have no help nor pity for another. | 

Jul. Oh, thou haſt op'd a Sluce was long ſhut up, 
And let a Flood of Grief in; a buried Grief 
Thy Voice hath wak'd again, a Grief as old 

A likely tis thy Child is; Friend, I tell thee, 

I did once loſe a Daughter. 

Fra. Did you, Sir? | 

Beſeech you then, how did you bear her Loſs? 

Jul. With thy Grief trebled. | | 

Fra. But was ſhe ſtoPn from you? 
Jul. Yes, by devouring Thieves, from whom cannot 
Ever return a Satisfaction: 
The wild Beaſts had her in her ſwathing Cloaths. 
Fra. Oh much good do 'em with her. 
Jul. (27) Away tough Churl, 

Fra. Why, ſhe was better, eaten, than my Child, 
Better by Beaſts, than beaſtly Men devoured: | 
They took away a Life, no Honour from her; 
Thoſe Beaſts might make a Saint of her; but theſe 
Will make my Child a Devil. But was ſhe, Sir, 

Your only Daughter? | 


Enter Gilian. 
Jul. I ne'er had other, Friend. 


(26) The Text is from the oldeſt Copy. The others, | 
Had you a Daughter perhaps becaubor d. Mr. Theoball. 
(27) Away tough Chur 2 Mr. Seward propoſes reading rough 
Churle, as much properer to the Occaſion, I can't, with Submil 
fion, think a Change here neceſſary, as we have this Expreflion 3 


little lower. 


— The Miller has a flout Heart, 
Tough as his Toal. pin. 5 


Gil 
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Gil. Where are you, Man? Your Buſineſs lyes not here, 
Your Daughter's in the Pound, I have found where; 
'Twill coſt you dear, her Freedom. | 
Fra. I'll break it down, and free her without pay: 
Horſe-Locks nor Chains: ſhall hold her from me. 
Jul. Il take this Relief. | 
I now have time to ſpeak alone with Grief. _ A 
Fra. [Gil. whiſpers bin,] How? My Landlord ? He 
is Lord of my Lands, 
But not my Cattle: I'll have her again, Gil. 
Gil. You are not mad upon the ſudden now. 
Fra. No, Gil. I have been mad theſe five Hours: 
FI! fell my Mill, and buy a roaring. 
I'll batter down his Houſe, and make a Stews on't. 
Gil, Will you gather up your Wits a little, 
And hear me? The King is near by, in Progreſs, 
Here I have got our Supplication drawn, 
And there's the way to help us. 
Fra. Give it me, Gil. 
| will not fear to give it to the King: Bok 
To his own Hands, God bleſs him, will I give it, 
And he ſhall ſet the Law upon their Shoulders, 
And hang 'em all that had a Hand in it. 
Gil. Where is your Son? 
Fra. He ſhall be hang'd in Flitches: The Dogs ſhall 
eat him in Lent, there's Cats Meat and Dog's Meat 
enough about him. 


GY, Sure the pany Girl is the Count's Whore by this 
time, 


Fra. If ſhe be the Count's. W hore; the W hore's Count 


| hall pay for't. He ſhall pay for a new Maiden- Head. 


Gil. You are ſo violous: This I'm reſolv'd, 
If ſhe be a W hore once, I'll renounce her. 
You know, if every Man had his Right, ſhe's 
None of our Child, but a meer Foundling. 
75 I can gueſs the Owner for a need too) 

e have but foſter d her. 

Fra. Gil, no more of that, 
pl cut your Tongue out, if you tell thoſe Tales, 


Hark, 
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Hark, hark, theſe Toaters tell us the King's coming: 
Get you gone; [I'll ſee if I can find him. [ Excun 


Enter Liſauro, Terzo, Pedro, and Moncado. 


Liſ. Does the King remove to Day? 
Ter. So ſay the Harbingers, 
And keeps his way on to Valentia, 
There ends the Progrels, 
Ped. He hunts this Morning, Gentlemen, 
And dines i' th“ Fields: The Court is all in Readineſs, 
Liſ. Pedro, did you ſend for this Tailor? or yo 
r . 
This light French Demi-Lance that follows us? 
Ped. No, I aſſure ye on my Word, I'm guiltleſs, 
I owe him too much to be inward with him. 

Mon. I am not quit I'm ſure: There is a Reck'ning 
(Of ſome four ſcarlet Cloaks, and two lac d Zuid.) 
Hangs on the File ſtill, like a fearful Comet, 

Makes me keep off. | 

Liſ. Pm in too, Gentlemen, | 
I thank his Faith, for a Matter of three hundred. 

Ter. And I for two: What a Deel makes he this Way 
I do not love to ſee my Sins before me. 

Ped. *Tis the Vacation, and theſe things break out 
To ſee the Court, and glory in their Debtors. - 
Ter. (28) What do you call him? for I never love 
To remember their Names I owe Mony to, 

*Tis not gentile ; I ſhun 'em like the Plague ever. 
Liſ. His Name's Vertigo; hold your Heads, and wonder, 
A Frenchman, and a Founder of new Faſhions : 

The Revolutions of all Shapes and Habits 

Run madding through his Brains, 


Enter Vertigo, 
Mon. He's very brave. N 
(28) What did you call him for? 1 never love] This . 
ſage is a direct Contradiction to what was ſaid above: Tho! tht 


Fault is only in the Punctuation, which is amended, I hope, in tht 
preſent Edition, | „ Li 
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Li/. The Shreds of what he ſteals from us, believe it, 
Make him a mighty Man : He comes, have at ye. 
Ver. Save ye together, my ſweet Gentlemen, | 
| have been looking ðꝙ 
Ter. Not for Mony, Sir? 
You know the hard time. | 
Ver. Pardon me, ſweet Signior, [Gentlemen, 


Good Faith the leaſt Thought in my Heart; your Love, 


. — enough for me: Mony, hang Mony: 
reſerve your Love. 
es marry ſhall ye, 
Pi we our Credit ; you would ſee the Court ? 
Mon, He ſhall ſee ev'ry Place. 
Ver. Shall I ?faith, Gentlemen? _ 
Ped. The Cellar, and the Butt'ry, and the che, 
The Paſtry, and the Pantry. 
Ter. Ay, and taſte too 
Of ev'ry Office, and be free of all too; 


Plat he may ſay, when he comes home in wer AL 


Ver. And I will fay, 1 faith, and ſay it openly, 
And ſay it home too: Shall I ſee the King alſo ? 

Li. Shalt ſee him every Day: (29) Shalt ſee the Ladies 
In their French Cloaths, ſhalt ride a hunting with them, 
Shalt have a Miſtreſs too. We muſt fool handſomly [ 44e. 
To keep him in Belief we honour him, 


He may call on us elſe, 


Ped. A Pox upon him. 
Let him call at home in's own Houſe for ſalt Butter. 


Ver, And when the King puts on a new Suit 
Ter. Thou ſhalt ſee it firſt, 


| And diſſect his Doublet, that thou may'ſt be perfect. 


Ver. The Wardrobe I wou'd fain view, Gentlemen, 
Fain come to ſee the Wardrobe. 

Liſ. Thou ſhalt ſee it, 
And ſee the Secret of it, dive into it: 
Sleep in the Wardrobe, and have Revelations 


(29) Shalt ſee the 2 


Salt ride a hunting with him] As Ty has no- 


thing to refer to but Ladies, I wou'd alter the number, and read, 
Of 


a bunting with them. 
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Of Faſhions five Years hence. 
Per. Ye honour mem 
Te infinitely honour me. . 
Ter. Any thing i'th' Court, Sir, 
Or within the Compaſs of a Courtie ?: 
Ver. My Wife ſnall give ye Thanks. 
Ter. You ſhall ſee any _—_ | OA 
The privat'ſt place, the Stool, and where tis emptied, 
Ver. Ye make me bluſh, ye pour your Bounties, Gen- 
In ſuch abundance. [tlemen, 
Liſ. J will ſhew thee preſently 
The order that the King keeps when he comes 
To open View, that thou may'ſt tell thy Neighbours 
Over a Shoulder of Mutton, thou'ſt ſeen ſomething, + 
Nay thou ſhalt, preſent the King for this time—— _ 
Ver. Nay, I pray, Sir. + [belong tot; 
Li. That thou may'ſt know what State there does 
Stand there I ſay, and put on a fad Count*nance, 
Mingled with height: Be cover'd, and reſerv'd; 
Move like the Sun, by ſoft Degrees, and glorious. 
Into your Order, Gentlemen, uncover d, 
The King appears; we'll ſport with you a while, Sir, 
Tm ſure you're merry with us all th* Year long, Tailor, 
Move ſofter ſtill, keep in that fencing Leg, Monfiew, 
Turn to no fide. p 


Enier Franio out of Breath. 


Ter. What's this that ap to him ? 
Liſ. Has a Petition, and he looks moft lamentably, 
Miſtake him, and we're made. 
Fra. This is the King fure, | 
The glorious King, I know him by his gay Clothes. 
Liſ. Now bear your felf, that you may fay hereafter 
Fra, I have recover*d Breath, I'll ſpeak to him preſently, 
May it pleaſe your gracious Majeſty to conſider 
A poor Man's Caſe? 
Vier. What's your Will, Sir? 
Lif. You muſt accept, and read it. | 
Ter. The Tailor will run mad upon my Life for't. 
Ped. How he mumps and bridles: He'll ne'er cut 


Clothes again, Ver. 
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Ver. And what's your Grief? a 
Mon. He ſpeaks 1'th' NMoſe like his Gooſe, [Sir, 
Fra. I pray you read there; Pm abus d and frumpt, 

By a great Man that may do ill by Authority; 

Poor honeſt Men are hang'd for doing leſs, Sir: 

My Child is ſtolPn, the Count Otranie Role her; | 

(29) A pretty Child ſhe is, although I fay it, 

A handſome Mother, he means to make a Whore of her, - 

A filken Whore, his Knaves have filch'd her from me; 

He keeps lewd Knaves, that do him beaſtly Offices: 

| kneel for Juſtice. Shall I have it, Sir ? 


Enter King Philippo, aud Lords. 


Phil, What Pageant's this ? 

Liſ. The King: | 
Tailor, ſtand off, here ends your Apparition : 
Miller, turn round, and there addreſs your Paper 
There, there's the King indeed. | 

Fra. May't pleaſe your Majeſty. 

Phil. Why didft thou kneel to that Fellow ? 

Fra. In good Faith, Sir, 
I thought h*ad been a King, he was fa gallant, 
There's none here wears ſuch Gold. 

Phil. So fooliſhly ? ö | 
You've golden Buſineſs ſure; becauſe I'm homely 
Clad, in no glitt'ring Suit, I am not look'd on. 
Ye Fools that wear gay Cloaths, love to be gap'd at, 
What are you better when your End calls on you? 
Will Gold preſerve ye from the Grave? Or Jewels? 
Get golden Minds, and fling away your Trappings: 
Unto your Bodies miniſter warm Raiments, 
Wholeſome and good; glitter within, and ſpare not. 
Let my Court have rich Souls, their Suits I weigh not: 
And what are you that took ſuch State upon ye? 


(29) A pretty Child ſbe is, — | 
A handſame Mother, ] Mr. Theobald propoſes changing Mo- 

ther for Mauther, a word us'd now in Suffolk for a Girl, But there 
is no occaſion at all for this Change. Sir. Henry Spelman in his 
Gloſſary tells us Mother is a Corruption of the Daniſh word Meer, 
which lignifies a Girl, Vide in Vece Moer. 


Are 
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Are ye a Prince? N 
Liſ. The Prince of Tailors, Sir: e = (90) 
We owe ſome Mony to him, and't like your Majeſty, 


Phil. If it like him, would ye ow'd more; be modeſter, 


And you leſs ſaucy, Sir; and leave this Place: 
Your Preſſing- Iron will make no perfect Courtier. 
Go ſtitch at home, and cozen your poor Neighbours; 
Show ſuch another Pride, I'll have ye whipt for't; 
And get worſe Clothes, theſe but proclaim your Fellony, 
And what's your Paper ? 5 | 3 
Fra. I beſeech you read it. [ Villany, 
Phil. What's here, the Count Orrante task'd for a baſe 
For ſtealing of a Maid? 
Lord. The Count Otrante ? Is not the Fellow mad, Sir? 
Fra. No, no, my Lord, | 
I'm in my Wits, I am a labouring Man, 
And we have ſeldom Leiſure to run mad; 
We've other Buſineſs to employ our Heads in, 
We've little Wit to loſe too: If we complain, 
(30) And if a heavy Lord lye on our Shoulders, 
Worſe than a Sack of Meal, and oppreſs our Poverties, 
(31) Weare mad ſtraight, and whip'd, and ty'd in Fetters, 
Able to make a Horſe mad, as you ule us; 
You're mad for nought, and no Man dare proclaim it, 
In you a Wildneſs is a noble Trick, 
And cheriſh'd in ye, and all Men muſt love it ? 
Oppreſſions of all forts, fit like new Cloaths, 
Neatly and handſomely upon your Lordſhips ; 
And if we kick but when your Honours ſpur us, 
We're Knaves and Jades, and ready for the Juſtice ; 
I'm a true Miller. 3 
Phil. Then thou art a Wonder. | "ey 
2 Lord, I know the Man reputed for a good Man, 


"T30) And if a beauy Load, &c.] I was doubtful about the reading 
of this place, and ſuſpected that Lord might bid fair to be the Text, 


and found my Conjecture confirm'd by the Folio of 1647. | 
(31) We are mad firaight, and vubop' d,] This flight Corruption 


here my Friend alters and amends thus with me, 
We: are mad flraight, and whif'd. 


An 
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An honeſt and ſubſtantial Fellow. 
Phil. He ſpeaks Senſe, 
And to the Point: Greatneſs! ba oh 8 | 
, How dare you, Sirrah, gainſt ſo main a Perſo - | 
A Man of ſo much noble Note and Honour, | 
— up this baſe Complaint? Muſt ev'ry Peaſant | 
n a ſaucy Will affront great Lords? 2 
= Fellows, Miller? 5] 
. Fra. I have my Reward, Sir. Mo 
[ was told one Greatneſs, would protect another, 3 
As Beams ſupport their Fellows; now I find it: 
IP pleaſe your Grace to have me hang'd, I'm e 
'Tis but a Miller, and a Thief diſ — 
Though I ſteal Bread, I ſteal no Fleſh to tempt me. 
J have a Wife, and't pleaſe him to have her too, 
With all my Heart; 'twill make my Charge the lels, Sir, 
She'll hold 5 play awhile: I have a Boy too, 
He's able (32) to inſtruct his Honour's Hogs, 
Or rub his Horſes Heels; when't pleaſe his Lordſhip 
He may have him his Slave too, or his Bawd : 
The Boy is well bred, can exhort his Siſter: 
For me, the Priſon, or the Pillory, 
To loſe my Goods, and have mine Ears cropt off; 
Whipt like a Top, and have a Paper ſtuck before me, i 
For abominable Honeſty to his own Daughter, if 
I can endure, Sir; the Miller has a ſtout Heart, 1} 
Tough as his Toal-pin, : 12458) 1 
Phil. ] ſuſpect this ſhrewdly,, 1 
Is it his Daughter that the People call 
The Miller's fair Maid? 
2 Lord. It ſhould ſeem fo, Sir. 
_ Phil, Be ſure you be Pch* right, Sirrah. 
Fra, It I be i'th' wrong, Sir, 
Be ſure you hang me, I will ask no Courteſie: 
Your Grace may have a Daughter, think of that, Sir. 
dhe my be fair, and ſhe may be abus'd too; 
(A King is not exempted from theſe Caſes,) 


(32) to inflru# his Honour s Hogs, ] Here hy Gentle- 
man ſo often mention'd, ſays we ought to read Dogs. The Reader is 
leſt to his Choice, 


Vor. VII. 2 


(t, 


on 


\n 
Stol'n 
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Stol'n from your loving Care 
Phil. 1 do much pity him. 
Fra. But Heav'n forbid ſhe ſhould be in that Venture 
That mine's in at this Hour: PI! affure your Grace 
Th Lord wants a Water-Mill;and means to grind with her: 
Would I'd his Stones to fet, I'd fit him for it. ther, 
Phil. Follow me, Miller, and let me talk with ye far. 
And keep this private all, upon your Loyalties : 
To Morrow Morning, though I'm now beyond him, 
And ee lookt for, PII break my Faſt with the good 
t 
No more, away, all to our Sports, be dent, [ Exennt, | 
Jer. What Grace ſhall I have now? | 
Liſ. Chuſe thine own Grace, 
And 30 to Dinner when thou wilt, Vertigo, 
We muſt needs follow th* King. 
Ter. You heard the Sentence. 
Mon. If you ſtay here, 
I'll ſend thee a ſhoulder of Veniſon; 
Go home, go home, or if thou wilt diſguiſe, 
I'll help thee to a place to feed the Dogs. [Monkey, 
Ped. Or thou ſhalt be ſpecial Tailor to the King's 
*Tis a fine place; we cannot ſtay. 
Ver. No Mony, 
Nor no Grace, Gentlemen? 
Ter. »Tis too early Tailor, 
The King hasn't broke his Faſt yet. 
Vier. I ſhall look for ye 
The next Term, Gentlemen. 
Pied. Thou ſhalt not miſs us: 
Prethee provide ſome Cloaths, and doſt thou hear Fertigo 
Commend me to thy Wife : I want ſome Shirts too. 
Ver. I've Chambers for ye all. 
Liſ. They are too muſty, 
When they are clear we'll come. 
Yer. ] muſt be patient 


And provident, I ſhall n&er get home elſe, [Fxewv. 


SCENE 


. 
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en 
Enter Otrante and Florimel. x 
Otr. Prithee be wiſer Wench, thou canſt not ſcape me, 
Let me with Love and Gentleneſs enjoy that 
That may be ſtil! preſery*d with Love, and long'd for: 
If violence lay rough hold, I ſhall hate thee, 
And after I've enjoy'd thy Maiden-head, 
Thou wilt a 8 ſo ſtale and ugly to me 
I ſhall deſpiſe thee, caſt thee off —— 


Flo. I pray ye Sir, 
Begin it now, and open your Doors to me, 


I do confeſs Pm ugly; let me go, Sir: 


A Gipley- -girl: Why would your Lordſhip touch me? , 
Fie, tis not noble: I am homely bred, 
Courſe, and unfit for you; why do you flatter me? 
There be young Ladies many, that will love ye, 
That will dote on ye: (34) You're a handſome Gentle- 
man : 

What will they ſay when once they know your Quality ? 
A Lord, a Miller? Take your Toal-Diſh with ye, 
(35) You that can deal with Gudgeons, and courſe Flower, 
*Tis pity you ſhould taſte what Manchet means; 
Is this fit, Sir, for your Repute and Honour! ? 

Otr, I'Il love thee till. 

Flo. You cannot, there's no Sympathy 
Between our Births, or Breeding, Arts, Conditions; 
And where theſe are at Difference, there's no liking : 


You're an handſome] J have choſe to read thus with the 


34 
Edition of the oldeſt Date, rather than with the reſt, thus, 


Dou a handſome, &C. 

(35) You that can deal with Gudgeons.] This Reading has the Au- 
thority of all the Copies, and as ſuch I have not dared to diſplace or 
diſpoſſeſs it: Yet ſtill I ſuſpect a latent Corruption, and that the Au- 
thor's own Manuſcript run originally thus, 

Tou that can deal with Gurgeons, 
which is explained by the Words that immediately follow, 
and courſe Flower, 
Mr. Seward reads the Line, as ſuppoſing it corrupted, thus, 
You that can deal e Cutlins, Oc. 
Cutlins being a Word us'd in the Weſt for Greets or Oat cleared of the 


Huſſcs. 


„ . 
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This Hour it may be I ſeem handſome to you; 
And you are taken with Variety . 
More than with Beauty, 
To- morrow when you have enjoyed me, | 
Your Heat and Luft afſwag'd, and come t' examine 
Out of a cold and penitent Condition [with, 
What you have done, whom you have ſhar'd your Love 
Made Partner of your Bed, how it will vex ye, 
How you will curſe the Devil that betray'd ye, 
And what ſhall come of me then? 

Otr. Wilt thou hear me? 

Flo. As haſty as you were then to enjoy me, 
As precious as this Beauty ſhew'd unto ye, 
You'll kick me out of Doors, you'll whore, and ban me; 
And if I prove with Child with your fair Iſſue, 
Give me a Penſion of five Pound a Year 
To breed your Heir withal, and ſo good ſpeed me. 

Otr. I'll keep thee like a Woman, 
Flo. T'll keep my ſelf, Sir, 
| Keep my ſelf honeſt, Sir, there's the brave keeping: 
If you will marry me 

Otr. Alas, poor Florimel. 

Flo. I do confeſs I am too courſe and baſe, Sir, 
To be your Wife, and it is fit you ſcorn me; 
Yet ſuch as I, have crown'd the Lives of great ones: 
To be your Whore Pm ſure I am too worthy, 
(For by my troth, Sir, I am truly honeſt) 
And that's an Honour equal to your Greatneſs, 

Otr. I'll give thee what thou wilt. 

Flo. Tempt me no more then: | 
Give me that Peace, and then you give me abundance; 
I know you do but try me, ye are noble, 
All theſe, are but to try my Modeſty, 
If you ſhould find me eaſie, and once coming, 
J ſee your Eyes already how they*d fright me; 
I ſee your honeſt Heart how it would ſwell, 
And burſt itſelf into a Grief againſt me; 
Your Tongue in noble Anger, now, e&'en now, Sir, 
Ready to rip my looſe Thoughts to the Bottom, 
And lay my Shame unto my ſelf, wide open: 


You are a noble Lord; you rw poor Maids; 
The People are miſtaken in your Courſes : 
You, like a Father, 'try *em to the uttermoſt, 


As they do Gold, you purge the Droſs from am them, 
And make them ſhine. 


Otr. This Cunning cannot 5 8 ye: 


(36) I love ye to enjoy ye: I have ſtol'n ye 


T' enjoy ye now, not to be fool'd with Circumſtance. 5 
Yield willingly, or elſe— 


Flo. What? 
Orr. I will force ye. 
I will not be delay'd; a poor baſe Wench 
That I, in curteſie, make offer to, — 
Argue Vith me? 
Flo. Do not, you'll loſe your Labour, | 
Do not, my Lord, it will become ye poorly : 
Your Courteſie may do much on my Nature, 
For I am kind as you art, and as tender: 
If you compel, I have my Strengths to flye to, 
My honeſt Thoughts, and thoſe are Guards about me: 
I can cry too, and Noiſe enough I dare make, 
And I have Curſes, that will call down Thunder ; 
For all I am a poor Wench, Heav'n will hear me: 
My Body you may force, but my Will never; 
And be ſure J do not live if you do force me, 
Or have no Tongue to tell your beaſtly Story, 
For if I have, and if there be a ſuſtice 
Otr. Pray ye go in here: I'll calm my ſelf for this time, 
And be your Friend again. 
Flo. IJ am commanded, [ Exit. 
Orr. You cannot ſcape me yet, I muſt enjoy ye; 
| PIl lye with thy Wit, though 1 miſs thy Honeſty ; 
Is this a Wench for a Boor's hungry Boſom ? 
A morſel for a Peafant's baſe Embraces ? 


And mult I ſtarve, and the Meat in my Mouth? 
I'll none of that. 


(36) Ihuus ye to enjoy ye: JThis reading which makes the Sen'e 


more explicit, and the Line run Letter, is trom the Edition of 1647: 
The others, 


J hae ye to enjoy: I have Ke. 
Q 3 | Enter 


— 
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Enter Geraſto. 


Ger. How now, my Lord, (37) how ſped ye? 
Have ye done the Deed? | | 
Orr. No, pox upon't, ſhe's honeſt. | 
Ger. Honeſt, what's that? You took her bare denial. 
Was there e er a Wench brought up in a Mill, and honeft? 
That were a wonder worth a Chronicle. 
Is your Belief ſo large? What did the fay to ye? 
Otr. She ſaid her Honeſty was all her Dowry, 
And preach'd unto me, how unfit, and homely, 
Nay how diſhonourable 't would ſeem in me 
To act my Will, popt me Yth* Mouth with Modeſty — 
Ger, What an impudent Quean was that? That's their 
trick ever, | 11 | 
Otr. And then diſconrſed to me very learnedly, 
What Fame and loud Opinion would tell of me: 
A Wife ſhe touch'd at — 
Ger. Out upon her Varlet. 
Was ſhe ſo bold? Theſe (38) home - ſpun things are Devils, 
They'll tell y' a thouſand Lies, if you'll believe 'em, 
And ſtand upon their Honours like great Ladies; 
They'll ſpeak unhappily too, Good words to cozen ye. 
And outwardly ſeem Saints; they*ll cry down-right alſo, 
But *tis for Anger that you do not cruſh *em. 
Did ſhe not talk of being with Child? 
Otr. She touch'd at it. PL ſhip; 
_ Ger. The trick ofan arrant Whore to milk your Lord- 
And then a Penſion nam'd? _. 
Otr. No, no, ſhe ſcorn'd it : 
I offer*d any thing, but ſhe refus'd all, 
Refus'd it with a confident Hate. 
Ger. You thought fo, 


(37) — How ſped ye? ] I have inſerted this reading from 
the firſt Folio Copy; and as the Senſe is chang'd here upon the At- 
thority of that Edition, I have upon my own alter'd rade her bare 
denial into #094, three Lines below: The other Copies read, 

1 My Lord, how ſpeed ye / | 

(38) home-ſpun things are Ewvils,] Devils, which I hau 
inſerted into the Text, ſeem'd to me manifeſtly the reading the Cot 
text required, and the Copy of 1647, confirm'd me in it. 


You 
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| You ſhould have ta'en her then, turn'd her, and tew d her 


I'th* ſtrength of all her Reſolution, flatter'd her, 

And ſhak*d her ſtubborn Will; ſhe would have thank'd ye, 

She þo = Dat loy'd ye infinitely : They muſt ſeem 
m ande 161 2. f 

It is their Parts; if you had plaid. your part, Sir, 

And handl'd her as Men da ® unman'd Hawks, 

Caſt her, and malde her up in good clean Linnen, 

And there have coyed her, you had caught her heart - ſtrings. 


| Theſe tough Virginities jthey blow like white Thorns, . 


In Storms and Tempeſts. 

_ Orr. She's 3 this, 

As cold, and harden'd, as the Virgin Cryſtall. 
Ger, Oh force her, force her, Sir, ſhe longs to be raviſh'd, 

Some have no Pleaſure but in Violence; 


To be torn in pieces is their Paradiſe: 


'Tis ord*nary in our Country, Sir, to rayiſh all; 
They will not give a penny for their Sport 
Unleſs they be put to't, and terribly ; 
And then they ſwear they'll hang the Man comes near *em, 
And ſwear it on his Lips too, 

Otr. No, no forcing, 
I have another Courſe, and I will follow it. 
I command you, and d* you command your Fellows, - 
That when you ſee her next, ye diſgrace and ſcorn her; 
I'll ſeem to put her out o'th' Doors o'ch' ſudden, 
And leave her to Conjecture, then ſeize on her. 
Away, be ready ſtraight. _ 

Ger, We ſhall not fail, Sir, 


Otr. Florimel. ö | 
Enter Florimel. 

Fl. My Lord. 

Otr. Pm ſure you've now confider'd, 


[Exit 


And like a wife Wench weigh'd a Friend's diſpleaſure, 


Repented your proud Thoughts, and caſt your Scorn off. 
Flo. My Lord, I am not proud, I was ne*er beautiful. 
Nor ſcorn I any thing that's juſt and honeſt. 
Otr. Come, to be ſhort, can ye loye yet? You told me 
Kindneſs would far compel ye: I'm kind to ye, 
» Metaphars from Falconry. Mr. Theobald. 
.- Os And 
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And mean t' exceed that way. 


Flo, T told ye too, Sir, 
As far as it agreed with Modeſty, 5 * 
With Honour, and with Honeſty I'd yield to ye: 
Good my Lord, take ſome other Theme; for Love, 
Alas; I never knew yet what it meant, 
And on the ſudden, Sir, to run through Volumes 
Of his moſt myſtick Art, *tis moſt impoſſible z - 
Nay, to begin with Luſt, which is an Hereſie, 
A foul one too; to learn that in my Childhood: 


O good my Lord. 


Otr. You will not out of this Song, 
Your Modeſty, and Honeſty, is that all? 
1 wilt not eee eee Qs 
Flo. Ye*are too noble, Sir. , 
(39) Otr. Nor play the childiſh Fool, and marry ye: 
I'm not yet mac. . 
Flo. If ye did, Men wou'd imagine. 
Otr. Nor will I woo ye at that infinite price 
It may be you expect, 4k 1 99; 
Flo. I expect your Pardon, | | 
And a Diſcharge, my Lord, that's all I look for. 
O:r. No, nor fall ſick for Love. | 
Flo. *Tis a healthful Year, Sir. 
Otr. Look ye, I'll turn ye out o' doors, and ſcorn ye. 
Flo. Thank ye, my Lord. 
Otr. A proud flight Peat I found ye, 
A Fool, it may be too 
Fo, An honeſt Woman, 
Good my Lord think me. 
Otr. And a baſe I leave ye, Ds 
So fare ye well, I.'?kExit Otrante, 
(40) Flo. Bleſſing attend your Lordſhip. | EM 


(39) Otr. Nor play, &c.] Theſe two Speeches I have recover'd from 
the ficſt Folio; and I am from hence farther confirm'd in my Opi- 
nion, touching the Octavo Edition of 1711, that it was only a bare 
Tranſcript of the Folio of 1679. 

(40) Flo. Bleffing attend, &c ] This whole Speech has been dropt 
upon us ever fince the Year 1647. I thought neceflary to reſtore it 


to Its ancient und oubted Inheritance, as the latter part * 
ms 
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This is hot Love that vaniſheth like Vapours ; 
His Ague's off, his burning Fits are well quench'd, 
I thank Heav'n for't. His Men — they will not force me. 


Ut Enter Geraſto and Servants 
Ger. What doſt thou ſtay for? doſt thou not know 
Thou baſe unprovident Whore ? Ithe way, 


Flo. Good words, pray ye Gentlemen. 
1 Ser. Has my Lord ſmoak'd ye over, good-wife Miller? 
Is your Mill broken, that you ſtand fo uſeleſ? 
2 Ser. An impudent Quean, upon my life ſhe's un- 
wholeſome, | ca WEED 
Some baſe diſcarded thing my Lord has found her, 
He'd not have turn'd her off o*th* ſudden elle. — 
Ger. Now againſt every Sack, my honeſt Sweet-heart, 
With every (41) Smig and Sm g. D* 
Flo. I mut de Pn ERR © ke 
Ger. And every greaſie Gueſt, and ſweaty Raſcal - 
For his Royal hire between his Fingers, Gentlewoman. 
1 Ser, I fear thou'ſt givin my Lord the — thou damn'd 
2 Ser, I've ſeen her in the Stews. Ithing. 
Ger. The Knave her Father 23411 
Was Bawd ti her there, and kept a Tipling-H uſe; 
You muſt e' en to't again: a modeſt Function! 
Flo. If ye had Honeſty, ye would not uſe me 
Thus baſely, wretchedly, though your Lord bid ye ; 
But he that knows COL 
Ger. Away thou carted impudence, 
You Meat for every Man: A little Meal 
Flung in your Face, makes ye appear fo proud. 
Flo. This is inhuman. Let theſe Tears perſuade you, 
(If ye be- Men,) to uſe a poor Girl better ; 
I wrong not you, I'm ſure, I call you Gentlemen. 


* 


for the rude Behaviour of Geraſto, and thoſe Servants who are 
Bullies for their Lord, and deſignedly Promoters of the rain of Fu- 
rimePs Chaſtity. 


(41) — Smig and Smug.] The Copy of 1679, and the Octavo 


read ſo, but the oldeſt Folio, Sim and Smug : Perhaps the Reader 


might not think the various reading worth à Note. 


Enter 


7 


250 The Maid in the Mill. 
BY | "Enter Otrante 


Otr. What RET is here? away, aren't you gane yet? 
Flo. My Lord, this is not well, (altho* you hate me, 
For what 1 know not 3) to let your People wrong me, 
Wrong me maliciouſly, and call me—— - | 
Qtr. Peace, 
And mark ye what we lay, adviſedly; & FY 
Mark, as you love that, that you call your Credit, 
Yield now, or you're undone ; your good Name's periſh'd, 
(42) Not all the World can buy your Reputation, 
"Tis ſunk for ever elle; theſe Peoples Tongues will 
ion ye, 
Though you be white as 8 they'll taint ye ʒ 3 
They will ſpeak terrible and hideous things, 
And People in this Age are prone to credit. 
They'll let fall nothing that may. brand a Woman; 
Confider this, and then be wiſe and tremble, 
Yield yet, and yet III fave ye. 
Ho. How? 
Otr. Vll ſnow ye; 
Their Mouths I'll ſeal up, they ſhall ſpeak no more 
But what is hon'rable and honel of ye, 
And Saintlike they ſhall worſhip ye : They're mine, 
And what I charge them, Florimel —— 
Flo. I'm ruin'd 
Heav'n will regard me yet, they're 8 Wretche: 
Let me not fall, my Lord, 
Otr. You ſhall not, Florimel : 
Mark how I'll work your Peace, and how I honour ye. 
Who waits there? come all in, 


(42) Not all the World can buy your Reputation, 
"Tis funk for ever elſe; } It ſeems as if the Poets had 2 
_ to keep _ Contraſt here, and if that really was their De- 
ſign, then the Execution of it is chargeable only upon the Editors, 
for they muſt have indiſputably expreis'd themſelves ſo, - 
| can buoy your Reputation; 
"Tis ſunk for ever, | 
Thus the Antitheſis is neatly preſerv'd, and the Tonkin of the 
Metaphors manifeſtly clear'd up. 


Enter 


a io +. 
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Enter Geraſto a Servants. 


Ger. Your pleaſure, Sir. 
Otr. Who & re ſay this ſweet Dauer is not heav'nly * 
This Virgin, the moſt pure, the moſt untainted, 
The holieſt thing? 8 
Ger. We know it, my dear Lotd, 
We are her Slaves; and that proud Impudence 2 
That dares diſparage her, this Sword, my Lord 
1 Ser. They are Raſcals baſe, hy" Sons of common 
Women, 
That wrong this Virtue, or dues own a thanght 4 
But fair and honourable of her; when we ſlight her, | 
Hang us, or cut's in Pieces; Jet's tug i' th r . 
2 Ser. Brand us for Villains. * 
Flo. Why fure I dream; theſe are al Saints. 
Otr. Go, and live all her Slaves. rt 7 
Ger. Were proud to do it. [ Exeunt. 
Orr. What think ye now? Am not I able, Florime!, 
Yet to preſerve ye? 
Fo, Pm bound to your Lordſhip, 


| Ye are all Honour, and good my Lord but grant me, 


Until to Morrow, leave to weigh my Fortunes, 
PII give you a free anfwer, perhaps a pleaſing, 
Indeed PII do the beſt I can to ſatisfie ye. 

Orr. Take your 125 time; this Kiſs, till then . 
Sweet. (Era 


— * 8 A Y — „ 
—_— — 


ACT VV. A N 


Enter Antonio, Martino, and Buſtopha. | 


Mar. N all means diſcharge your Follower, | 
Aut. If we can get him off; Sirrah, Buſopha, 


Thou muſt needs run back. 


Buſt. But I muſt not, unleſs you ſend a Bier, or a 
Lictor at my Back, I do not uſe to run from my Friends. 


Ant. — go, will ſerve the turn 3 I have forgot By. 
| 1 


* 
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Buſt. What, Sir? 5 SE 

Ant. See if I can think on't now. - 

' Buſt. 1 know what *tis now, © ,. 1 
Ant. A Piſtolet of that. 


away, you're going a ſmocking perhaps. | 
Mar. His own, due, due 1i'taith Antonio, NY. 
Aut. I confeſs it. arid: 
There tis; now if you could afford out of it 
A reaſonable Excuſe to mine Uncle © 
Buſt. Yes, I can; but an Excuſe will not ſerve your 
turn: it muſt be a Lye 3, a full Lye, *cwill do no good 
elſe ; if you'll go to the price of that? 7 
Ant. Is a Lye dearer than an Excuſe? 
Buſt. Oh, treble; this is the price of an Excuſe; but 
a Lye is two more; look, how many Foils go to a fair 
Fall, ſo many Excuſes to a full Lye, and leſs cannot 
ſerve your turn, let any Tailor i' th“ Town make it. 
Mar. Why ttis reaſonable, give him his Price: 
Let it be large enough now. 
Buſt. Vil warrant you, to cover him all over. 

Ant. IJ would have proof of one now, | 
Buſt. What ? (43) ſtale my Invention beforehand ? y 
ſhall Pardon me for that; well, I'll commend you to 
your Uncle, and tell him you'll be at home at Supper 

with him. b 
Ant. By no means, I cannot come to Night, Man. 


Buſt. Done; you have forgot 4 Device to ſend me 


Bit. I know that too, you do not know a Lye when 


you ſee it. 
Mar. Remember it muſt ſtretch for all Night. 
Buſt. I ſhall want ſtuff, I doubt 'twill come to the 


other Piſtol et. 


43) X Scale my Invention] Scale is a word, that has by 
mittake been put into a wrong place, once in Shakefpear's Coriolanus, 
and twice in our Authors, wiz. in Bonduca, and this Play; and as 
what has been ſublti:uted for it there will do full as well here, I 
make no Scruple to correct the place thus, 

What, ſlale my Invention, | 
TT muſt add farther, that my anonymous Friend propos'd the ſame 
Alteration. 9 | 2 
| Ani. 


pally fx 


mh tw, or © kk ty ws 


r 


n * 


Aut. Well, lay out, you ſhall be no loſer Si: 
Buſt. It muſt be faced, you know, there will be a 5 


ol Diſſimulation at leaſt, City-meaſüre, and cut upon an 


Untruth or two: (44), lined with Fables, that muſt 
needs be, cold Weather's coming; if it had a Galloow 
of Hypocriſie, twould do well; * hooked together 
with a Couple of Conceits, ( 45) that's neceſſity; well, 
I'll bring in my Bill: I'Il warrant you as fair a Lye 
that time I, have done with it, as any Gentleman i' th 
Town can ſwear to, if he would hae. his Lord and 
Maſter. on, 
Ant. So, fo, this neceſſary trouble s over. , 
Mar. I would you had bought an Excuſe of him 
Before he went; you'll want one for 1/menia. | 
Ant. Tuſh, there needs none, there's no Suſpicion yer, 
And I'll be arm'd before the next Encounter, 05 
In a faſt tye with my fair Jabel. [ 


Enter Buſtopha. | 


Mar. Yes, you'll find your Errand is before you now. 
Buſt. Oh Gentlemen, look to your ſelves, ye are 
Men of another World elſe ; your Enemies are upon 
you; the old Houle of the Bellides will _ 1 your 
Heads: Signior Liſauro. 1 | 
Ant. Liſauro? © | 
Buſt. And Don what call you bim! ? kes a . 
man: Yet he has but a Yeoman's Name, Don Terzo, 
Terzo, Terzo, and a dozen at their Heels. ED 
Ant. Liſauro, Terzo, nor a dozen more 
Shall fright me from my Ground, nor ſhun my Path, 


(44) lined with Fables if it had a Gallon of Hypocrifie,] 
Mr. 7 heobald diſlikes the reading of Fables here, and propoſes to cor- 
rect Sables, as being the better lining, I ſuppoſe for cold Weather. 
But this was only correcting an imaginary Corruption in this, at 
the ſame time that he ſlip'd over a real one in the next Line, and 
that is meaſuring Hypocriſy 6y the Gallen. I read Galion before I 
ſaw the oldeſt Edition which has Galloon, and ſo have accordingly 
reform'd the 2 ** 1 Th . 3 

(45) — that's neceſity e reading of gecgſſary as ſugg 
by the anonymous Gentleman, is, I think pretty, and * lair od 


being right, [rg 
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Let em come on in all their ableſt fury. 

Mar. Tis worthily reſolved; I'Il ſtand by you, Rin * 
This way, I am thy true Friend. 

© Buſt, Vil be gone, Sir, that of page live to tell 

what's become of you. Put up, put up; will you never 8 
learn to know a Lye from an * Fable? There's a 

Taſte for you now. [ Ext, 


Enter Iſmenia a Ae | | [ 


Mar. Look, Sir, what time of Day is it ? R 
Ant. I know not, U 
My Eyes go falſe, I dare not truſt em now; 
I vrethee tell me, Martin, if thou can'ſt, 8 
Is that Jſinemia or 1/abella ; 
Mar. This is the Lady, forget not Jabella. 
Ant. If this Face may be borrowed and lent out, 
IPt can ſhift Shoulders, and take other Tyres, 
So, *tis mine where-e'er I find it 
Tim. Be ſudden. I Exit Aminta, 
I cannot hold out long. | 
Mar. Believe't, ſhe frowns. 
Aut. Let it come, ſhe cannot frown me off ont ; 
How prettily it wooes me to come nearer ? 
(46) How do you, Lady, ſince yeſterday's Pains? ? 
Were you not weary? of my faith 
| I think you were. 
Am. What, Lady? 5 
Tie Weary of your Faith ; it is a burthen 
That Men faint Aar though they bear little of it. 
Mar. So, this is to the purpoſe. 
Ant. You came home 
In a fair hour, I hope. 
In. From whence, Sir ? 


Enter Aminta, 


Amin. Sir, there's a Gentlewoman without deſires 
| ſpeak with you. | 

| © 446) How ao you te, Laty,} The ſecond av, which is che reading 
| 


n;! AS: 


hat Do JC) 2 


— - [Di = 


of the Ode, © > » I have rejected the Aur 
thority of the old Folio. ” 8. 


An, 


's 
uy 


l. 
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Ant, They were pretty W nnn 


Made them illuſtrious. {ſence 
1/m. My Couſin ſpeaks to ou. 
Amin. A Gentlewoman, Sir, Tee, 

She names her ſelf. 

Mar. So, fo, it hits finely now. [pleak, 


Ant. Name your ſelf how you pleaſe; peak what ou 
Il hear you chearfully, e 
Jan. You are not well, 


Requeſt her in, ſhe may have more acquaintance | 


With his Paſſions, and better cure for em. 
Amin. She's nice in that, Madam ; poor Soul, i it ſeems 


She's fearful of your Diſpleaſure. 
I'm. I'll quit her 


From that preſently, and bring her in my lf. Lan. 


Mar. How careleſly do you behave your an 
When you ſhould call all your beſt Faculties 
To counſel in you? how will you anſwer 
The breach you made with fair Inenia . 
Have you forgot th retrograde Vow: you took 
With her, that now is come in evidence ? 
You'll die upon your ſhame, you need no more 
Enemies of the Houſe, but th? LF now : 

You ſhall have your diſpatch, 


Enter Iſmenia like om 


Aut. Give me that Face, 
And I am ſatisfied, upon mage Ok Shoals 
So Cer it grows; Juno, deliver us 
Out of this amazermentz Beſeech you Goddeſi 
Tell's of our Friends, how does {/menia'? 
And how does Jabells? both in ng Health | 
I hope, as you your ſelf are. 11.3064 

Im. I'm at fartheſt ! (464. 
In my counterfeit z my Antonio, . 
Tee matter againſt you may need a Dunn, 

As I muſt crave of you. 

Aut. Obſerve you, Sir, 5 
What Evidence is come ' gainſt me? What think you 
The Hyura- headed Jury will FE tot? * 

ar. 
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, 1d Dok 
My Hopes are pour'd into the bottomleſs tub. 
*Tis labour for the Houſe of Bellides, | | 
I muſt not ſeem fo yet; but in ſooth, Lady, 
Did you imagine your changeable Face 11 3 
| Hid you from me? By this Hand I knew you. 
„ An:. I went by thi Face: and by theſe Eyes I might 
Have been deceiv'd. In. You might indeed, Antonio, 
For this Gentleman did vow to Iſabella, oy 
That he it was that lov'd [/menia, ' 
And not Antonio. bet „d 
Mar. (47) Good, and was not that 
A manifeſt Confeſſion that I knew you ? 
I elſe had been unjuſt unto my Friend: | 
*T'was well remembred, there I found you out, 
And ſpeak your Conſcience now. N 
Ant. But did he fo proteſt ?, e a0 of 
Iſin. Yes, I vow to you, had Antonio wedded 1/abella, 
Tfmenia had not been loft, there had been her. Lover, 
Au. Why much good do you Friend; take her to you; 
I crave but one, here have I my Wiſh full, 
l am glad we ſhall be fo near Neighbours. 7's 
Mar. Take both, Sir, Juno to boot, three Parts in one; 
(48) St. Hilarie bleſs you ! now Opportunity 
Beware to meet with Falſhood, if thou canſt 
Shun it, my Friends Faith's turning from him. 
I'm. Might I not juſtly accuſe Antonio 
For a Love-wanderer ? You know no other 
But me, for another, and confeſs Troth now ? 
Ant. Here was my Guide, where-eer I find this Face 
I am a Lover, marry, I muſt not miſs 
This Freckle then, I have the number of 'em, 
Nor this Dimple, nor a Silk from this Brow, 
I carry th' full Idea ever with me: 
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(47) Good wat not that] Se the Octavo and the later Folio: The 
Text is reſtored from 1647 Copy. | | 
ou St. Hilarie 6/5 you, Here I think Martino's Speech ſhou'd 

„and Antonio ſpeak the Remainder, ; 5 
I Friend's Faith's turning from him, 
Plainly appears to be Antonio's upbraidings to Martino. | 
W * 


| But to make up the Line full, as to the Senſe methinks we ſhou'd 
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If Nature can ſg. ppnctually unden ei ano. 360 
I may be icozened, | led COLE ph 
Ian. Well, all this i Ae ant”: 1 
But now, to perfect all, our Love * nor 8 
Come to our En' mies Hands, where neither r Fart ry 
Will ever gie Conſent 9 it. % oo 
Ant. Moſt certain: „„ 
For which Reaſon it muſt not be — to em ee, 
Ha'n't we Prevention in our /n Hand? 
Shall I walk by the Tree, deſire. the Fruitt. 
(49) Vet be fo nice to *. till Lask Leave 
Gib churliſh Gardiner, that will Ks me? 
Im. O Antonio i, 


1 


Ant. Tis manners to fall o "0 x tl 

When Grace is face W * 
Iſn. That holy Act's to come. 5 
Mar. You may ope an Oyſter or two LIVER EEC 
Ant. Are there not double Vows, . a valuable 

And as well ſpokeas any Friar On: 

Heaven has heard . 3 
Jin. Les; but ſtays the Ble 

=_ all dues be done; e ſerv d by el 4 

We ſhall bave;ne'er a Father's Bleſſing here, 

Let us not loſe the better from above, 1575 | 
Ant. You take up Weapons of unequal Force, 1 

It ſhows you cowardly; hark in your Ear. =_ 
Amin. Have 1 loft all Employment? Would this Proffer | 

Had been to me, though I had paid it with | 

A reaſonable Penance. Mar. Have I paſt 

All thy, Fore-Lock, Time? I'll ſtretch a long Arm 

But I'll catch hold again; (do but look back HY 

Over thy Shoulder,) a have a pull at the. 
Iſn. I hear you, Sir, nor can I hear too much 

While you ſpeak well: You know th* accuſtom 'd Place 


» ” " 

i 4 4 S * g 
* & 4 us. 
7 . Fm M1. 


(49) Yet be ſo nice th —— till, &c.] Here ſeems to be an El- 
lipſis to my anonymous riend, which he fills up thus, 
Yet be fo nice to pull not, 


read fo, 
Tet be fo nice as not to pull. 


VOL Va. - | R Of 
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Of our Night- Pa arley 3 if you can aſcend, 
The Window ſhall receive you; you may find the 
A corrupted Church-man to bid you r 

Ant. I'd meet no other Man. 

Iſin. Aminta, you hear this, 
| Amin. With Joy, Madam, becauſe it phaſes you. 
It may be mine own Caſe another time: 
= Now you go the right way, ask the Banes out, 
| Put it paſt Father, or Friends, to forbid it, 
And then you're ſure. Sir, your men Taper 
PI! light up for you; the Window ſhall ſhow you 
The way to Ses. 
| | | Aut. I will venture drowning, | | 
| Mar. The Simile holds not; tis hanging rather. | 

You muſt aſcend your Caſtle by a Ladder; 
To the Foot Ill bring you, 4 
Ant. Leave me to climb it. | i 
Mar. If Ido turn you off? | 
1 ky Night ſarewel: Then better. Jim Beſt 

9 3 ( 

But peeviſh Hatred keeps back that Degree. Exeunt. 

Mar. I never look d fo ſmooth as now 1 . 
And then beware: Knave is at worſt of Knave [ 
When he ſmiles beſt, and the moſt ſeems to fave. [Exit | 


N. 
Enter Julio, 


<tr 


| Jul. My Mind's s unquiet while Antonio - 
My Nephew's abroad, my Heart's not at home, 
Only my Fears ſtay with me ; bad Com nay! : 
But I cannot ſhift em off. This Hatred i 


Betwixt the Houſe of Bellides and us? © | 
Is not fair War; *tis civil, but uncivil. 
We are near Neighbours, were, of Love as near, 
Till a croſs Miſconſtruction ('twas no more 


In conſcience) put us ſo far aſunder: 6; 
I would 'twere reconciled ; it has laſted 
Too many Sun - ſets, if Grace might moderate: A 


Man 


Man 
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Man ſhould not loſe ſo many Days of Peace, 

To ſatisfie the Anger of one Minute. 

I could repent it heartily. I ſent 

The Knave to attend my Antonio too, | 
Yet he returns'no Comfort to me neither, 1 


Buſt. No, I muſt not 

Jul. Ha, he's come. 

Buſt. 1 muſt not; *twill break his Heart to hear * 

Jul. How ? there's bad Tidings : I muſt obſcure and hear 
He'll not tell me for breaking of my Heart, 45-00 
It is half ſplit already. 

Baſt. I have ſpy'd him: Now to knock down a Don 
with a Lie, a filly harmleſs Lie; *twill be yaliantly done, 
and nobly perhaps, | 

Jul. I cannot hear him now. 

' Buſt. O the bloody Days that we live in; the envi- 
ous, malicious, deadly Days that we draw Breath in! 

Jul. Now I hear too loud. 

Buſt. (50) The Children that never ſhall be born may 
rue it; for Men that are ſlain now, might have liv'd to 
have got Children, that might have curs'd their Fa- 
thers. 

Jul. Oh, my Poſterity is ruin'd, 

Buſt. Oh ſweet Antonio ! 

Jul. O dear Antonio! 

| Buſt. Let it was nobly done of both Parts : Whey 
he and Liſauro met | 

Jul. Oh, Death has parted em! 

By. Welcome my mortal Foe, ſays one; Welcome 
my deadly Enemy, ſays th' other ; off go their Doublets, 
they in their Shirts, and their Swords ſtark naked; here 
lyes Antonio, here lyes Liſauro; he comes upon him with 


(50) The Children that ever Hall be herl As Buſlopha is pours 
ing out his Nonſenſe to the no ſmall pt 5 of his Auditors, I 


cou'd not help thinking that in this place he was FEY to be all of 
a Piece, and therefore read in my Margin, 


— that never all be, &c. 
And found my my Conjecture turn'd to a DO by the Folio of 1647. 


2 an 


260 The Maid in the Mill. 
an Embroccado, that he puts by with a punti reverſa; 
Liſauro recoils me two Paces, and ſome ſix Inches back, 
takes his Career, and then hx 

Jul. Oh. 

Buſt. Runs Antonio quite through — 

Jul. Oh Villain! 


Buſt. Quite through between the Arm and the Body 
ſo; yet he had no Hurt at that Bout. 

Jul. Goodneſs be prais'd. 

Buſt. But then, at next Encounter, he fetches me u 
Liſauro; Liſauro makes out a Long at him, which he 


5 thinking to be a Paſſado, Antonio 8 Foot ſlipping, down, 


oh down 
Jul. O now thou art loft ! | 
But. Oh, but the quality of the thing both Gentle- 


men, both Spaniſh Chriſtians, yet one Man to ſhed -— 


Jul. Say his Enemies Blood. 

_ Buſt. His Hair, may come by er Caſualties, thong 
he never go into the Field with his Foe; but a Man to 
loſe nine Ounces and two Drams of Blood at one Wound, 
thirteen and a, Scruple at another, and to live till he die 
in cold Blood'— yet the Suegeon, that cur'd him, faid 
if Pia mater had not been qe 112 had been a lives 
Man' till this Day. 

Jul. There he concludes he is gone. 

Fra. But all this is nothing: Now I come to * 
Point — 

Jul. Ay, the Point, that's deadly; che ancient Blow 
Over the Buckler, ne'er went half fo deep. 

Buſt. Yet Pity bids me keep in my Charity; for me 


to pull an old Man's Ears from his Head with telling 


of a Tale: Oh foul Tale! No, be filent Tale — Far- 
thermore, there is the Charge of Burial z every one will 
cry Blacks, Blacks, that had but the leaſt Finger dipt in 
his Blood, though ten Degrees remov'd when *cwas 
done. Moreover, the Surgeon (that made an end of 
him) will be paid: Sugar-Plums and Sweet-Breads 
yet I ſay, the Man ay recover again, and die in 

his Bed. 
Jul. What motly Smuff is this? Sirrah, ſpeak 25 
al 
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What hath befal'n my dear Antonio? 
Reſtrain your Pity in concealing it : 
Tell me the Danger full; take off your Care 
Of my receiving it; kill me that way, 
I'll forgive my Death; what thou keepꝰſt back from Truth 
Thou ſhalt ſpeak in Pain; do not look to find 


A Limb in his right Place, a Bone unbroke, 


Nor ſo much Fleſh unbroil'd of all that Mountain, | 


As a Worm might ſup on; diſpatch, or be diſpatch'd. 
Buſt: Alas, Sir, I know nothing, but that Antonio is a 
Man of God's making to this Hour, tis not two ſince I 


left him ſo. 


Jul. Where didſt thou leave him ? [from you. 

Buſt. In the ſame Cloaths he had on when he went 

Jul. Does he live? 

Buſt. I ſaw him drink, | 

Ful. Is he not wounded ? 

Buſt. He may have a Cut i'th' Leg by this time; for 
Don Martino and he were at whole (laſhes. 

Jul. Met he not with Liſauro? 

Buſt. | do not Know her, 

Jul. Her? Liſauro i is a Man, as he is. 

Buſt, I ſaw ne'er a Man like him. | 

Jul. Didſt thou not diſcourſe a Fight (51) betwixt 
Antonio and Liſauro ? 

Buſt. Ay, to my ſelf; I hope a Man may give himſelf 
the Lie if it pleaſe him. 

Jul. Didſt thou lye then? 

Buſt. As ſure as you live now. 

Jul. I live the happier by it: When will he return? 

Buſt. That he ſent me to tell you, within theſe ten 

Days at fartheſt, 

Jul. Ten Days? he's not wont to be abſent two, 

Buſt. Nor I think he will not, he ſaid he would be at 
home to Morrow, but I love to ſpeak within my Com- 


paſs, 


(51) Berwixt Antonio "and Liſander 71 Mr. Theobald and my 
Correſpondent read with me Liſauro; tis odd to miſtake fo ſoon, 
Whers but à Line or ſo above, Li/auro's Name is wrote at length. 


R 3 Jul. 
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Rn You ſhall ſpeak within mine, Sir, now.' Within 
ere. 


Enter Servants. 
Take this Fellow into Cuſtody, keep him ſafe, I charge 


a” Buft. Safe? Do you hear ? take notice what Plight 

you find me in, if there want but a Collop or a Steak 
o' me look to't. 

Jul. If my Nephew return not in Health to Morrow, 


thou goeſt to the Rack. 
Buſt. Let me go to th? Manger firſt ; I had rather eat 
Oats than Hay, [ Exeup!. 


Enter Bellides with a Letter. 
Bel. By your Leave, Sir. Jul. F or ought I know 


et, 
Are Gene Sir. Bel. Read that, and tell me ſo; 
Or if thy r, be not eaſie, 
Keep thy Noſe unſadled, and ope thine Ears; 
I can ſpeak thee the Contents, I made em; 
»Tis a Challenge, a fair one, I'll maintain't : 
I ſcorn to hire my Second to deliver't, 
I bring't my ſelf: Doſt know me, Julio? 
Jul. Bellides? 
Bel. Ves, is not thy Hair on end now? 
Jul. Somewhat amaz'd at thy raſh Hardineſs ; 
How durſt thou come fo near thine Enemy? 
Bel. Durſt ? | 
{ dare come nearer; thou art a Fool, Julio. 
Jul. Take it home to thee, with a Knave to boot. 
Bel. Knave to thy Teeth again; and all that's quit; 
Give me not a Fool more than I give thee, 
Or if thou doſt, look to hear on't again. 
Jul. What an Encounter's this? 
Bel. A noble one: 
My Hand is to my Words, thou haſt it there, 
There I do challenge thee, if thou dar'ſt be 
Good Friends with me; or Þll proclaim thee coward. 


Jul. 


Speak thy Conſcience, how haſt thou ſlept this Month, 


(5 2) An Heritance that you have gather'd for em, 


Jul. Be Friends with thee? __ 
Bel. I'll ſhew thee reaſons for't : 


A pair of old Coxcombs (now we go together? 


Such as ſhould ſtand examples of Diſcretion, 


The Rules of Grammar to unwilling Youth _ 


To take out Leſſons by: we that ſhould check 
And quench the raging fire in others Bloods, 

We ſtrike the Battel to Deſtruction? 
Read *em the black Art? and make em believe 
It is Divinity? Heathens, are we not? 


Since this Fiend haunted us ? 
Jul. Sure ſome good Angel 
Was with us both laſt Night: ſpeak thou Truth 900, 
Was it not laſt Night's motion ? 
Bel. Doſt not think | 
I would not lay hold of it at firſt proffer 3 : | 
Should I ne'er ſleep again? | | 
Jul. Take not ll & from me; 
Pl! tell the Doctrine of my Viſion, 
Say that Liſauro, beſt of all thy Blood, ? | f 
Or any one, the leaſt allyed to * 5 


Should be the prey unto Autonio's Sword, 
Or any of the Houſe of Bellides ? 
Bel. Mine was the juſt inverſion ; on, on, on. [row, | 
Jul. How would thine Eyes have 19 thee in Sar- 4 
And left the Conduit of Nature dry | 
Thy hands have turn'd rebellious to = Balls, 
And broke the Glaſſes ? with thine own curſes | 
Have torn thy Soul, left thee a Statue 
To propagate thy next Poſterity ? | 
Bel. Yes, and thou cauſer : fo it faid to me, [F OY 
They fight but your miſchiefs; th* young Men were 
As is the Life and Blood coagulate, 
And curded in one Body ; but this is yours, 


(52) 4 Inheritance which, &c.} Mr. Theobald has put a pom- 
pous L. T. in his Margin to Heritance for Inheritance, as thinking 
perhaps the Meaſure mended' (for _ only can de ſo) by LK; gt | 

"Te 4 
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A Legacy of Blood to kill each other 

Throughout your Generations, Was't not ſo ? 

Ful. Word for word, | 

Bel. Nay, I can go farther yet. 

Jul. Tis far enough; let us atone it here; 
And in a reconciled Circle fold 
Our Friendſhip new again. 

Bel. The Sign's in Gemini, 

An auſpicious Houſe, *thas join'd both ours again, 
Jul. You can't proclaim me Coward now, Don Bellides. 
Bel. No; thou'rt a valiant Fellow, ſo am I: 

I'll fight with thee at this Hug, to the laſt Leg 

I have to ſtand on, or Breath or Life left. 

Jul. This is the Salt unto Humanity, J. 

And keeps it ſweet. 

Bel. Love! oh Life ſtinks without it. 

I can tell you News. 

Jul. Good has long been wanting. 

Bel. I do ſuſpect, and I have ſome Proof on 't. 
(So far as a Love - Epiſtle comes to) 

That Antonio (your Nephew) and my Daughter 

Iſnenia are very good Friends before us. 

Jul. That were a double Wall about our Houſes, 
Which I could wiſh were builded. Bel. I'd i it from 
Antonio's Intimate, Don Martino : | 
And yet, methought, it was no TI Part 
To ſhow it me. 

Jul. Perhaps twas his Conſent : 

Lovers have Policies as well as Stateſmen : 


They look not always at the Mark they aim at. 


Bel. We'll take up Cudgels, and have one bout with 'em, 
T hey ſhall know nothing of this Union, 


And til they find themſelves moſt deſperate, 
Succour ſhall never ſee*m. 


Jul. PII take your part, Sir. 
Bel. It grows late; there's a happy Day NA us. 
Ful. The Example | hope to all behind it. (Event. 


10 e Reader kitdws this ; is a Change which is quite unneceſſary. tis 
t flurring che two | firſt Sy lla bles 1 in the Pronunciaion, and the Bu- 


fineſs is over. 
SCENE 


bad £7 AM 0er 28 
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S CE N E III. 
Enter Aminta above, with a Taper. 


Amin. (53) Stand fair, light of Love, which Epithet 
and Place | | | 1 | 

Adds to thee Honour, to me *twould be Shame, 

We muſt be weight in Love, no Grain too light; 

Thou art the Land-mark, but if Love be blind, 6 

(As many that can ſee have fo reported) ; | 

What benefit canſt thou be to his Darkneſs? 

(54) Love's a Jewel (ſome ſay) ineſtimable, 

But hung at the Ear, deprives our own fight, 

And fo it ſhines to others, not our ſelyes. 

I ſpeak my skill, I have only heard on't, 

But I could wiſh a nearer Document; 

Alas, the ignorant deſire to now: | 

Some ſay, Love's but a Toy, and with a but 

Now methinks I ſhould love it n&er the worſe ; 

A Toy 1s harmleſs ſure, and may 'be plaid with, 

It ſeldome goes without his adjunct, Pretty, 

A pretty Toy we ſay, tis metre to joy too. 

Well, here may be a mad Night yer, for all this, 

Here's a Prieſt ready, and a Lady ready; 

A Chamber ready, and a Bed ready; © 

Tis then but making unready, and that's ſoon done: 

My Lady is my Couſin; I my felf; | 

Which is neareſt then ? My Deſires are mine, 

Say they be hers too, is't a hanging matter? 

It may be ventur'd in a worſer cauſe — 


; 


a (53) Stand Fair, light of Love,] Mr. Theobald ſays in his Mar- 


zin, Light Love; The Reader is left to his Choice. 
(54) i Jewel, (ſome ſay) ineflimable, 5 
But hung at the Ear, deprives our own figbt,] What the 
Poets deſign'd to ſay ſeems to be this, wiz. That the Feauel of Love 
being hung at the Ear, is unſeen by them that affix'd it there ; but 
as this is not poſſible to be made of the words as they ſtand, I ima- 
gine the Line might originally run thus, 
| Lowe is a 7 


But hung at th' Ear is depriv'd our own fight. 


266 The Maid in the Mill 


I muſt 80 queſtion with my Conſcience: 


I have the word; Centinel, do thou ſtand. 


Thou ſhalt not need to call, ll be at hand. [Eau 
Enter Antonio and Martino. 


Aus. Are we not dog d bebind us, think ' ſt thou, Friend 


Mar. I heard not one bark, Sir. 
Ant. There are that bite 


And bark not, Man; methought I ſpy'd two Fellows 


That through two Streets together walk'd aloof, 
And wore their Eyes ſuſpiciouſly upon us. 
Mar. Your Jealouſie, nothing elſe ; or ſuch perhaps 
As are afraid as much of us; who knows 
But about the like buſineſs ? but for your fears fake, 
I'll adviſe and intreat one courteſie. ; 
Ant. What is that, Friend? 
Mar. 1 will not be denied, Sir, 


Change your upper Garments with me. 


Ant. It needs not. | 
Mar. I think ſo too, but I will have it fo, 
If you dare truſt me with the better, Sir. 
Ant. Nay then. 
Mar. If there ſhould be danger towards, 
There will be the main mark Pm ſure. 
Ant. Here thou tak*ſt from me — po 
Mar. Tuſh, the General 
Muſt be ſafe, howſoe'er the Battel goes 
See you the Beacon yonder ? 
Ant. Yes, we're near ſhore. 


Enter two Gentlemen with Weapons drawn, they fet upin 
Martino: Antonio purſues them out in reſcue of Mar. 
tino. 


Mar. Come, land, land, you muſt clamber by the Cliff, 
Here are no Stairs to riſe by. . 


Ant. Ay, are you there. [ Fight, and Exeun. 


Enter Aminta above, and Martino return'd again aſcends 


Amin. Antonio? © i 


Mar. Yes, Iſmenia. | Amin, 


= 2p ys nes py, 


d! 


ſmin. 


Amin. Thine wn. . | 

Mar. Quench th? light, thine Eyes are guides illuſtrious, 

Amin. Tis neceſſary. [ Exeunt, 
(55) Enter Antonio. 

Ant. Your have ſav*d your lives, whoe'er you are. 
Friend? Martin? where art thou? not hurt I hope: 
Sure I was fartheſt i th purſuit of em 
My Pleaſures are forgotten thraugh my Fears. 


The Light's extinct, it was diſcreetly done: 


They could not but have notice of the Broil, 
And fearing that might call up Company, 
Have carefully prevented, and closꝰd up: 

I do commend the heed; oh, but my Friend, 
I fear he's hurt: Friend? Friend? it cannot be 


So mortal, that I ſhould loſe thee quite, Friend? 


A groan, or any thing that may diſcover thee : 

Thou art not bak & far, but I might hear thee: 

I'll lay mine Ear as low as thou canſt fall: f 
Friend, Don Martino, I muſt anſwer for thee, | 
»Twas in my cauſe thou fell'ſt, if thou be'ſt do wu __ 
Such Dangers ſtand betwixt us and our Joys, 

That ſhould we forethink e'er we undertake, 

We'd fit at home, and fave — What a Night's here? _ 
Purpos'd for ſo much Joy, and now diſpos'd 

To fo much Wretchedneſs ? I ſhall not reſt in't: 

If T had all my Pleaſures there within, 

I ſhould not entertain em with a Smile. 

Good-night to you : Mine will be black and fad, 

A Friend cannot, a Woman may be had. [ Exit. 


1650 IE" _— 3 1 Wha | 

r. Your Legs have jaw'd your, &C. | t a glaring Contra- 
diction is here, e Antonio, and yet not he, hut DN Who was 
ſafe within, and deceiving his Friend as he thought, begins the Soli- 
loquy. I have therefore without any Scruple given the true Speaker 
his own Part, and turn'd Martino out of Poſſeſſion, tho' he has 
kept it ſince the Year 1647, and I muſt add with Pleaſure that my 
kind Correſpondent concurr'd in the ſame Change. 


ACT 
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5 - 


AC TVS GR NE I. 
Enter Iſmenia and Aminta. 


Jun. ( Thou falſe en 

| Amin. Do' your i daringe t. he s mine own, 
Soul and Body mine, Church and Chamber 1 
Totally mine. 

Im. ” Dareſt thou * thy Falſhood ? 

Amin. Shall I not give a welcome to my Wiſhes © 
Come home ſo ſweetly ? Farewel, your Company 
Till you be calmer, Woman [Exit 

1m. Oh what a heap 
Ot Miſery has one Night brought wn it. 


Enter Antonio. 


Ant. Where is he? do you turn your ſhame from me? 


You're a blind Adultereſs, you know you are, 
Iſin How's that, Antonio? ; 
Ant. Till I have Vengeance, 
Your Sin's not pardonable : I will have him, 
If Hell hide him not; you've had your laſt of him. (Ex. 
I'm. What did he ſpeak? I underſtood him not, 
He call'd me a foul Name, it was not mine, . 
He took me e for 2 ſure. 


Euter Bellides, | 40 


Bel. Ha? are | 
You there? Where is your Sweetheart | have found you, 
Traytor to my Houle: wilt league with mine Enemy? 
You'll ſhed his Blood, you'll ſay: hah! will you fo? 
And fight with your Heels upwards? No, Minion, 

I have a Husband for you, ſince you're fo rank, 
And ſuch a Husband as thou ſhalt like him, 
Whether thou wilt or no: Antonio? 

- tm. It Thunders with the Storm now. 


Bel. 


— 


— 


bw ke 1 
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Bel. And to Night 
Ill have it diſpatcd'3 Tu 9 it ſure, , 
By to morrow this time thy Maiden- head 
(56) Shall not be worth a Chicken, if it were 
Knockt at an Out- cry: Go, I'Il ha'ye before me: 
Shough, ſhough, up to your Coop, Pea- hen. 


Im. Then I'll try my Wings. Zrit. 
Bel. Ay, are you good at that? ſtop, ſtop Thief, ſtop 
there. 8 [Ext 


SCENE ML. 
1 7 75 Otrante, and Florimel ſign. 


Firſt S 0 N G. 


Flo. Now 3 Leiſure, and a b Wind, 
Thou mayſt at Pleaſure cauſe the Stones to grind, 
Sails ſpread, and Griſt here ready to be ground, 
Fie, frand not idly, but let the Mill go round. 


Otr. Why doſt thou ſing and dance thus? why fo merry? 
Why doſt thou look ſo e 8 me ef 
And kiſs my Hands??? 

Flo. If I were high enough, 
Pd kiſs your Lips too. 7 

Otr. Do, this is ſome Kin 
This taſtes of willingneſs; nay, you ma kiß 2 
But why o'th' ſudden now does the fit take ye, ola] 
Unoffer*d, or uncompePd ? why theſe ſweet Curt ſies! 1 
E'en now you would have bluſh'd to death to kiſs thus: 
Prithee let me be prepar'd to meet thy Kindneſs, 


(56) Shall not be worth a Chicken, ] In this —_ the unknown 
Gentleman reads thus, 


worth a Chequin, 


-— 


And adds that Sir Jaac Newton in his Tables of Gold 1 Silver 
Coins ſays, Sequin, Chequin, or Zacheen is a Gold Venetian Coin, 
worth Nine and Sixpence. It may be ſo, but yet my Friend will 
I hope pardon me if I have not alter'd the Line according to his 
Direction, for I am not ſure, that there is not a double Entendre 


couch'd under this Word whick will be loſt his ropos d Cor- 
rection of the Text. i ”7 n 


250 The Mail in the dill: 

I ſhall be unfurniſh'd elſe to hold thee play, Wench : 
Stay now a little, and delay your B 3 | 
If this be Love, 3 is too violent: 

If you repent you of your Strictneſs to me, 

It b ſo ſudden, it wants Circumſtance. 


Second $ O N G. 


How long ſhall 1 pine for Love? 
How long ſhall I ſue in vain ? 
How long, like the Turtle- Dove, 
Shall I heavily thus complain? 
Shall the Sails of my Love fland ſtill? 
Shall the Griſts of my Hopes be unground ? 
Ob fie, ob fie, ob fit, 


np) tp OD WY A 


Lu the Mill, tet the Mill go round. 


Dtr. Prithee be calm a little, Bs 
Thou mak*ſt me wonder; thou that wert ſo ſtrange, 
And read ſuch pious Rules to my Behaviour 
But yeſternight; thou that wert made of Modeſty, 
Shouldft in a few ſhort Minutes turn thus deſp rate. 

Flo. You are too cold. | 
Orr. I do confeſs I freeze now, 
I am another thing, all over me: 
It is my;part to-woo, .not to be courted : 
Unfold this Riddle, tis to me a wonder, p 
That now o'th* inftant &er I can _— 7 I 
Fer I can turn my thoughts, and think upon 
A ſeparation of your honeſt Carriage 7 
From the deſires of Youth, thus wantonly, | v 
Thus beyond expectation | 1 
| N 
P 


= : will tell ye, 1 
And tell ye ſeriouſly, why I appear thus, 
To hold ye' no more ne tcp 55 blinded. 

I. have no Modeſty, I'm truly wanton: | 

I'm that you look for, Sir; now come up roundly: er 
If my ſtrict Face and counterfeited Statelineſs 
Could have won on ye, I had caught ye that way, And 

n 


And 9 ſhould ner have come t'have known who 


Prithee, Rows Count, be more kamin with me. 
However we are open in our Natares, 

And apt to more deſires than you dare meet with, 
Yet we affect to lay the gloſs of good on't: 

I ſaw you touch not at \ bait of Chaſtity, 

And that it grew diſtaſteful to your Palate 

T' appear ſo holy, therefore I take my true ſhape ; _ 
Is your Bed ready, Sir? you ſhall quickly find me. 


Third $ O N G. 


On the Bed Pl throw thee, throw thee down ; 
Down being laid, 
Shall we be afraid 
To try the Rights that belong to raw 
No, no, there Pl] woo 1 * with a Crown, 
Crown our Deftres, 
Kindle the fires, | 
When Love requires we ould wanton prove, 
Well kiſs, well ſport, we'll laugh, we'll play, 
If thou com flor, 475 thee Fll hay; 
If thow unstilful art, (57) the Ground, 
T'll kindly teach, 21 have the Mall g0 round. 


Otr. Are ye no Maid? 
Flo. Alas, my Lord, no certain 3 
Pm ſorry you're ſo innocent to think ſo. 
Is this an Age for ſilly Maids to thrive in? 
It is fo long too ſince J loft it, Sir, 
That I have no belief I ever was one: 
What ſhould you do with Maiden-heads? you u hate * em, 
They're (38) peeviſn, pettiſh things, that hold no Game up 
No Pleaſure neither, they are ſport for Surgeons; 
Pl! warrant you I'll fit you beyond Maiden- head: 


(57) — 2 the Ground,] The omiflion of oz is upon. the 
eredie of the firſt Folio. A 
(58) — peeviſs, pettiſb things,] So reads 1647 Edition, 
Others, * petty, &c. | 
"3% 
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A fair and eaſie way Men travel right, in, bon WA, 
And with Delight, diſcourſe, and twenty Pleaſir, 


Th? enjoy their Journey, mad Men creep thro Hedges, 15 

Otr. Tm metamorphos'd ; why do you. appear, W 

1 ern ye, beyond Belief thus wanton? | pk 

Flo. Decals 3 would. give ye Pleaſure eren belief. Le 

koa $ O N C. wm 3 14 n WT! 

hit acl. wy Fab a OO e 

Where I have oft been found-a Ju 

| | Thrown on my Back, © " Sh 
| | On a well- filld Sack . | (6 


While the Mill has ftill gone round-a: : 
Prithee Sirrab try thy chill} | 
And again tet the Mill go round-a... 


Otr. Then you fa Traded? 1 Cl 
Flo. Traded? how ſhould I know. elſe how to 125 Sir, f 1 
And how to ſatisfie ſuch Lords as you are, 
Our beſt Gueſts and our richeſt ?. Ozr, How I ſhake now? [, 
You take no baſe Men? Flo. Any that will offer, L 
All manner of Men, and all Religions, Sir, 2 
We touch at in our time; all States and Age, 
We exempt none. TO = any oy N 
N 


Fifth 8 2 N G. 


De young one, the old on, 
The fearful, the bold one, Xe 
The lame one, though ne er ſo unſound, V 
The Jew or the Turk, 
Have leave for to work, 


The wh:iſt that the Mill goes around. SE bs 

| th; 

* Otr. You are a common thing then? 0 
Ho. No matter, ſince you have your private Pleaſure wy 
And have it by an Artiſt excellent; 0 


E | Whether I am thus, or thus, your Men can tell ye. 
1 Otr. My Men ? Defend me, how | freeze together, fo 


1 7 F And 


\nd 
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And am on Ice: do I bite at ch? an r 7 
After my Men? I am prefer d. 

Ho. Why ſay ye? 
Why do we talk, my Lord, and loſs our Want 
Pleaſure was made for Lips, and ſweet: Embraces, 


Let Lawyers uſe their Tongues. (59) (Pardon- me, 
Modeſty,) 


This deſp'rate way muſt help; or I am miſerable.- 
* Otr. She turns, and wi * her Face, ſhe weeps for certain, 
Some new way now, cannot be thus e 0 
She is too excellent fair to be thus impudent: 
She knows the Elements of common looſeneſs, Csir. 
( oy TH art of lewdneſs: That, that, . ö 


Enter a Servants . l er 80 


Ser. The King, and't t pleaſe your Leonie, age 
Cloſe at the Gate, Otr. The King? LOGOUT 19% 
Ser. And calls for ye, Sir, w 1 9% 
Means to breakfaſt here too. Ho. Then Im h rer. * 
Otr. Stollen ſo ſuddenly ? Go lock her up. 

Lock her up where the Courtiers may not ſee ber, 

Lock her up eloſely, Sirrah, in my Cloſet. 
Ser. L will, my Lord, what, does ſhe yield yer? L. 
Otr. Peace: 

She's either a damn'd Devil, or an Angel. 1 4 

"mw noiſe, upon your Life, Dame, but all ſilence. 


Enter King, Lords, Vertigo, Liſauro, and Wass 


_ Orr. Your Majeſty heaps too much Honour on 4 £ 
With ſuch delight to view each ſeveral corner 


*#4> 


| (59) — Pardon my Modeſy,] How much finer is the Text which 
is from the Folio of the oldeſt date. 

(60) The art of lewdueſs :---} However Fbrimel's Language ſhews 
that ſhe had heard of the Elements at leaſt of Looſeneſs, yet I think 
Otrante ſhou'd fay, that he did not believe the knew * the Priflical 
part of it, and ſo I wou'd read, 


Not th Art of Lewdneſs, ——— Renz { 5 | 
Or rather thus, 

Not th AQ of Lewdneſi. Art and A being often con- 
founded both in Shake/prar and our Authors, Mr. Seward. 


vol. VII. 8 "7 
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Of a rude Pile; there's no proportion in't, 8 ir. 
Phil. Methinks *tis handſome, and the Rooms iy 


Are neat, and well contriv'd : the Gallery 


Stands pleaſantly and ſweet : What Room x are theſe? 
Otr. They're fluttiſn ones. 
Ni, Nay, It ſee . 
Orr. Pray ye do, Sir, 

They' re Lodging-chambers. o'er a 8 9 


gil. Fit ſtill, and handſome; very well: 3 


Orr. Thoſe lead to th' other fide uw er Rr 
Phil. Let me ſee thoſGG. [ye 
Orr. Ye may, the Doors are 18 


open 
(61) What ſhou'd this View mean? 1 am "half ſafSkions 


[ 4fiae, 
Phil. This little Room? 5 
Otr. Tis mean; 4 Place ſor walk, Sir, 
For rubbiſh of the Houſe. 
Phil. J would ſee 208 too? 
I will ſee all. ** Ag 
Orr. 1 do balech. your Majeſty, . fend. 0 | 
The Sayour of it, and the. coarſe Appearance — | | 
Phil. *Tis not ſo bad, Ne not, Nees your, Houle 
Come, let me fee. - i 
Otr. Faith, Sir. | "Fae 
Phil. faith. I will ſee, | , 
Otr. My Groom has th? Key, Sin ang "is ten to 
Phil, But I will ſee it: Force the Lock, my rs, 
There be Smiths enough to mend it: I perceive 
Yoy keep ſome rare things here, you auld, not ſhow, Sir, 


Florimel diſeover'd.” 


Ter. Here's a fair Maid indeed. 
Phil. By my Faith is ſhez- 
A handſome Girl: Come forward, 19 1 not \ Year: Wench. 
Ay matry, here's a Treaſure worth concealing 3 
Call in the Miller. 
Orr. Then I am diſcover d. 


%. 


(61 What would this 2 jcau, &c. 1 Would Lhave chang'd for 
| 8 


Jos 4, from the ä of Folio 1647. 


r n 2 


6 . 


—— 
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| 111 confeſs all before the Miller comes, Sir, 
my 'Twas but Intention, from all Act Fm der yet. 


Enter Franio. | : 


Phil. Is this your Daughter? 21 
Fra. Yes, and t pleaſe your Highneſs, 
This is'th* Shape of her; for her Subſtance, Ki, 
Ay Whether ſhe be now kondurable or 
I Diſhonourable, whether ſhe be-now  _ 
eG ors Cann bs Wtthd.; 75 10 
I thank my Lord, he made . Wee my Philly, i 
If ſhe be for your Pace; y*had iron her, Sir, 
She's tender-mouth'd, let er be oro en n handſomely. 
Phil. Maid, were you ſtollen? ö 
Ho. I went not willingly ß, 
And't pleaſe your Grace, I was acer had bn boldly. 
Phil. How has he us'd ye? . 


S 2.8 


Flo. Yet, Sir, very nobly. ba. 
Phil. Be ſure — Truth; ** * * m L 
You have not wrong d her; if you have, I tell ye 


You've loſt me, and your ſelf too; ſpeak again, Wench: 
Flo. He has not wrong'd me, Sir; Pm yet a Maid : 
7 By all that's white and innocent, I am, Sir: 


Only I ſuffer'd under ſtrong Temptations 0! vÞ 
The Heat of Youth; but Heaven deliver'd me. 
My Lord, I am no 'W hore, for all A . 
And feign'd ĩt ounningly, and made ye loath me: 
'Twas time to out- do you; I had been robb'd e 
had been miſerable, et . 
Pbil. What Recompence far Gus 
| Otr. A great one, Sir, 
Firſt a Repentance, and a hearty 0 one. 
1 Forgive me, Sweet. | | 
ch. Ho. I do, my Lord. 
Orr. 1 1 ye; 
The next take this, and theſe; all l . Flarimel \ 
Flo. No, good my Lord, theſe often corrupt Maidens, 
I dare not touch at theſe, they're Lime for N "A 
'd for WW But if you'll give me 07 
= Otr, Any thing in my Power, YI 15 
8 2 Or 


* 8 
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Or in my Purchaſe... 65715811 J 24 9 tis ane {38 

Flo. Take heed, noble Sir, mow DF Tc en 
You'll make me a bold Aker, _ | © 

Otr, Ask me freely.” 

Flo. Ask you? I do ask you, and I eee VN 
I've kept ye from a crying Sia would damn xe 
To Men and Time: I have preſerv*d your Credit, 
That would have dy d: to all Poſterit 77: 15 


Curſes of Maids ſhall never now afflict yer, 
Nor Parents bitter Tears make your Name denen: 2 
If he deſerves well that redeems his Coumy, Im Anf 
And as a Patriot be remembred nobly, ' 7 1 9 911] 
Nay, ſet the higheſt; may not I be worthy a 11 


To be your Friend, that have preſerv'd your Honour? 
Otr. You are, and thus take yes ow g e 
Mine own, and only mine. c OY | 


+*hn A 
I 


Phil. Count, ſhe deſerves ye. F Wn 
And ler 2 be my * 10 rs . e 


Gives ber to Orr, 
I've — a virtuous Maid Were dare ien d 
»Tis more than Blood; I'll pay her 8 voy | 
And*tThall be worthy rs BY [oF 
Fra. VII fell my Mill. 9 
PII Pot 2. y ſome too: II pay the Fidlers, 13 
we'll have all i' th“ Country at this Wedding; 
Fray let me give her too; here my Lord take her, 755 
Take her with all my Heart, and kiß her freely; 
Would I could give you all this Hand has ſtoll'n too, 
In portion with her, twould make her a little whiter. 
The Wind blows fair now, get me a d iner 
Ver. She muſt have new CLORIS. ) 
Tir, Yes” I B EOS; ty 7 
Ver. Yes marry muſt ſhe. 72 
IP pleaſe ye, Madam, let me ſee the Stareof 5 your Body, 
I'll fit you inſtantly. | | 
Pjbil. Art not thou gone yet? [no, 
Ver. And't pleaſe your Grace, a an handlome Gown 
An orient Gown. 
Phil. Nay, take thy Pleaſure of her. gb 
Vi. Of Cloth of Tiſſew I can fit ye, Madam: | M 
/ 
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N (My Lords, ſtand out o' th Light, a curious Body,. 

| The neateſt Body in Spain this Day) with [embitoider'd 
A clinquant Petticoat of ſame rich Stuff, (Flowers, 


To catch the Eye: I have a thouſand 1 at 1 
O Sleeve, O Sleeve: ll ſtudy all Night, Madam. 


To magnifie:yaur See v,. 99 YT on 30! doch word I 
„ Orr. Do, ſuperſticious Tae gf tat 4 
| When ye ve more time! (3b £ 7115 4 #4 ; $16H 46 Wl 


Flo. Make me no more than Woman; and I'm thine. 
Orr. Sir, happily my Wardrobe with your help 
May fit her inſtantiy; will you try her? 
Ver. If I fit her not, your Waftdrobe cannot. 
But if the Faſhion be not there, vou marr her“ 


E ae Ar ton lo, 0 2 and Ge, 


4 % my Offence fo great, e er. be end War 
To be torn with Raſcals? If it be Law, 
Let *em be wild Horſes rather than theſe. 

. Phil. What's that - {Grace. 
Con. This is a Man ſuſpected of Murther, ifi it e 
Phil. It pleaſes me not, Friend; but who ſuſpects him? 
Con, We that are your Highneſs extraordinary Officers, 

We that have taken our Oaths to maintain you in Peace. 
Phil. *Twill be a great. Charge-to- FO, 5 e al 
Con. Tis a great Charge indeed; but then we call our 
Neighbours to help us. This Gentleman and another wete 
fallen out (yet that's more than I am able to ſay, for I-heard 
no Words between 'em, but what their Weapons ſpoke, 
claſh, and clatter) which we ſeeing, came with our Bills 
of Government, and firlt knock d doun their bag ui 
and then the Men. | Diuodt wot? 
Phil. And this you did to keep a Pence i > 
Con. Yes, and't like your Grace, we knock dem down 


„ doo keep the Peace: This we laid hold on, the other 
| we ſet in the Stocks. That 1 could 9 by Ing, own 
ar; ny without your Majeſty. SM. nite 
vir OE e Aminta, 830 ſor or 
Phil. How 6, Sir? 75 ene e d., 


| Con, I ama Shoemaker by n my Trade. 00 Toba 
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min. (62) Oh my Husband! 

Why ſtands my Hudaad as a Man mer 

Reftore him me, as you? are merciful.” 

I'll anſwer for him. [bawling, 
Ant. W hat Womati's this? what Einband ? hold * 

I know thee for no Wife, Amin. Yau married | 

Me laſt Night. Ant. Thou ly'ſt: I neither was in Church 


Nor Houſe laſt Night, nor faw I thee; 4 thing 


That was my Friend, I ſcorn to name now, was with 
I/ſmenia, like a Thief, and there he violated 
A ſacred Truſt. This thou en un Anu. 
Amin. Are not you he? 
Ant. No, nor a Friend rh gone 
Would I had killed him; I hope I have. 
Amin. That was my Husba wm Sir, that Man, 
That excellent Man. i ech el 


Euer Bell des. 


"at That Villain, that Thief: 0 
Bel. Have J caught you, Sir? Well ovenilien; 
This is mine Enemy: ardon, my Sovereign. 
Phil. Good Charity, to crave Pardon for your Enemy, 
Bel. Mine own Pardon, Sir, for my Joy's Rudeneſs. 
In what Place better could I meet ie ( 
And both of us fo well provided too) 
He with ſome black blood- thirſty Crime upon him, 
That (e'er the Horſe-Leech burſt) will fuck him ay: "I 
1 rj ſecond Accufation, ' 
Enough to break his Neck, if need ſhould be, 
And then to have een (63) Juſtice ſelf to right us us 3 
How ſhould I _ my Joys a little civil, 


# w# 3.4 


462) Ant. Oo my Een“ Mr. ir. Theobald las * reſtor'd the 
true Speaker, and tis confirm'd by the Folio of 1647. 
(63) — Jufice felf to right us ; +] Is from the moſt ancient 


EAgaition; the Octavo has it 


| Fuftice it fe, &c. 
The reading in the Text completes the Meaſure e ont. I wiſh I 


cou'd have done the ſame by the affiſtanee of all the Copies through 
the reſt of the Play, for great part of it is ſo far from — Verſe, 
rhat it has no pretence to any ſuch ＋ of and indeed } ins a multi- 
eee ee worſe Proſe run mad. 


They 


/ 
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They might not keep this Noiſe?;˖ on 


Ant. Here is ſome Hope. c mit ag She: 
Should "th? Ax be dull, the Haltet is eber age. 
8. Phil. What is your Annen Sir ? We' © hou 
ny the former e e 
n Emer 1 


Bel. Mind, my Lord? A frong or one. 
Jul. A falſe one, Sir, - 
A leaſt malieious ; an Beiden 
Of hatred and deſpight: He wd 3 a 
My poor Kinſman of that he never dream'd of; % 1 
Nor waking ſaw, the ſtealing of his Daughter, 
She whom, I know, he would not look upon. 1 
Antonio, ſpeak, didſt chou cer ſee her? Aut. Yes, $ Sir, 
I have feet her. Bl. Ah, ha, Friend Julio. 

Jul. He might, but how? with an unheedful Oe" 
An accidental View, as Men ſee Multitudes, | 
That the next Day dare not preciſely ſay 

They ſaw that Face, or that; eee em all. 

(64) Didſt thou To look a her? 

Bel. Guilty, guilty 7? 
His Looks hang hoes, | 

Phil. Lour Patience, Gentlemen. 
I pray you tell me if I be in Error, 
I may ſpeak often when I ſhould but hear: 
This is ſome Show you would — us with, 
And I do interrupt it; Pray you 
(It ſeems no more) Ir any thing tot a Show? 

Bel. My Lord, this Gentlewoman can ſhow you all, 
So could my Daug hter too, if ſhe were here?: 
By this time zhey 5 both immodeſt enough: 

She is fled me, and I accuſe this Thief fort. 
Don Martin his own Friend, 's my Teftimony "7 
A pradctis'd Night-Work, 

Phil, That Martin's the other 


(64) Didft thou ſo hok an 2 71. Here I wou'd inſert a x. 
tive Particle, and read 


Didft not thou fo heb on her ? 1 
W Meaſure I think will thus Feb 


34 In 


Wa 


an 1 f in the wilt 


In your Cuſtody ; he was forgotten; © 100 15 a gl 
Fetch him hither. 14 

Con. We'll briog the Stocks and all elſe ind' pl eile 
your Grace. 
Enter Baſtopha * Wotan 


Amin. That Man's my Husband certain, ſtead of this: 
(65) Both would have deceiv'd, and bath beguil'd. 

Buſs. So ho, Miller, Miller, look out Miller; is there 
ne' er a Miller amongſt you hete, Gentlemen ? 

Ter, Yes, Sir, here is a Miller amongſt Gentlemen, 
A Gentleman Miller. 

Buſt. 1 ſhould not be far off then: 3 there went but a 
Pair of Sheers and a Bodkin between us. Will you to 
work, Miller? Here's a Maid has a Sack full of News 
for you: Shall your Be W 7 ow. grind, 
Miller ? | 

Phil. S'this your Son, Franio 1304 

Fra. My ungracious, my diſo bedient.. 
My unnatural, my Rebel Son, my Lord. vod 

Buſt. Fie, your Hopper runs over, Miller. E 

Fra. This Villain (of my own Fleſh and Blood) wa 
acceſſary to the ſtealing of my Daughter. 

Buſt. Oh Mountain, ſhalt A call a Molehil a Scab 
upon the Face of the Earth? Though a Man be a Thick 
ſhall a Miller call him ſo ? Oh egregious !. 11 

Jul. Remember, Sirrah, who you ſpeak beſore. 

Buſt. ] ſpeak before a Miller, : | Thief ; in Grain; for 
he ſteals Shin Fe that ſteals a Mau, is a true Man 
to him. | 

Phil. Can you- prove that? you may help another 
Cauſe that was in pleading. 

Buſt. I'll prove it ſtrongly. He that ſteals Corn, ſteals 
the Bread of the 3 {8 that ſteals a Wench, 
ſteals but the Fleſh. 


(6;) Both u have 2 d, 2 BI beguiPd.) What de- 
eriv'd and beguild too? Aminta purpos d no ſuch Tautology, but 
only that ſhe and Marino were two detigning Cheats, and had been as 
well fitted for their purpos'd Knavery. But as the old reading does 
not, nay cannot make out this Senſe, I ſuſpect we ſhou'd write thus, 

"0 (i. e. us) have dectiv'd, and both are beguil ? ” 
2 Ji. 


Te nd So 


Ergo the arranter Thief, the Bread ſtealer," ' 
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Pbil. And how is the Bread Nealing more criminal 


than the Fleſſi? 


Buſt. He that ſteals Bread, Real that which is wl 
every Day: He that ſteals F jeſn, ſteals nothing from the 
faſting Day: Ergo, to ſteal the _— is the * 
Theft. a, "of, 

Phil. This is to ſome purpoſe. © wer! nf 

Buſt. Again, he that ſteals Fleſh ſds for his'% own 
Belly full: He that ſteals Bread, robs the Guts of .others ; 


nA 


Again, he that ſteals Fleſh, ſteals once, and gives oyer; 


| yes, and often pays for it; the other ſteals every Day 


without Satisfaction: To conclude, Bread ſtealing is t 
more capital Crime, for what he ſteals he puts in at 


Head: he that i ſteals Fleſh (as the Datch Author fay ys) 


puts it in Oo the Foot (the Re Member.) Will you 


go as you are now, Miller? 


Phil. How has this galt you, Don Bellides 705 Mt 
Bel. Nothing, mp Lord, my Cauſe is ſerious, . 
I claim a Daughter om that loving Thief there. 
Ant. T would I had her for Jou, N 0 avs 
Bel. Ha, ha, Julio. 1550 [Daughter ? 
Ful. How faid you, Aulonio : Wiſh you, you had his 
Ant. With all my Soul 1 wiſh her; and my Wend | 
Shall periſh, - but: I will enjoy, my Soul's Win. 
I would bans ſlain my F e his Deceit. 
But I do find his own Decett hath, paid him. 
Jul. Will you vex my Soul forth? no other Choiee 


But where my Hate is rooted? Come hither, ops 


Whoſe pretty Maid art thou? 
In. The Child of a poor Man, "OI 
Jul. The better for it. With my Sovereign's Lew, 
1 will wed thee to this Man, will he, nill ne. 
Phil, Pardon me, Sir, Ill be no Love Enforcer,, 
I uſe no Power of mine unto thoſe Ends, 
7ul. Wilt thou have him ? 
In. Not unleſs he love me. 
Ant, I do love thee : Farewel all other Beauties, 
] ſettle here: You are 1/menia. [A/ide to Iſmenia. 
Im. The ſame [ was; better, nor worſe, Antonio. 


Ant. 


7 
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Ant. 1.ſhall have your Conſent; here, I am ſure, Sir. 
Bel. With all my Heart, Sir; nay, if you Tome wy 
Auge this Kindneſs. to mine Enemy, THE 
e | 2 
bel chank you as a Danghter, | 
ſ wits you not, I/menia ? 
[: Bel. How? Iſmenias 
4 Jen. Lour Daughter, Sir. 
Bel. Is't poſſible ? Away e 8 
You thought you'd 1 th* old ones; you wade, yon 
In ſhallow Fords, we can ſwim, we; look here, [wade 
Wa made the Match; we are all Friends, good Friends 
. thin; hy the Fool knew all: this, this Fool. 
Buſt. Keep. chat to your ſelf, Sir; what I key: 
Knew. This 1. Seck is a Witneſs. Miller, chis is not for 
our thumming. Here's gold Lace; you may ſee her in 
17 e Cloaths : if SINN will 3 I was her Wardrobe 


Enter Mind, Amivta, ca- and Officers, 


Au. You beguil'd me well, Sir. 
Mar. Did you ſpeak to me, Sir? 
Au. It might ſeem to you, Martino, your Conſcience 
has quick Ears. 
Mar. My Sight was a little dim ith? Dark indeed, 
So was my feeling cozen'd; yet I'm content: 
I am the better Underftander now, 
I know my Wife wants nothing of a Woman % 
There you're my Junior. 
Aut. Lou are not hurt? „ 
Mar. Not ſhrewdly hurt; I have good Fleſh to heal you 
Good round Fleſh : theſe Cherries will be worth On 
Crack Stones and all; I ſhould not give much to boot 
To ride in your new, and you in my old ones now. 
Ant. You miſtake the Weapon: Are you not hurt? 
Mar. A little ſcratch z but I fhall claw*t off well enough. 


Eni 


r 


nce 
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1 Enter Gillian. i 


Gill. I can bo 8 own what is not mine 
With a free Conſcience: My Liege, your Pardon. 
Phil. For what? Who knows this Woran? 
Fra. I beſt, my Lord, I've been acquainted with her 
theſe forty Summers, aud as many Winters, were it 
Spring N ; ſhe's like the GEE can en pi . 
r her. 21 


"Phil, Oh, your Wife, mate ? | 

Fra. Tu oh my Wiſe indeed, my Lord, -a painful i 
dich to my fide ; would it were PRES ot. 

Phil. Well, Sir, your ſilence. | 

Buſt, Will — ang older every Pn than 
other? the longer you live the older Al ? Mat tus 
Majeſty command yu: Silence, cer. you'n, hold Four 
Tongue? 

Phil. Your n runs into-the fame fault: 
Pray Sir, will yau be filent? + 

Buſt. J have told him of this before now, my Liege; but 
Age will have his courſe, and his weakneſſts — 

Phil. Good Sir, your forbearance. 2 

Buſt. And his frailties, and his follies, as I may fay, dat 
cannot hold his Tongue e er he de 1 — 

Phil. Why Sirrah ? 

Buſt. But | believe your Majeſty will not be long trou- / 
bled with him: 1 hope that Woman has ſomcthing to 


confeſs will hang them both. 


Phil. Sirrah, you'll pull your Deſtis upon ou. 
If you ceaſe not, ts, 1 po 8 

Buſt. Nay, I have done, my Lege, yet it arieves 
me that 1 ould call that Man Father, that ſhould 
be ſo ſhameleſs, that being — to hold his 
Tongue — 

Phil, To tht Porter's Lod wich him. 

Buſt. 1 thank your Grace, 1 have a Friend there. 

_ Phil. Speak, Woman, 
If any interruption meet thee mare, it ſhall 
Be puniſh'd ſharply. Gill. Good my Liege, I dare not 
Ask NET the queſtion why that old Man weeps. 2 


22 * 
_ r _ ts 


| Sorrows, ICY me en 
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_ Phil. Who? Count Julio? J obſerved it not. 
You hear the queſtion, Sir, will you give the GO 
Jul. Oh my Lord, it hardly will get gs, = 
(It is a Sorrow of that greatneſs gtown,) 0 
Weſs it diſſolve in Tears, and come by Parcels. 
Sill. Pl help you, Sir, in the deliver, 
And bring you forth a joy. You loft a Daughter. 
Jul. Twas that recounted * brought forth theſe 
, As a , 
' "Gill. She's und agin, Know 1 this Maitle, Sir? 
Jul. Hah?” e | 
Gill. Nay hives your: wonder, 141 Air it to you 
This did enwrap your Child, whom ever ſince 
I have call'd mine, when Nurſe Amaranta, : 
In a remove frotn Mora to Cordubay | in 
Was ſeiz'd on by a fierce and hungry Bear, 124940 1 
She was the Ravin's Prey, as Heav*n ſo would, © 
He with his booty fil'd, forſook the Babe; iy 
All this was in my ſight; and ſo long I au, J. 
Until the cruel Creature left my licht, | 
At which advantage I adventur'd me 
To reſcue the ſweet Lamb: I did it, Sir, 
And ever ſince I have kept back your Joy, 
And made it mine: but Age hath wearied me, 
And bids me back reſtore unto the Owner 
What I unjuſtly kept theſe fourteen Years. 
Jul. Oh, thou haſt ta%en ſo many Years from me, 
And made me young as *twas her Birth- day to me. 
Oh, good my Liege, give to my Joys a. PRE 
I muff go pour a bleſſing on my Child, 
Wuien here. would be too — and troubleſome. y [Ex 
Phil. Franio, you knew this before. 
_ Buft. Oh, oh; Ilem for you, Miller. 
Ha. I did, my Liege, I muſt confeſs I did, 
And 1 confels; I e would have confeſs'd, 
Had not that Woman's Tongue begun to me. 
We poor ones love, and would have Comforts; Sir, 
As well as great; this is no ſtrange fault, Sir, 


11 dere s many Men * other Men's Children, : 
| A 
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As though they were their own. Fel (xd) 2:3 νjj̃ĩ 

Buſt. It may ſtretch farther yet I beſcech; you, m 
Liege, let this Woman be à little farther examin'd 
(66) let the wounds of her Conſcience be dearch'd, I. 
would know how ſhe came by me: I am a loſt Child, 
if 1 be theirs: though I have been brought up in a 
Mill, yet 1 had ever a mind, i to be en 
Man. 0003 nent 5 bann 72 an 

"Phil. She wilt reſolve you ure. Aab le Dil ob boos 

Gill. Ay, ay, Boy; thou art mine own Fleſh and Blood, 
born of mine own Body. non wor! .- 

Buſt. Tis very unlikely that fachn41Body: ſhould War 
me; There's no truſt in theſe Millers. Woman, tell 
the truth, my Father ſnall forgive ther, whatſoever he 
was, were he a . e Captain; leſs he 
ſnould not be. 

Gill. Thou art t mide: own Child, Boy. 

Buſt. And was the Miller my Fatber? 

Gill. Wouldſt che make thy Mother a Whore, 
Knave? © 

Buſt. Ay, if ſhe make me a Baſtard.” The Rack: muſt 
make her confeſs, my Lord, I ſhall never come to know 
who I am elſe. I have a worſhipful Wind in me OY 

nenne do ſcorn ym Folks. 7309 ern voY a0 


EL! Le 15 2 * 


Enter Otrante, Florimef d e 6 1 


L 


Phil. ; i comes the brighteſt ps of the 1 8 of 
Love yoak'd with Love, the belt, Equality, 


(66) Let the words of her Conſcience be fearch'd,) This \ 208 
be as odd a ſearch as a Man cou'd well be put upon, and as little 
to any good Purpoſe ? Gillian, (the words of whoſe Conſcience: are 
here propos'd to be ſearch'd,) had a little above made a grand Dif. 
covery, the Secret of which)had laid ſo hard, and ſo long upon her 
Mind, that ſhe. cou'd not poſſibly contain it longer in alluſion to 
this therefore, Buftopha, to ſpeak Senſe, was r made to ſay 


thus, 


&. 
+ a7 . 
„ 


Let the wounds of her Conſeiencs, &c. 


Thus we get rid of a moſt nonſenſical. Paſſage, and _ Phets are 
yd __ the _ of the Preſs. Notar! 


Without 
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Without the (67) level of Eſtate or Perſon: 
Jul. V ou bothi ſhall be rewarded bountiful, 
We'll be a-kin too; Brother and Siſter // 
Shall be chang*d with us ever. 
Buſt: Thank you, Uncle, my Side i is ay Couin yet 
at the laſt caſt : Farewel, Sher folter,”- + HI had known 
the Civil Law would bave allowed it, thou hadſt had 
another manner of Husband than thou haſt, but much 
| 2 do tee; Lil dance at thy Wedding, kifs the Bei 


7 Why, how now, Sirrah 2? © 
But. Tis lawful-now, ſhe's none of my Siſter. 
it vas a Miller and a Lord Y 
That bad Scabbard and a Sword, 
He put it up in the Country word, 
The Miller and his Daughter, | 
She has a Face, and ſhe can fing, 
She has u Grace, and foe can ſpring, 
/ $he han @ Place with another thing, 
Tradoodle. 
Fra. A knavith Brother of yours, my Lord, 
- Baſt, Would I were acquainted with your Taylor, 
noble Brother. 
Otr. You may, there he is: mine, newly entertain'd, 
Ver. If you have any work for me, I can fit you, Sir, 
I fitted the Lady. 
Buſt. My Siſter, Tailor ? what fits her will hardly 


fit me. 


Ver. Who fits her may fit you, Sir, the Tailor can do 
both. 


1175 — cel of Eftate or Perſon.] In the Buſineſs of Match- 
| om generally 81 chief Conſideration turns not on the 7 — 
lity of the Perſons, but the Quantity of their Means. If ſo, then 
poſſibly the Poets made the King expreſs himſelf thus, 
"Without the level of Eflate or Portion. | 
80 in this very Play, Act II. Scene 2. Martino ſays to Antonio, 
You not confider, Sir, 
The great Diſparity is in their Bloods, 
| Eſtates, and Fortunes. 
Unleſs the Reader will ſay that Perſon above may mean the Qua- 
lity of Blood. On that Soppolition indeed the Line may ſtand with- 
2 any Alteration, 
Bult. 


— — — „5„„% ( 11 . 


— 


6 — — 


| 
: 
1 
1 
| 
4 


Ir, 


Buſt. Then, Tailor, march with me away, 


OFESS. 
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Buſt. You have a true Yard, Tailor. | 
Ver. Neer a whit too long, I warrant you. 


T ſcorn theſe Robes, I muſt be gay, 
My noble Brother he ſhall pay | 
„ Tom Tailor. [ Exeunt 
Pbil. Vour recovered Friendſhips are ſound, Gentlemen? 
Bel. At Heart, at Heart, my Lord, the Worm ſhall not 
Beyond many Ages find a Breach to enter ar. 1 
Phil. Theſe Lovers Unities I will not doubt of: g 
How happy have you made our Progreſs then, 
To be the witneſs of ſuch fair Accords? | [ 
Come, now we'll eat with you, my Lord Otrante, 
'Tis a Charge fav'd ; you muſt not grudge your Gueſt, * 
Tis both my Welcome, and your Wedding-Feaſt. 


[ Exeunt omnes. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON 
M E x. | 


VALE TT A, the word Mafter of Malta. 

Miranda, an Italian 9 Candidate for the 
F Order of Malta. 

| 5 rg 5 Two Knights of the Order. | 

Mountferrat, a Knight of the Order, but a Villain, 

Gomera, a deſerving Spaniſh Gentleman. 

Norandine, à valiant merry Dane, Commander in chief of 

| the Gallies of Malta, 
_ Colonna, alias Angelo, a Captive odor Haw the Gal. 
lies, and beloved of Miranda. 

Rocca, Servant and inſtrument zo Mountferrat, 

Two Biſhops. | 

Soldiers, 

Corporal. 

Priſoners. 

Two Marſhals. 

Doctor. 

One of the E guard. 

Servants. 


WOMAN: 


Oriana, Siſter to Valetta, and Wife of Gomera, 
Velleda, Attendant on Oriana. 
Zanthia, alias Abdella, a Moor Servant to Oriana. 


Lucinda, a beautiful Turkiſh: Moman, contraſted to An- 
gelo, Priſoner to Miranda. 
Two Gentlewomen. 


ECENE MALT 4 


THE 


Knicurof MALTA 


—_— 4 © © > m_—_ 


AC TL $: CE: L 
Enter Mountferrat. 
MOUNTFERRAT. 


ARE ſhe deſpiſe me thus? me that withSpoil 
And hazardous ugly full ſixteeh Years 

Have led (as Hand-maids) Fortune, Victory, 

Whom the Maltezi call my Servitors ? 

Tempeſts I have ſubdued, and fought them 

Out-lighten'd Lightning in my Chivalry; [calm, 

Rid (tame as Patience) Billows that kick'd Heav'n, 

Whiſtled enraged Boreas *till his Guſts 

Were grown ſo gentle, that he ſeem'd to ſigh, 

Becauſe he could not ſhow the Air my Keel; 

And yet I cannot conquer her bright Eyes, i 

(Which though they blaze, both comfort, and invite) 

Neither by Force, nor Fraud, paſs through her Ear 

(Whoſe Guard is only bluſhing Innocence) 

To take the leaſt Poſſeſſion of her Heart: 

(1) Did I attempt her with a Thread-bare Name, 

Un-napt 


i) Did I attempt her with a Thread-bare Name, WS 
Duapt with, &c.) The Metaphor in this Paſſage, coarſe as 
it is, will be ſtrangely confus'd, gh we don't read as I have 3 

2 | 
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Un-napt with meritorious Actions Kg 
She might with Colour diſallow my. Suit: 

But by the Honour of this Chriſtian Croſs 

(In Blood of Infidels ſo often dy'd) 

Which mine own Soul and Sword hath fixed here, 

And neither Favour, nor Birth's Privilege, 

Oriana ſhall confeſs, (although ſhe be 

Valetta's Siſter, our Grand-maſter here,) | 

The Wages of ſcorn'd Love is baneful Hate, 

And if I rule not her, Pl] rule her Fate. | 

Rocca, my truſty Servant, welcome. 


Enter Rocca. 


5 85 Roc. Sir, : | x 


I wiſh my News deſerv'd it: hapleſs I 

That being lov'd, and truſted, fail to bring | 

The loving Anſwer that you do expect. (ſend forth 
Mount. Why ſpeak'ſt thou from me? thy pleas'd Eyes 

Beams brighter than the Star that uſhers day, 

Thy Smiles reſtore ſick expectation. Sis 
Roc. I bring you, Sir, her Smiles, not mine. 
Mount. Her Smiles ? | | 

Why they are Preſents for Kings eldeſt Sons 

Great Solyman, that wearies his hot Eyes 

But to peruſe his deck'd Seraglio, 

W hen from the number of his Concubines, 

He chuſeth one for that Night, in his Pride 

Of them, Wives, Wealth, is not ſo rich as I 

In this one Smile, from Oriana ſent. l 
Roc. Sir, fare ye well. = 
Mount. Oh Rocca ! thou art wiſe, _ 

And wou'dſt not have the torrent of my Joy 


the Text from Mr. Sexward's and my, own Conjectute, confirm'd by 
the Folio of 1647. The Reſtoration of Senſe, by the connecting of 

the old pointing, is owing to Mr. Seward. The other Copies point 

thus N . | 
"Ha yet 1 cannot conquer her bright Eyes, 

Which though they blaze bothComfort, and invite, 
Neither by Force, nor Fraud poſs through. her Ear 
( Whoſe Guard is only bluſhing Innocence) 

Jo take the leaſi Poſſeſſion of her Heart: 


Ruin 
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Ruin me headlong ; ; aptly thou conceiv'ſt 

If one reviving ſmile can raiſe me thus, 

What trances will the ſweet words which thou bring ' ft 

Caſt me into? I felt, my deareſt Friend, 

(No more my Servant,) when I'imploy 4 thee _ 

That knew'ſt to look, and ſpeak as Lovers ſhould, | 

And carry faithfully thy Maſter's ſighs, 

That it muſt work ſome heat in her cold Heart; 

And all my Labours now come rec home 

With ten-fold Prize. | 

Roc. Will you yet hear me ? 

Mount, Yes; | 
But take heed, gentle Rocca, that thou doſt 
Tenderly by degrees aſſault. mine Ears 
With her conſent, now to embrace my love; 

For thou well know'ſt Pye been ſo plung'd, fo torn 

With her reſolved Reject, and Neglect: 

That to report her ſoft Acceptance now, 

Will ſtu pille Senſe in me, if not kill: 

Why ſhew { thou this Diſtemper ? 

Roc. Draw your Sword, 5 
And when I with my Breath have blaſted y you, * 
Kill me with it; 

I bring you Smiles of Pity, not Affection, 

For ſuch ſhe ſent. . 

Mount. Oh! can ſhe pity me? 

Of all the Paths lead\to a Woman's Love, 

Pity's the ſtraighteſt. 

Roc. Waken Sir, and know 
That her Contempt (if you can name it ſo) 
Continues ſtill; the bids you throw your Pearl 
Into ſtrong Streams, and hope to turn them ſo, _ 
E'er her to foul Diſnonour; (2) write your Plaints 
In Rocks of. Coral grown above the Sea, 

Them hope to ſoften to Compaſſion, - _ 

Or change her modeft Bluſh to love-ſick Pale, 


(2) 


write your Plaints 


In Rocks of Coral 


Than hope] Them which I have ſubllituted, for this non ſenſi⸗ 


cal * ſrom the firſt Folio, is undoubtedly the original reading. 


Ty Fer 
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_ Feer work her to your impious Requeſts ;- 

All your looſe Thoughts he chides you home again, 
But with ſuch calm Behaviour, and mild Looks — 
She gentlier denies than others grant, 

For juſt as others love, ſo doth ſhe hate: | 
She ſays, that by your Order you are bound 
From marrying ever, and much marvels then 
You would thus violate her and your own Faith, 
That being the Virgin you ſhould now protect; 
Hitherto ſhe profeſſes ſh'as conceal'd | 
Your luſtful Batt'ries, but the next ſhe vows, 
(In open Hall, before the honour'd Croſs, 
And her great Brother,) ſhe will quite diſcloſe, 
Calling for Juſtice, to your utter Shame, 

Mount. Hence, find the Blackamoor that waits upon her, 
Bring her unto me, ſhe doth love me yet, 
And I muſt her now, at leaſt ſeem to do: 
Cupid, thy Brands that glow thus in my Veins, 
I will with Blood extinguiſh ——— Art not gone? 

pt 3 | [Exit Rocca. 

Shall my Deſires, like Beggars, wait at Dqor, 
Whilſt any others revel in her Breaſt ? | 
Sweat on my Spirits; know, thou trick'd- up Toy, 
My Love's a violent Flood, where thou art fall'n, 
Playing with which Tide thoud'ſt been gently toſs'd, 
But croſſing it, thou art o'erwhelm*d, and loſt, 


Enter Aſtorius and Caſtriot. 


Caſt. Monſieur, good Pay. 

Aſto. Good morrow, valiant Knight, 
What, are you for this great Solemnity 
This Morn intended? 

Mount. What Solemnity ? VE 
Aſtc. Th' inveſting of the Martial Spaniard, 
Peter Gomera, with our Chriſtian Badge. 

Caft. And young Miranda the Italian, 

Both which with wondrous Proweſs, and great Luck, 
Have dar*d and done for Malta ſuch high Feats, 
That not one Fort in it, but rings their Names 


As loud as any Man's, 1 | 
„ | 1 Mount. 
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Mount. As any Man's? JO DU 
Why, we have fought for Matte, | 
Aſto. Ves, Mountferrat, © 
No bold Knight ever paſt you, but 72 wear 
The Dignity of Chriſtians on our Breaſts 
And have a long time triumph d for our Conqueſts; 
Theſe conquer'd a long ume, not triumph'd yet. 

Mount. Aftorius, you're a moſt indulgent Knight, 
Detracting from your: ſelf, to add to others, 

You know thus Title is the Period 
To all our Labours, the Extremity 
Of that tall Pyramid, where Honour hangs. 
Which we wich Sweat and Agony have reach'd, | 
And ſhould not then fo eaſily impart | 
, 80 bright a Wreath to every cheap Deſert. 

Caſt. How is this Frenchman change d, Werim? 
Sow ſullen Diſcontent poſſeſſes him, | 
That makes him envy, what he heretofore | -x 
Did moſt ingenuouſly but emulate. 

. Mount. O furious Deſire, how like a Whirlwind 
Thou hurrieſt me beyond mine Honour's Point? 2 
Out of my Heart, baſe Luſt, or Heart, I vow 
Thoſe Flames that heat me thus, I'll burn thee | in. 
Aſto. Do ye obſerve him | 
Mount. What News of the Dane, 
That valiant: Captain Norandine ? 
Caſt. He fights ſtill, I: 3 
In View o'th* Town; he plays the Devil with 'em, 
And they, the Turk with him. Mount. They re well met 5 
then, 
'T were Sin to ſever? em, FiN=Wothan—Memory=; 
Would one of ye would leave me. 

Aſto. Six freſh Gallies 
I in St. Angelo from th* Promontory 
This Morn deſcry'd, making a Girdle for kit, 

But our great Maſter doth intend Relief 
This preſent Meeting; will you walk along? | 

Mount, Hum---I have read, Ladies enjoy d, have been 
The Gulphs of worthieſt Men, buried their Names, 

Their former Valour, Bounty, Beauty, Virtue, 
£4 Ana 
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And ſent em \ ſtinking to untimely Graves. 

I that cannot enjoy, by her Diſdain, 

Am like to prove as wretched ; Woman then 

Checking, or granting, is the Grave of Men. | 
Aſto. He's ſaying of his SHA ſure. 19 
Caſt. Will you go, Sir? | 
Mount. I cry you Mercy: I am 0 tranſporte 4 2 

Cour Pardon, noble Brothers) with a Buſineſs 

That doth concern all Malia, that I am 

(Anon you'll hear it) almoſt blind and deaf. 

Luſt neither ſees nor hears ought but it ſelf, 

But I will follow inſtantly : your Croſs. 


Aſto. Not mine. . i: 1[Orof Dropt. 
Caſt. Nor mine, tis yours, Þ | 
Ao. Caſt. Good morrow, Brother. [ Exeunt. 


Mount. White innocent Sign, thou doſt abhor to dwell 
So near the dim Thoughts of this troubled Breaſt, 
(3) And grace thoſe graceleſs Projects of my Heart. 


Enter Zanthia, alias Abdella, with two Letters, 


Yet I muſt wear thee. to protect my Crimes, 
If not for Conſcience, for H ypocriſie ; | 
Some Churchmen ſo wear Caflocks: Oh my Zanthia. | 
My Pearl, that ſcorns a Stain! I muſt repent 
All my Neglect; let me, Irion like, 
Embrace my black Cloud, ſince my Juno is 
So wrathful, and averſe; thou art more ſoft 
And full of Dalliance than the OT Fleſh, 
And far more loving. 
Zan. Ay, you ſay ſo now; 
But like a Property, when I have ſerv'd | 
Your Turns, you'll caſt me off, or hang me up 
For a ſign ſomewhere. | 
Mount. May my Life then forſake me, 
Or from my expected Bliſs, be caſt to Hell. 
Zan. My Tongue, Sir, cannot liſp to meet you ſo, 


(3) 4nd grace thoſe graceleſi] For what reaſon this Line which 
TI have reſtor'd from the Copy of 1647, was omitted in the Edition 
of 1679, and ſo on to the Octavo of 1711, muſt be left to the Judg- 
ment of the learned Reader. 


Nor 


ma 17, > „% rd bad Hand bhwd 
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Nor my black Cheek put on a feigned Bluſh, | 
To make me ſeem more modeſt than 1 am. 
This Ground- Work” will not bear adultrate Red, 
Nor artificial White, to cozen Love. | 
Theſe dark Locks are not purchas'd, nor theſe Teeth, 
For ev'ry Night, they are my Bedfellows ; | 
No Bath, no blanching Water, ſmoothing Oils, 
Doth mend me up; and yet Mountferrat, know, 
I am as full of Pleaſure in the Touch 
As &er a white-fac'd Puppet of 'em all. 
Juicy, and firm; unfledge em of their Tires, 
Their W ires, their Partlets, Pins, and Periwigs, 
And they appear like bald Cootes, in the Neſt 
I can as blichly work in my Love's Bed, | | 
And deck thy fair Neck, with theſe jetty Chains, © 
Sing thee aſleep, being weary'd ; and refreſh'd, + 
With the ſame Organ, ſteel Sleep off again. [ Pluſh, 
Mount. Oh (4) my black Swan, fleeker than Cygnets 
Sweeter than is the Sweet of Pomander, 
Breath*d like curl'd Zephyrus, cooling Lymon-Trees, 
Strait as young Pines, or Cedars in the Grove! 
Quickly deſcend Lover's beſt Canopy, _ 
Still Night, for Zanihia doth enamour me 
Beyond all Continence; perpetrate, dear Wench, 
What thou haſt promis'd, and I vow by Heav'n, 
Malta, I'll leave in it my Honours here, 
And in ſome other Country, Zanthia make 
My Wife, and my beſt Fortune. 
Zan. From this Hope, | 
Here is an Anſwer to that Letter, which 
I lately ſhew'd you ſent from Trepoly, 
By the great Ba/ha, which imporcunes her 
Love unto him, and Treachery to th* Ifland ; 
Which will the undertake, by Mabomet 
The Turk there vows, on his bleſt Zoran, 
Marriage unto her: This the Maſter knows, 
But is reſolv'd of her Integrity, | 


5 


(4) —— Ty black Swan, fleeker than Cygnets Plus,] The 
1647 Folio difters here, buc whether that reading be better than 
the other, the Reader is to determine, FA 


 ——_kner than Cygnets plus, As 
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(5) As well he may, ſweet Lady ; yet for Love, 
For Love of thee Mountferrat, (Oh ! what Chains 
Of Deity, or Duty can hold Love?) 

I have this Anſwer fram'd, ſo like her Hand 

As if it had been moulded off; returning 

The Baſha's Letter ſafe into her Pocket; . 

What you will do with it, your ſelf beſt knows; 
Farewel, keep my true Heart, keep true your Vows. [ Ex, 
Mount. Till I be Duſt, my Zaxthia, be confirm'd. 

_ Sparrows, and Doves, lit coupling *twixt thy Lips. 

It is not Love, but ſtrong Libidinous Will | 
That 5 o'er me, and to ſatiate that, 

What Diffirence *twixt this Moor, and her fair Dame? 
Night makes their Hues alike, their Uſe is ſo; 

Whoſe Hand's ſo ſubtle, he can Colours name, 

If he do wink, and touch em? Luſt being blind, 
Never in Women did diſtinction find. [ Exit. | 


SG... NE 1, 

7 Enter iwo GentJewomen. : 

1 Gent. But i faith doſt thou think my Lady was never 
in Love? 8 wp bende ö ag 

(6) 2 Gent, I rather think ſhe was ever in Love, in 
perfect Charity. I mean with all the World. 

1 Gent. A moſt Chriſtian Anſwer, I promiſe you. 
But I mean in Love with a Man. 

2 Gent. With a Man? What elſe ? would'ſt have her 
in Love with a Beaſt? * 

1 Cent. You are ſomewhat quick; but if ſhe were, it 
were no Preſident; did you never read of Europa, the 
fair, that leapt a Bull, that leapt the Sea, that ſwum to 
Land, and then Jeapt ther? _ | 


(5) So the oldeſt Edition. The others thus, 

As well as he may, | 
Which both ſpoils the Senſe and hurts the Meaſure. 

(6) 2 Gent. I rather think ſhe was ever in Lowe, in perfect 

1 Gent. I mean, with all the World. : (Charity. 
2 Gent, A moſt chriſtian Anſwer, I promiſe you. 

2 Gent. But I mean in Love with a Man:] Mr. Theobald and 
Mr. Seward ſaw with me the Confuſion of the Speakers in this part 
of the Dialogue, and read the whole as I have given it in the = 

| | 2 Cc. 


11. 


ut, 


2 Gent. Oh Heav*ns, a Bull? 8 
1 Gent. Yes, a white Bull. : 
2 Gent. Lord, how could ſhe fit him? Where dic ſhe 


bob „ 
1 Gent. Why, by the Horn, ſince which time, no 


Woman, almoſt, is contented, till ſhe have a Horn of 


her own, to hold by. | | 

2 Gent. Thou art very knaviſh. 

1 Gent. And thou very fooliſh ; but Sirrah, why doſt 
not thou marry? kit fl 

2 Gent. Becauſe I would be no Man's Looking- 
Glaſs ? | 52 

1 Gent. As how? = 

2 Gent. As thus, there is no Wife, if ſhe be good and 
true, will honour, and obey, but muſt reflect the true 
Countenance of her Husband upon him; if he look fad 
upon her, ſhe muſt not look merrily upon him : If he 
look merrily, ſhe muſt not ſorrowfully, elſe ſhe is a falſe 
Glaſs and fit for nothing but breaking: (7) His Anger 
muſt be her Diſcontent; his Pleaſure her Delight: If he 


” 


- 


' weep, ſhe muſt cry: If he laugh, ſhe muſt ſhow her 


Teeth; if he be ſick, ſhe muſt not be in Health; if he 
eat Caudles, ſhe muſt eat Pottage, ſhe muſt have no proper 
Paſſion of her own ; and is not this a T'yranny ? | 
1 Gent. Yes, Yfaith, Marriage may well be called a 
Yoak ; Wives then are but like ſuperficial Lines in Geo- 
metry, that have no proper Motion of their own, but as 
their Bodies their Husbands move; yet I know ſome 
Wives, that are never freely merry, nor truly pleaſed, but 


| when they are fartheſt off their Husbands. 


2 Gent, That's becauſe the Moon governs em, which 


| hath more Light and ſhines brighteſt, the more remote 


it is from the Sun; and contrary, is more ſullen, dim, 
and ſhows leaſt Splendor, when it is neareſt. | 


(7) His Anger muſt not be her Diſcontent ; ] But if that is the Caſe, I 
am ſure this Paſſage is a glaring Contradiction to the Speech through- 
out; only ſtrike out the negative Particle act, as I read before I ſaw 


the firſt Folio Edition, and then the Deſcription of the good Wife will 


be like that of the true Friend, in whom the ſame Sympathies and An- 


tipathies are, or ought always to be found. Mr. Seward too b 
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1 Gent. But if I were to marry, I would marry a fair tak 
elfeminate Fool. fine 

2 Gent. Why? 

1 Gent. Becauſe I would lead the bine whither I liſt. 

2 Gent, And I the wiſeſt Man I could get for Mony, 
becauſe I had rather follow the clear-ſighted ; bleſs me 
from a Husband that fails by his Wite's Compaſs, 

1 Gent. Why? 
2 Gent. Why, tis ten to one but ſhe breaks his Head 
in her Youth, and when ſhe is old ſhe'll never leave 
(8) *till ſhe has broke his Back too 
But what ſcurvy Knights have we here in Malta, &c. 


Enter Zanthia. 


Zan. Hiſt, Weidhes, my Lady calls, ſhe's A the 
Terraſs, to ſce the Show. 

1 Gent, Oh black Pudding! 

2 Gent, My little Labour in vain. 5 
1 Gent. But what ſcurvy Knights have we here in Malta, 
that when they are dub'd take their Oath of Allegiance to 
live poor, and chaſtly, ever after ? 

2 Gent. Faith many Knights in other Nations (I have 
heard) are as poor as ours; marry where one of em has 


(8) 2 Gent. — ill foe has broke his Back too, But what Jang, c 
| Enter Zanthia, 
Zan. Hift, Wenches, &c. 


1 Gent. Oh black Pudding ! | | — | di 

2 Gent. My little Labour in vain, RO VET de 

1 Gent, But what ſcurvy Knights, &c. = th 

2 Gent. Faith many] In this Scene, till Zaxthia enters, we have = 

but two Ladies upon the Stage, and yet by ſome ſtrange Miſtake they I 
ask each other the felf-ſame Queſtion, 

But what ſcurvy, &C. | Ct 
in leſs than a Minute's Time. To remedy this I imagine the Text py 
run thus, TS th 


2 Gent. — ill be has broke his Back m0 
1 Gent. But what ſcurvy, &c.] Here Zanthia appears, and inter- 
rupts her Queſtion, which is reſum'd four or five Speeches lower with 
great Propriety, and takes away that Confuſion or Tautology with 
wand the old Text was W622 chargeable, 


taken 
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taken the Oath of Chaſtity, we want a new Columbus to 
find out, | | . b [ Exeunt, 


8 G R M W 


Euler above, Oriana, Zanthia, and to ee Be- 
neath, Valetta, Mountferrat, Aſtorius, Caſtriot, Go- 
mera, Miranda, Attendants of Knights, &c. 


Mount. Are you there, Lady? 
Ori. Thou'rt a naughty Man, 
Heav'n mend thee. | 
Val. Our great Meeting, princely Brothers, 
Ye holy Soldiers of the Chriftian-Croſs, 
(9) Is to relieve our Captain Norandine, 
Now fighting fore Valetta with the Turk, 
A valiant Gentleman, a noble Dane 
As &er the Country bred, endanger'd now 
By freſh Supply of * head- bound Infidels. | 
Much means, much Blood this warlike Dane hath ſpent 
T' advance our Flag, above their horned Moons, 
And oft hath brought in profitable Conqueſt : . 
We muſt not ſee him periſh in our View, 
How far off fight they ? 
Mir. Sir, within a League. 
Val. *Tis well ; our next Occaſion of conventing 


()) L to relieve our Captain Norandine, 

Now fighting for Valetta with the Turk, ] But was Noran- 
dine then fighting only for the Grand Maſter ? Had he no Cauſe to 
defend but his? Surely the. Poets cou'd not be ſo inconſiſtent with 
themſelves : Read as I have corrected the Text, and as our Poets give 
us Authority to do. i: ö Ws 

Now fighting fore Valetta avith the Turk. 

So Colonna, toward the cloſe of the fifth Act ſays, 
Me fled, and in that flight were ta en again an, 

By the ſame Gallies, fore Valetta fought. 

Valetta is not only the Grand Maſter's Name, but that of a Town in 
the Ifland of Ma/ta: Thus Act I. Sc. 1. 
Mount. What News of the Dane, 
The waliant Captain Norandine ? 
Caſt, He fights flill 
In view on Town Valetta. 


i. e. Turban'd, as in Othello. Mr. Theobald. N 
| | re 
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Are theſe two Gentlemen, ſtanding in your Sight. 


(10) Deſcended are they both, valiant as War, 
Miranda, and Gomera, full ten Years - 


They've ſerv'd this Iſland, perfected Exploits 


Matchleſs, and infinite, they're honeſt, wiſe, 
Not empty of one Ornament of Man: | 
Moſt eminent Agents were they in that laughter, 
That marvellous great ſlaughter of the Turks, 
Before St. Elme, where five and twenty thouſand 
Fell, for five thouſand of our Chriſtians : 

Theſe ripe Conſiderations moving us, 
Having had your allowance on their Worths, 
Here we would call 'em to our Brotherhood; 

If any therefore can their Manners tax, 
Their Faith, their Chaſtity, any part of Life, 
Let *em ſpeak now. | 

 FAſto. None does. 

All. None can, great Maſter. 

Val. (11) The Dignity then dignifie, by them, 
As their Reward : Tender Miranda firſt 
Becauſe he is to ſuccour Norandint, 5 
Our ſacred Robe of Knighthood, our white Croſs. 


(10) royally : oy 

Deſcended are they both valiant as War,] Valiant as Par is 
an unuſual Expreſſion, at leaſt to me; I ſuſpect there has been a 
Change of one Letter, and a Mutilation of another in this Word, 
and to ſet it right we muſt turn the V upſide down, and add an „, 


and then the Senſe will turn out thus, 


Valiant as Mars, 


Or if the Reader thinks this Alteration violates Decorum in com- 
. paring a Chriſtian Knight to a Heathen God, he may read thus, 


Valiant in War, | | 
Or if ſuch a Liberty may be allow'd, a valiant Pair, and then their 
Names will follow naturally. 
(11) The Dignity then dignifie, by them, 

As their Reward.) The 1647 Copy thus, 
then dignifie by them, 

I their Reward. We | 
Which I think by a ſmall addition without any Change (as in the 
Octavo) may come nearer to the old Text, 
then dignify'd by them; . 

I their Reward, x 
Tho? *tis no great matter, either way may do. 


The 
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(The holy Cognizance of him we ſerve,) 

The Sword, the Spurs. 

Mir. Grave, and moſt honour'd Mafter, 

With humble Duty, and my Soul's beſt Thanks 

To you, and all this famous Conventicle, 

Let me with Modeſty refuſe acceptance 

Of this high Order: I, alas, am yet 

Unworthy, and uncapable of ſuch Honour; 

That Merit, which with favour you enlarge 

Is far, far ſhort, of this propos'd Reward. 

Who takes upon him ſuch a charge as this, 

Muſt come with pure Thoughts, and a gathered Mind, 

That time nor all occaſions ever may _ . 

After diſperſe, or ſtain; did this Title here 

Of Knighthood, ask no other Ornaments: 

Than other Countries glitt ring ſnow, poor Pride, 

A gingling Spur, a Feather, a white Hand, 

(12) A frizled Hair, Powder, Perfumes, and Luſt, 

Drinking ſweet Wines, Surfeits, and Ignorance, 

Raſhly and eas 'Iy ſhould I venture on't; 

But this requires another kind of Man. | 
Mount. A ſtaid and mature Judgment, ſpeak on, Sir. 

Mir. May't pleaſe you then t' allow me ſome ſmall time 
To rectifie my ſelf for that high Seat, 


(12) A frizled Hair, poauder d perfumes, &c.] Mr. Seward reads 

with me thus, 

A frizled Hair, Powder, Perfumes, & 
The Reader may pertiaps: be no whit diſpleas d with his Note upon 
this Paſſage, which I ſhall here tranſcribe. There are two ways 
of rendring this Verſe Senſe, either by ſtriking out the firſt Comma, 
and making it, 

4 frizled Hair poaudor'd, 
Or by retaining the Comma, and making the AdjeQive a Subſian- 
tive, 

A frizled Hair, Powder, ra and Luff. 
I make no doubt of preferring the latter, becauſe without a Paufe 
after Hair, it is really no Verſe, and with a Pauſe aftor it, it is one, 
which every Reader who has any Ear may perceive, 

A frizled Hair powder'd, Perfumes, and Luft. 
This is a Particularity that 1 believe eſcaped the Obſervation of all - 
the Writerr on the Egli Meafure. I have already given the fea- 
ſon of it, in the fifth Note on Wit without Money, to which refer 
the Reader; if he-thinks it wortl his Enquiry. Os 


follows to have referred to the three Qgeſtions, nor do I know any 
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Or give my Reaſons to the contrary. | 


-Pth* mean ſpace, to diſmiſs me to the aid 
Of Norandine: My Ships ride in the Bay 


Ready to . tackled, and mann d 0 
Even unto my wiſhes. cr ICMAT © 5 
Mount. His Requeſt 294-01 - 1 

Is fair and honeſt. 3 A 


Val. Ar your pleaſure go, 
Mir. I humbly take my leave of all: Of you 
My noble Friend Mountferrat ; Gracious Miſtreſs, 
Oh that auſpicious Smile doth arm your Soldier! 
Who-fights for thoſe Eyes, and this ſacred Croſs, 
Can neither meet fad accident, nor loſs, [ Exit, 
Ori. The mighty Maſter of that Livery, | 
Conduct thee ſafely to theſe Eyes again. 
Mount. Blows the Wind that way ? 
Val. Equally belov'd, . 
Equally meriting, Gomera, you 
Without Excuſe receive that Dignity, 
Which our Provincial Chapter hath decreed you. 
Gom. Great Maſter of Ferus' lem's Hoſpital, 
From whence to Rhodes this bleſt Fraternity 
Was driven, but now among the Malteſe ſtands, 
Long may it flouriſh, whilſt Gomera ſerves it, 
But dares not enter farther. | 
All. This is ſtrange. | 
Val. What do ye object? = 
Com. Nothing againſt it, but my ſelf, fair Knights; 
I may not wear this Robe. 
Val. Expreſs your Reaſons ; 
Doth any hid Sin goar your Conſcience? ' 
Ao. Are you unſtedfaſt in Religion? 
Caſt. Or do y' intend fo forſake Malta now, 
And viſit your own Country, fruitful Spain? 
(13) Gom. Never, good Sir. my 
Val. 


\ 


(13) Gem. Never, good Sir.] Gomera's Anſwer ſeems by what 


reaſon why he ſhou'd declare never to ſee Spain again, whether he 
was Kuighted or not; the Knights of Malta are not confin'd 1 


CD N 
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1. Then explicate y our Thoughts. 

Com. Thus then: I could be perjur' to receive ir, 
Once in Malita, your next City here, 
When I was younger, read I the Decrees  . 
Touching this point, being ambitious then 
T' approach it once; None but a Gentleman 
Can be admitted — 

Val. That's no Obſtacle 
In you. 

Com. I ſhould be ſorry that were it; 

No married Man 

Mount. You never felt that Yoak. 1 

Com. None, that hath been contraſted — _ 

Caſt. Were you ever? 

Com. Nor married, nor contracted - None that ever 
Hath vowed his Love to any Womankind, 

Or finds that ſecret fire within his Thoughts: 

Here I am caſt, this Article my Heart e 
Objects againſt the Title of my Fame, eee e 
I am in Love; laugh not, though time hath 1 
Some wrinkles in this Face, and theſe curl'd Lacks, 
Will ſhortly dye into another hew, 

Yet, yet I am in Love: (i'faith you ſmile) _ 

What Age, what Sex, or what Profeſſion 

Divine, or Human, from the Man that cries 

(14) For Alms in the high way, to him that W 

At the high Altar, and doth Sacrifice, 

Can truly ſay he knows not what is Love? 

Val. Tis honeſtly profeſs'd; with whom, Conera ? 
Name the Lady, (15) that with all *** 

We may advance your ſuit. 

om. But will you, Sir? 

Val. Now by our holy Rock, were it out Sifter : 


Iſland, or its Neighbourhood, but are permitted at times to viſtt 


what Countries they pleaſe, I read therefore, 


Neither, good ir. | Mr. Seward. 
(14) For Alms in the high way,] So the oldeſt Copy : The reſt, 
From Alms the high-way. 


(15) — that with all advantage) The 1647 laden ſs. 


The later Copies, 
— that with all the advantage. 


Vo, V Vn. U | Spaniard, 
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be I hold thee worthy; freely name her. 
Gom. Be Maſter of your word 3 it is the, oe 
The Each Oriana. 

Val. Come down, Lady. | 
You've made her bluſh, let Ber conſent, 10 
Make good my Oath, | | 

Mount. Ist fo? ſtay; I do love | 
So tenderly, (16) Gomera, your bright F: "ame, | 
As not to ſuffer your Perdition. - | 
Com. What means Mount ferras 5 


E ner Guard. 


Mount. This whole Auberge hath, 

(A Guard upon this Lady) wonder not, 
Ten publick notice of the Baſha's Love 

Of Tripoli unto her, and conſented 

She ſhould return this anſwer, as he writ 

For her Convertion, and betraying Malta, 
She, ſhould adviſe him betray Tripoly, 
And turning Chriſtian, he ſhould marry her. 

All. All this was ſo. 

Mount. How weakly does this Court then 
Send Veſſels forth to Sea, to guard the Land, 
Taking ſuch ſpecial care to ſave one Bark, 
Or ſtrive to add fam'd Men unto our Cloak, 
When they lurk in our Boſoms would Wbt | 
This State and us, preſaming on their Blood, 
* artial Indulgence to their Se? 

. Who can this be? 

A Your Siſter, great Fats." | | 
Which thus I prove: demand the Baſba's Letter. 

Ori. Tis here, nor from this Pocket hath been moy's 
Nor anſwer'd, nor perus'd, by un; 

Mount. Do not ſwear, 


Caſt, not away your fair Soul, to your Treaſon 


(16) ——— Gomera, your bright Flame.) Thus run all 5 Co 
pies from top to bottom, but I imagine the judicious Render v 
wiſh with Mr. Theobald, Mr. Seward, and myſelf, ee, had 40 
out a. Letter and read thus, 

Tour bright YR. 


Add 


ys 4 
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Add not foul Perjury: Is this your Hand ? TS 
Ori. Tis very like it. | N 
Mount. May it pleaſe the Maſter, e 
Confer theſe Letters, and then read her Anſwer, e 
Which I have intercepted; pardon mem 
Reverend Yaletta, that am Mir the unn 
To puniſh this moſt beauteous Treachery, 
E'en in your Siſter, ſince in it I fave _ 
Malta from Ruin: I am bolder in't, ns 
Becauſe it is ſo palpable, and withal © 
Know our great Maſter to this Country firm, © 
As was to th Roman Marcus, who ſpar'd not 
As dear a Siſter in the publick cauſe. 
Val. Jam amaz'd, attend me. 


Reads, the Litter. 


Let your Forces by the next Even be ready, my Brother 
feaſts then, put in at St, Michaels, :the Aſcent at that, Port 
is eaſieſt ; the Keys of the Caſtle you ſhall receive 
Hands. That poſſeſs'd, you are Lord of Malta, and may iy 4 
deftroy all by fire, than which I am Loe till I embrace 


you, Farewel, 1 Your Wife 
O RI A N A. 
From this time let me never read again. 3 : 


Gentlew, *'T'is certainly, her Hand, 
Val. This Letter too, 
So cloſe kept by her ſelf, could not be nſwerd 
To every Period thus, but by her ſelf. 
Ori. Sir, hear me. 
Val. Peace, thou fair ſweet bank of Flowers, 
Under whoſe Beauty Scorpions lie, and kill; 
Wert thou akin to me, in ſome new Name 
Dearer than Siſter, Mother, or all Blood, | 
I would not hear thee ſpeak : Bear her to Priſon, - 
So groſs is this, it needs no formal courſe, - | 
Prepare thy ſelf, to Morrow thou ſhalt dye. 
Ori, I dye a Martyr then, and a poor Maid, 
Almoſt ?'faith- as innocent as born, [thee. 2 
Thou know'ſt thou'rt wicked, Frenchman, Hxav'n forgive 


U 2 All. 
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All. This Scene's turn'd ſtrangely, 

Val. Yet can Nature be 
So dead in me? I would my charge were off, 
Mountferrat ſhould perceive my Siſter had 
A Brother, would not live to ſee her dye 
Unfought for, ſince the Statutes of our State 
Allow, in caſe of Accufations, 

A Champion to defend a Lady's Truth. 
Peter Gomera, thou haſt Joſt thy Wife, 
Death pleads a Precontract. 3 

Com. I've loſt my Tongue, 
My Senſe, my Heart, and every Faculty : 
Mountferrat, go not up ; with Reverence 
To our great Maſter, and this Conſiſtory 
(I have conſidered it, it cannot be) 

Thou art a Villain, and a Forger, 
A Blood-ſucker of Innocence, an Hypocrite, 
A moſt unworthy Wearer of our cet; 


To make which good, take, if thou dar'ſt, that Gage, 


And arm'd at all points like a Gentleman, 
Meet me to Morrow Morning, where the Maſter 
(17) And this Fraternity ſhall deſign, where I 
Will cram this Slander back into thy Throat, 
And with my Sword's point thruſt it to thy Heart, 
The very Neſt where Luſt and Slander breeds. 
Pardon my Paſſion ; I will tear thoſe Spurs 
Off from thy Heels, and ſtick *em-in thy Front, 
As a mark'd Villain. | 

Mount. This I look'd not for: 
Ten times more Villain, I return my Gage, 
And crave the Law of Arms, 

Com. Tis that I crave. 

All. It cannot be deny'd. 

Com. Do not I know, 5 

With thouſand Gifts and Importunacies, 
Thou often haſt ſollicited this Lady, 
(Contrary to thy Oath of Chaſtity,) 


( % Aud this Fraternity ſhall defign,] This word has its original 

| Signification to Appoint or Decree, in Latin, De/ignare, from . 

Defignator, an Herald. / Mr. Seward. 
j 


Who 


\ 
; 
, 
l 
; 
; 
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Who neer (18) difeloſing this thy hot-reign'd Luſt, 
Yet tender to prevent a publick Scandal, 
That Chriſtendom might juſtly have! impos'd 
Upon this holy Inſtitution, | 
Thou now haſt drawn this Practice r her Life, 
To quit her Charity. 

Mount. Spaniard, thou lieſt. 


Aſto. No more, Gomera, thou art granted Combat, 
And you Mountferrat muſt prepare againſt - 
To Morrow Morning in the Valley here 
Adjoining to St. George's Port: A Lady 


In caſe of Life, gainſt whom one Witneſs comes, 
May have her Champion. 


Val. And who hath moſt right 
With, or agaiaſt our Siſter, ſpeed in night. [Flouriſp. Es. 


Enter Rocca. 


Mount, Rocca, the firſt News of Miranda” 8 Service 
Let me have notice of. 


Roc. You ſhall : The Moor 
Waits you without. 


Mount. (19) Admit her; ha, ha, ha. 
Ob, how Wy Fancies run at tilt! Gomera 


(18 diſchſing this thy hot-reign'd Luft, ] Hot-reign'4 
as a 9 may ſignify that has rezgn'd hotly, nor do 1 there- - 
fore diſcard it, tho? there is a more natural reading extremely near 
the trace of the Letters, and tis this, 

Who ne er diſcloſing this thy not rein'd Luft. Mr. Seward, 
Since the Communication of my Friend's CorteQion, a Suſpicion has 
occur'd to me, that the Text ought to be reſorm'd thus, 

Who no'er diſchfing this thy hot-rein d Luft. 

i. e. Having hot Reins, Kidneys. 

(19) Admit ber; ha, ha, ha.) Laughter which is always thus 
exprels'd, ſeems by no means ſuited to Mountferrat's preſent Cir- 
cumſtances, The Whirls of his Brain between his Fears and Plots 


5 Prevention, are what Shakeſpear has finely deſcribed in Fulius 
X/ar. 

Between the ating of a dreadful thing, 

And the firſt Motion, all the interim is 

Like a Phanta/ma, or an hideous Dream. 
Troubled Geſture and ſudden Starts wou'd expreſs this, but not 
Laughter. The Poets therefore moſt probably wrote it, 


Ait hep == He } <= be 7 — da Þ == Me, Does 
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Loves Oriana; ſhe, as I ſhould gueſs, 
Affects Miranda; theſe are two dear Friends, 

As firm, and full of fire, as Steel and Flint. 

To make 'em ſo now, one againſt the other 


ITE | Enter Zanthia, * 


Stay, let me lick it better — Zanthia, 

Firſt tell me this, did Don Gomera uſe. 

To give his Viſits to your Miſtreſs ? 
Zan. Yes, and Miranda too, but ſev*rally, 
Mount. Which did ſhe moſt apply to? 

Zan. Faith to neither: "ER EY 
Yet infinitely I've heard her praiſe *em both, 
And in that manner, that were both one Man, 
I think ſhe was in love with't. 

Mount. Zanthia, "——- 

Another Letter you muſt frame for me 

Inſtantly, in your Lady's Character, 

To ſuch a purpoſe as Ill tell thee ſtrait; _ 

Go in, and ſtay me: Go my Tinder-box, _ 

Croſs lines Ill croſs; ſo, ſo, my after-game _ _ 

I muſt play better: Woman, I will ſpread 

My Vengeance over Malta, for thy ſake: _ 

Spaniard, Italian, like my Steel and Stone, 

Pll knock you thus together, wear ye out 

To light my dark deeds, whilſt I ſeem preciſe, 

And wink, to fave the ſparkles from mine Eyes. [ Exeunt, 


„ 


. + ” Me * 4 . 9 * 


* 


A Sea-jight within, Aarm. 
Enter Norandine, Miranda, Soldiers, and Gentlemen, 


Mir. LT OW is it, Sir? 
{YZ Nor. Pray ſet me down; I cool, 


And my Wounds ſmart, | 
Mir. 1 hope FALL: © ah = ok nf 


* g 
22 k E  %- 


Though 
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Though there den any, there's none dangerous. 

Nor. I know not, nor I care not much, I got em 
Like a too forward Fool; but J hope the Surgeons | 
Will take an order 1 ſhan't leave em ſo; 

I make the Rogues more work than all the Iſland, 
And yet they give me th* hardeſt words for my Mony. 

Mir. I'm glad ye are fo ſprightly ; ye fought bravely - 
(Go call the Surgeons, Soldiers ;) wondrous nobly, 
Upon my Life, I have not ſeen ſuch Valour, 
Maintained fo long, and to fo large a ruin, 

The odds fo ſtrong againſt ye too. 

Nor. I thank ye, 

And thank ye for your help, your timely Succour : 
By th* Meſs it came i'th' nick, Sir, and well handled; 
Stoutly, and ſtrongly handled; we had duck'd elſe, 
My Turk had Tur d me elſe; but he's well paid fort. 


Why _ a ſign for an Almanack Was made me ? 


Enter Aſtorius. 


Aſto. I'm ha to find ye here, Sir, of neceſſity 
I mult haye come Atoard elſe ; and brave Ne | 
We all joy much in your fair Victory, 


And all the Iſland ſpeaks your Valour nobly: - 


Have ye brought the Turk i in that ye took ? 

Mir. He rides there. 

Nor. If he were out again, the Dev! ſhould bring 14, 
ITas truly Circumcis'd me. | 

Aſto. I've a buſineſs | 
Which much concerns ye, preſently concerns ye; 
But not this Place nor People : Pray ye draw off, Sir, 
For 'tis of that weight to ye | 

Mir. PII wait on ye. 


I muſt crave leave a while; my Care dwells with ye, 


And I muſt wait my ſelf - 


Nor. Your Servant, Sir. 

Mir. Believe I ſhall, and what my Love can N 
Keep your ſtout Heart ſtill. 

Nor. That's my beſt Phy en ee 

Mir. And I ſhall keep your Fame Hair. yo © (Ea. 


U4 A 


Nor. Yare too noble, 
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A brave young Fellow of a matchleſs Spirit; 


He brought me off like Thunder, charg'd and boarded, 


As if he had been ſhot to ſave mine Honour: | 
And when my fainting Men, tyr'd with their labour, 


And lack of Blood, gave to the Turk aſſurance 


The Day was his ; when I was cut in ſhreds thus, 
And not a corn of Powder left to bleſs us; 


Then flew his Sword in, then his Cannon roar'd, 


And let fly (20) Blood, and Death, in Storms amongſt 'em. 
Then might I hear their ſleepy Prophet howl too, 


And all their ſilver Creſcents then I ſaw 


Like falling Meteors ſpent, and ſet for ever 
Under the Croſs of Malta; Death ſo wanton 
I never look'd upon, ſo full of revel, 


| Enter Surgeon. 
1 will not be dreſsd yet: Methought that Fellow 
Was fit for no Converſation, nor no Chriſtian 
That had not half his Brains knockt out, no Soldier. 


Oh valiant young Man, how I love thy Virtue. 


1 Sold. Pray ye Sir be dreſs'd, alas ye bleed apace yet. 
Nor. Tis but the ſweat of Honour, alas! thou Milkſop, 
Thou Man of Marcb- pane, canſt thou fear to ſee 
A few light Hurts, that bluſh they are no bigger, 
A few ſmall Scratches ? Get N. a Cawdle, Sirrah, 
Your Finger akes, and let the old Wives watch thee : 
Bring in the Booty, and the Priſoners ; 
By Heav'n I'll ſee em, and diſpoſe 'em firſt, 


Before I have a drop of Blood wip'd from me; go. 
| [ Exeunt Soldiers. 


Surg. You'll faint, Sir. 
Nor. No, ye lye, Sir, like an Aſs, Sir; 
(21) I have no ſuch Pigs hurt in my Belly. 


(20) The firſt Folio thus ; the other Editions, 
Bod, and Death, and Storms. | 

(21) 7 have no ſuch Pigs hurt in my Belly.) The Captain wou'd 
ſeemingly ſay that he has more Courage than to faint at ſuch ſlight 
Wounds as he had receiv'd, but as the Words are incapable in ap- 
pearance of conveying any ſuch Senſe, may we not ſuppoſe the Poets 

made him ſay, . | "7 £ | 
1 have no ſuch Pigs heart in my Belh. 
* Surg. 


* . 
4 ; "_ 


Pow hank. — 
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Surg. By my Life, Captain, "7 
Theſe 1 are n't to be jeſted with. 

Nor. If thou hadſt em; I” 
They're my Companions, Fool, my Family : 
J cannot eat nor ſleep without their Company. 


Doſt take me for St. Davy, that fell dead 
With ſeeing of his Noſe bleed ? 


Enter Soldiers with Booty. 


Surg. Here they come, Sir; 
But would you would be dreſs'd. 
Nor. Pox, dreſs thy elf firſt, 
Thou faint'ſt a great deal faſter : Whats all this? 
1 Sol. The Mony and the Merchandize ye took, Sir. 
Nor. A goodly Purchaſe; is't for this we venture 
Our Liberties and Lives ? What can all this do? 


(22) Get me ſome dozen Surfeits, ſome ſeven freſh 
Whores, Ia 


And twenty Pot- Allies, and then Pm virtuous. 
Lay th* Knight's Part by, and that to pay the Soldier: 
This is mine own, I think I have deferv'dit: [maid,' 
Come, now look to me, and grope me like a Chamber- 
I'll neither ſtart nor ſqueak ? What's that 'th* Truſs there? 
2 Sol. *Tis Cloth of Tiſſue, Sir, and this is Scarlet. 
Nor. I ſhall look redder ſhortly then, I fear me, 
And as a Captain ought, a great deal prouder. 
Can ye cure me of that Crack, Surgeon? - 
Surg. Yes, when your Suit's at pawn, Sir. 
Nor. There's for your Plaiſter. | 
A very learned Surgeon : What's in that Pack there? 
1 Sol. Tis Enghſh Cloth. | 
Nor. That's a good wear indeed, 
Both ſtrong, and rich ; but yet it has a Virtue 


(22) Get me ſome ſeven freſh Whores, © os 
And twenty Pot-Allies, and then Pm wirtuous.] The oldeſt 
Copy reads thus, | 
| And taenty Pot Allies and to: and then, &c. 
| Which wou'd induce one to think the Original might run ſo, 
And twenty Pot- Allies, and two. 


Two is often miſtakenly wrote 100 in the oldeſt Edition, and poſſibly 
might have been ſo here. | A 
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A Twang of the own Country, that ſpoils all; 

A Man ſhall ne'er be fober in't. Where are the Gentlemen 
That ventur*d with me, both their Lives and Fortunes? 
Come forward, my fair Spirits; 'Norandine 

Forgets his Worth, when he forgets your Valours. 
You've loſt an Eye, I ſaw ye face all Hazards: 

You've one left yet, to chuſe your Miſtreſs. 

You have your Leg broke with a Shot; yet ſitting, 

I faw you make the Place good with your Pike ſtill. 
And your Hand's gone; a good Heart wants no Inftru. 
Share that amongſt ye, there's an Eye, an Arm, [ments, 
And that will bear you up, when your Legs cannot. 

Oh, where's the honeſt Sailor? (23) That poor Fellow, 
Indeed that bold brave Fellow, that with his Musket 
Taught them new Ways how to put their Caps off, 
That ſtood the fire of all the Fight, twice blown, 

And twice I gave him drown'd; welcome aſhore Knave; 
Give me thy Hand, if they be not both loſt ; come; 
Faith thou art welcome, my tough Knave, chou rt wel- 


Thou'lt not ſhrink i'th' waſhing; 


Hold, there's a Piece of Scarlet, get thee handſome. 
And this to buy thee Buttons. 
Sail. Thank ye Captain. 


Command my Life at all Hours, 


Nor. Thou durſt give it. 
You have deferv'd too. | 

3 Sold. We have ſeen the Fight, Sir. 

Nor. Yes, coil'd up in a Cable, like falt Eels, 
Or buried low th? Ballaſt, d'you call that fighting? 
Where be your Wounds? ? Your Knocks : ? your want of 

Limbs, Rogues ? 

Art not thou he that ask'd the Maſter-Gonner | 
Where thou might'ſt lye ſafeſt ? and he ſtrait anſwer'd, 
Put thy Head 1 in that Hole, new bor'd with a Cannon, 


(2 3) — That oor Fell, 

Indeed that bold Brave Fellow ] The aſcent from poor to bold 
and brave Fellow ſeems to be too Judden, and I imagine the Authors 
might have given it thus, 

Dyat pure Felloco, 

Indeed that bold, &c. 


For 


"aa ©. . 
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For it was an hundred to ane, another Shot would not hit 
Your Wages you ſhall have, but for Rewards [ there: 
Take your own Ways, and get ye to the Taverns ; 
There, when y'are hot with Wine, mongſt your Ad- 
mirers. 
Take Ships, and Towns, yl Caſtles at your Pleaſures, 
And make th? great Turk ſhake at your Valours. Bring in 
The Priſoners; now (24) my brave Mufslemen, 


Enter Priſoners, and Lucinda. 


You that are Lords o'th' Sea, and ſcorn us Chriſtians, - 
Which of your mangy Lives 1s. warth this Hurt here? i 
Away to Priſon with 'em, ſee em ſafe; 
You ſhall find we have Gallies too, and Slaves too. 

1 Sold. What ſhall be done with this Wowan, Sir? 

Nor. Pox take her, 
'Twas ſhe that ſet me on to fight with theſe Rogues, 

[ Surgeons dreſs him 

That Ring-Worm, rot it; what ean you do now 
With all your Paintings, and your Pouncings, Lady, 
T' reſtore my Blood again? You, and your Gypid 
That have made a Carbonado of me — Plague take ye, 
Ve are too deep ye Rogue — this is thy Work, Woman, 
Thou lowſie Woman — death, you go too deep ſtill — 
The ſeeing of your ſimpering Sweetneſs: : —- ye Filly, 
Ye Tit, ye Tomboy, what can one Night's jingling, 
Or two, or ten, Sweetheart, and oh my dear Chicken, 
Scratching my Head, or fumbling with my Fore-malſt, 
Do me good now? Ye've powder'd me for one Lear. f 
I am in ſouce I thank ye; thank your Beauty, 
Your moſt ſweet Beauty; pox upon thoſe Goggles. 
We cannot fight like honeſt Men, for Honour, | 
And quietly kill one another as we-ought, | 
But in ſteps one of you; the Devil's Halineſs 
And you muſt have a Dance : away wth he, 
She ſtinks to me now. 

1 Sold. Shall I haye her, ak 

2 Sold. Or I? 


(24) The y of 1647 has it, 
| benen my bra ve Maſul mans, | 


: 3 Sold, 
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3 Sold. PI marry her- — i 

4 Seid. Good Captain, I. Ther; 

3 Sold. And make her a good Chriſtian; lay Hands off 

I know ſhe's mine. [ners, 


2 Sold. Pl] give my full Share for her; have ye no Man- 

To thruſt the Woman o ? | | 
Nor. Share her among ye EE: 

And may ſhe give y'as many Hurts as I have, 

And twice as many Aches. 

Luc. Noble Captain, | 
Be pleas'd to free me from theſe Soldiers Wildneſs, 
Till I but ſpeak two Words. 

Nor. Now for your Maidenhead, 

You have your Book, proceed. 

Luc. Victorious Sir, 

Seldom are ſeen in Men ſo valiant, 

Minds ſo devoid of Virtue ; he that can conquer, 

Should ever know how to preſerve his Conqueſt, 

Tis but a baſe Theft elſe. Valour's a Virtue, 

Crown of Mens Actions here; yours, as you make it. 

And can you put ſo rough a Foil as Violence, 

As wronging of weak Woman, to your Triumph? 
Nor. Let her alone. 
Luc. Pve loſt my Husband, Sir; | 

You feel not that: Him that I love; you care not: 

When Fortune falls on you thus, you may grieve too: 

My Liberty I kneel not for ; mine Honour 

(It ever virtuous Honour touch'd your Heart yet) 

Make dear and precious, Sir; you had a Mother — 
Nor. The roguy thing ſpeaks finely, neat ; who took ye? 

For he muſt be your Guard. 3 
Luc. I wiſh no better: 

A noble Gentleman, and nobly us'd me, 

They call'd his Name Miranda. 

or. Lou are his then? 

Ye've light upon a young Man worth your Service, 

I free ye from th' reſt, and from all Violence; 

He that doth offer*t, by my Head he hangs for't : 

Go ſee her ſafe ws ah *till the noble Gentleman 

Be ready to diſpoſe her; thank your Tongue, 


You 


ef 


the end of this AQ, 
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You have a good one, and preſerve it good ſtill. 
Soldiers, come wait on me, I'll fee ye paid all. [Exeunt. 


8 „% E. Nor By 1 


Enter Miranda and. Aftorius.. 


Atto. I knew ye lov'd her, virtuouſly ye lov'd her, 
W hich made me make that haſte: I knew ye add Ps 
As all fair Minds do Goodneſs. | 

Mir. Good Aſtorius, 
I muſt confeſs I do much Honour 10. 
And worthily I hope ſtill. 

Aſto. Tis no doubt, Sir, 
For on my Life ſhe's much wrong d. 

Mir. Very likely, 
And I as much tormented I was abſent. TY 
Aſto. You need not fear, Peter Gomera's Noble, » 
Of a try'd Faith and Valour. 

Mir. This I know too: _ 
But whilſt I was not there, and whilſt ſhe offer,” 
Whilſt Virtue ſuffer'd, Friend. Oh how it loads mel 
Whilſt Innocence and S weetneſß ſunk together 
How cold it fits here? If my Arm had fought for her, 
My Youth, though naked, ſtood againſt all Treaſons, 
My Sword here graſp'd, Love on the 8 and Honour, 
And but a Signal (25) from her Eye to ſeal it; 
If then ſhe had been loſt. — I brag too late 
Ang too much I detract from the noble Peter. 
Yet ſome poor Service I would do her Sweetneſs, 
Alas ſhe needs it, my Aforius, 
The gentle Lady needs it. 

Ao. Noble Spirit. 


Mir. And what! can---prithee bear with this Wealnek, 


(25) from her Eye to ſtal it ;] To ſeal a Sword ſeems a 
very odd Metaphor. I think it therefore highly probable that the 
true word was Sree/, The Propriety and ce of which might 
be proy'd by forty Paſſages in Shakeſpear and our Authors, where 
'ris us'd in the ſame Senſe; and the Reader will find it twice before 

Mr. Seward. 


Often 
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Often I do not uſe theſe Womens Weapons, 
But where true Pity is — I am much troabled, 
And ſomething have to do, I cannot form yet. 
Ao. I'll take my Leave, Sir, I ſhall but diſturb ye. 
Mir. An't pleaſe you for a while; and TP to "Rn 
To ſmile upon this Lady. 
Aſto. All my Help, Sir. 5 [ Exit, 
Mir. Gomerd's'0| and ſtiff, and he may loſe her, 
The Winter of his/Years and Wounds upon him, LIP 
And yet he has done bravely hitherto : | 
Monuferrat's Fury's in his Heat of Summer, 
The whiſtling of his S word like angry Sos,” 1 5 1 
Renting up Life by th' Roots: Ive/ſcen him ſcale 8 
As if a Falcon had run up a Train? 2 
Claſhing his warlike Pinions, his fie” Call. n 
And at his Pitch (26) 1 inme w the Town below bin, 
I muſt do ſomething. 


Enter 9 ts 


Col. Noble Sir, for Heav'n ſake 
Take Pity of a poor affficted Chriſtian, 
Redeem*d from one Affliction to another. iv 
Mir” Boldly you ask that, we are bound to give iy 
From what Aﬀiction, Sir? t eie 31 1195 WOr 
Col. From Cold and ee ft C977 voz (14 
From Nakednefs and Stripes, Wi ee de CIP | 
Mir. A Priſoner? en 
Col. A Slave, Sir, in the Turkiſh Prize, new Gkey; 
That in the Heat of Fight, when your brave Hand 
Brought the Dane Succour, got my Irons * 1 
And put my ſelf to mercy of the Ocean. 2 th 
Mir. And ſwum to Land? © 
Cal. I did, Sir, Heav'n was aps 
But now a Stranger, anch my Wants Upon me, 
(Though willingly I would preſerve this Life, Sir, 
With Honeſty and, ruth, ) I am not look'd on; 
The Hand of Pity that-ſhould give for Heav'ns ſake, 
(26) —— inmew the Town below in.] Mr, Theobald wou'd 


have the Line corrected thus, 
The Fowl below him. 


FRE 


And | 
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And charitable Hearts, are grown fo cold, Sir, 2 
Never remembring what their Fortunes may be. 
Mir. Thou ſay'ſt too true; of what Profeſſion art thou ? 
Col. I have been better train d, and can ſerve truly, 
Where Truſt is laid on m. 
Mir. A handſome Fellow; 
Haſt th* then e' er bore Arms? d 2 
Col. I've trod full many a March, 3 
(27) And ſome Hurts have to ſhew.z. before me too, Sir. 
Mir. Pity this thing ſhowd. ſtarve, or, forc'd for Want, 
Come t' a worſe End. I know not what thou rt be, 
But if thou thinkꝰſt it fit to be a Serre. 158 
P11 be a Maſter, and a good one to thees.. 
If ye deſerve, Sir. 
Col. Elſe I ask no Favour, 1 
Mir. Then, Sir, to try your Truſt, 3 [like you, 
Go to the Dane, of him receive a Woman, 
A Turkiſb Priſoner, for me receive her, 
1 hear ſhe is my Prize, look fairly to her, 
For I would have her know, tho? now my Priſoner, 
The Chriſtians need no Schoolmaſters for Honour. 
Take this to buy thee Cloaths, this Ring, to help > or 
Into th* Fellowſhip of my Houſe; y'are a Stranger, 
And my Servants will not know ye elſe; there epp her. 
And with all Madeſty preſerve your Serviee. 
Col. A foul Example find me 8 Heav'n thank ye, 
Of Captain Norandine? 
Mir. The ſame. 1 
© Col. Tis done, Sir: | | 
And may Heav'n „ Goodneſs ever FErP about ye. 
Mir. Wait there 'till I come home. N 
Col. I ſhall not. fail, Sir, ; $2 Ol [Exeunt. 


(27) And ſome Hurts have to Preto 7 Be nne too, Sir.] 1 have 
a ſmall Quarrel to me here; Shu cſpear does not write 10, in the 
laſt Scene of Macſbeth: Old Siward, upon hearing his Son was 
dead in Battle, asks. RH, Who told him the heavy News, _ 
Had he his Pound, before. 
80 here I wou'd' ſtrilke out me, and read the Line thus, 
And ſame Harte have 9 N vo; Sr. 


"SCENE 
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Enter LISTEN with a Letter, and Abdella. 


td. Tis ſtrange it ſhould be fo, that your high mettle 
Should check thus poorly, dully ; moſt A 

Mount. Let me alone. 

Abd. Thus leaden]y 5 

Mount. Take ye. 

Abd. At every childiſh Fear? At every Shadow 1 ? 
Are you Mouniferrat, that have done ſuch Deeds? 
Wrought through ſuch bloody Fields, Men ſhake to 

ſpeak of ? 
Can ye go back? Is there a Safety left yet 
But fore- right? Is not Ruin round about ye? [ whole? 
Have ye not ſtill theſe Arms, that Sword, that Heart | 
It not a Man ye fight with, and an old Man, 
A Man half kilPd already ? Am not I here ? | 
As lovely in my Black to entertain thee, | 
As high and full of Heat to meet thy Pleaſures 75 — 

Mount. I'll be alone. 

Abd. Ye ſhall ; farewel, Sir, 
And do it bravely, never think of Conſcience ; 
N is none to a Man reſolv'd ; be happy. Exit. 


Eur Miranda. 


Mount. No, moſt unhappy Wretch as thou haſt made me 
More Devil than thy ſelf, | am. 


Mir. Alone, 

And troubled too, I take it; how he ſtarts? 
All is not handſome in thy Heart, Mount ferrat. 
God ſpeed ye, Sir, I have been ſeeking of ye? 
They ſay you are to fight to Day. 

Mount, What then? [Sir. 
Mir. Nay, nothing but good Fortune to your Sword, 
Le have a Cauſe requires it, th* Iſland's Safety, 
'The Order's, and your Honour's. 

Mount. And do you make a Queltion 
a I wil not fight it nobly ? 


Loſs of our ſelves and Souls OY * — 
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Mir. Le dare fight, - 9 flach «yt 
Ye have, and with as great Confidence as- Jultice, 


I've ſeen ye ſtrike as home, and hit as . 


Mount. Why are theſe Queſtions then? 11 3 If 
Mir. I'II tell ye quickly pſt by TOES" 
Ye have a Lady in your Cauſe, a fair one, 60 * 

A gentler never trod on Ground, a 3 
Monks. Do ye come on ſo faſt? I have it Tor. yes 

1. Nabe 

Mir. The Sun neer ww ales? 
Mount." Theſe I grant ye; 7701 

Nor dare I againſt Beauty heave my Hand oP, wor 

It were unmanly, Sir; too much unmanly e:. 

But when theſe: Excellencies turn to Ruin, $ me 

To Ruin of themſelves, and thoſe protect 3 5 

When Virtue's loſt, Luſt and Diſhonour enter'd 3. = * 


Mir. Do you think *cis ſo? 
Mount. Too ſure. 
Mir. And can it be? | 
Can it be thought, Mountferrat, ſo mol Smeetneſs, 
So great a Magazine of all things precious, 
A Mind fo heav'nly made? prithee obſerve me. 
Mount. I thought ſo too ; now by my holy OY 
He that had told me, ( till Experience found 
Too bold a Proof) this Lady had been vicious 
J wear no dull Sword, Sir, nor hate I Virtue; -- - 
Mir. Againſt her Brother? To the _ has ee es 
Her Blood and Honour? 
Mount. Where ambitious Luſt. 
(Deſire to be above the Rule-preſcrib'd 3 
Takes hold, and wins, poot Chaſtity, cold Duty, 
Like Faſhions old forgot, ſhe flings behind her, 
And puts on Blood and Miſchief, Dearh and Ruin, 
To raiſe her new. built Hopes, new Faith to faſten ber: 
Mal foy, ſhe is as foul, as Heav'n is beauteous. 
Mir. Thou ly'ſt, thou ly'ſt Mountferrat, thou ly ſt bag 
Stare not, nor ſwell not with thy Utide 1 ; thou * LIN 
And this ſhall make it: good. Fa 
Mount. Out with your Thongs firſt. A 1 blu 
Vor. VII. | X „ 


. 
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Ye ſhall be fought withal. _ | 
Mir. By that Lady, 
The Virtue of that Woman, were all the * des 
Of all thy Family, bound in one Fagott, 
From Adam to this hour, but with one ſparkle « bs 
*Would fire that wiſp, and turn it to light Aſhes. 


Mount. Oh pitiful young Man, ſtruck blind with Beauty ? 


Shot with a Woman's ſmile : poor, poor Miranda; 
Thou hopeful young Man once, but now thou loſt Man; ; 
Thou naked Man of all that we call Noble, 
How art thou cozen'd ? Didſt thou know Sac I do, 
And how far thy dear Honour, (mark me Fool) 
Which like a Father Thave kept from blaſting, 
Thy tender Honour is abus'd — but fight firſt, 
And then too late, thou ſhalt know all. 5 655 

Mir. Thou ly'ſt ſtill. | | 

Mount. Stay, now I'll ſhew thee all, and then P11 kill thee: 
I love thee fo nw Time ſhall not diſgrace thee. * 


Read that. [Gives bima Lelier. 


Mir. It is her Hand ; it is moft certain; 
Good Angels keep me; that I ſhould be her Agent 
To betray Malta, and bring her to the Baſba, 
That on my tender love lay all her Project! 
Eyes never ſee again, melt out for ew: 
Did the Devil do this? 
Mount. No, but his Dam did it, 
The virtuous Lady that you love ſo oo ; 
Come, will ye fight again? 
- Mir. No, prithee kill me, 
For Heav'n's ſa f ke, and for Goodneſs ſake diſpatch me, 
For the diſgrace fake that I gave thee, kill me. 
Mount.” Why, are ye guilty ? bx 
Mir. I have liv'd, Mountferrat, - 
To ſee Diſhonour ſwallow up all Virtue, | 
And now would die: By Heay” n's eternal Brightneſs, 
I am as clear as Innocence. 
Mount. I knew it, 
And therefore kept chis Letter ben all Knowledge, 
And this my Sword from Anger, ye had dy'd elſe. 
— * I lye, IEF ye. 1 
a It, 
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' Mir. O Virtue! Ti 
Unſpotted Virtue,” whither art thou vaniſh'd? | 
What haſt thou left us to abuſe our F railties, | 
In ſhape of Goodneſs ? 5 

Mount. Come, take Courage „Man, „ 

I have forgiven and forgot on SE ws 
And hold you fair as light in all your Actions, 

And by my troth I griey'd your Loves: take ebe, 
There more Women. 

Mir. And more Miſchief in em. 

Mount. The Juſtice I ſhall do, to right theſe Villanicy, 
Shall make ye Man again: III ſtrike it ſure, Sir. 
Come, look up bravely, put this puling Paſſion _. 

Out of your Mind; one rn for thee, Miranda 
And for the Boy, the grave Gomera gave thee, _. 
When ſhe accepted thee her Champion; | 
And in thy abſence, Jike a valiant Gentleman, 
I yet remember it: he is too young, | 
Too Boyiſh, and too tender, to adventure: 
Pl! give him one ſound rap for that: I love thee, 
Thou art a brave young Spark. 
Mir. Boy, did he call me? 
Gomera call me Boy? | 
Mount, It pleas'd his Gravity, ; 
To think ſo of ye then: they that do Service, 
And honeſt Service, ſuch as thou and I do, 
Are either Knaves or Boys. 15 
Mir. Boy, by Gomera? 
How look*d he when he faid it? for Gomera 17 
Was ever wont to he a virtuous Gentleman, | 
Humane and ſweet. | 
Mount. Les when he will, he can be; 
But let it go, 1 would not breed Diſſention, | 
Tis an unfriendly Office; and had't ben 
(28) To any of a higher ſtrain than you, Sir, | 1 
The 

28) To any 0 igher Arain than you are,] At firſt 

f Reader 2 Wa 2 did with Mr. 229 that 22 3-5 


or wer, or ſome ſuch word ſhou'd ſupply the place of higher. 


But poſſibly the Paſſage is right as it is, N "refers only to the een 
X 2 | Temper 
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The well known, well approved, and lov'd Miranda, 
J had not thought on't: hap'ly * twas __ __ —_ 
And zeal to her. | 
Mir. A Traitor and a Boy too? S004 
Shame take me if I ſuffer't; puff, farewel Love. 
Mount. Ye know my buſineſs, I muſt "ey ye, _ 
My hour grows on apace. | 
Mir. I muſt not leave you, SD 3 
I dare not, nor I will not, *till your Goodneſs | 
Have granted me one courtelie : ye ſay ye love me? 
Mount. I do, and dearly; ask, and let that Courteſie | 
Nothing concern mine Honour. Ft, 
Mir. You muſt do it, 
Or you will never fee me more. 
Mount. What is it? 
It ſhall be great that puts ye off; pray l ie: ; 
Mir. Pray let me fight to day, good, dear deer 
Let me, and bold Gomera — 
Mount. Fie, Miranda, 
D'ye weigh my Worth ſo little ? 
Mir. On my Knees, 
As ever thou hadſt true touch ofa a ſorrow 
Thy Friend conceiv'd, as ever Honour loy'd thee =—— 
Mount. Shall I turn Recreant now ? 
Mir. Tis not thy Cauſe, 
Thou haſt no Reputation wounded in't p75 
Thine's but a general zeal : death, I am tainted, 
The deareſt 0d 4 to life, my Credit 5 murder d, 
Bafff'd and boy d. 
Mount. Fm glad ye ve fwallow'd itt Ale 4. 
T muſt confeſs I pity ye; and ' tis a juſtice, 
A great one too, you ſhould revenge theſe Injuries : 
I know it, and I know ye fit and bold to 40 5 
And Man, as much as Man may: but e —— 
Why do ye knee] ? 


= er and Diſpoſition of Miranda, and means that had he been of 
ot fiery. Lemper prone to Paſſion, &c. he ſhou'd not have diſ- 
peru a Secret, which might poſſibly breed Diſſenſion berwixt Co- 
mera and him. This Fonly' offer the Reader, in order to give the 
Text fair Play, if he does not approve of the Explanation, lighter 
er lower ate ſtill at his Service. 75 
ih. 
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Mir. By I'll grow to th* Ground here, 
And with my Sword dig up my Grave, and fall in't, 
Unleſs thou grant me — Dear Mountferrat, Friend, 
Is any thing in my power, to my lite, PAR + ho 
The Honour ſhall be yours. 
Mount. I love ye dearly, 
Yet ſo much I thould tender 
Mir. Pl preſerve all: 1 8 
By— I will; or all the Sin fall with me, 
| Pray let me. 
Mount, Ye have won; Pl once be Coward - 
To pleaſure you. 
Mir. I kiſs your Hands, and thank ye. 
Mount. Be tender of my Credit, and fight REG 
Mir. Blow not the Fire that flames: 
5 Mount. I'll ſend mine Armour, | 4 
My Man ſhall preſently attend ye with it, 
For you muſt arm immediately, the hour calls, 
I know *twill fit ye right; be ſure, and ſecret, 
And laſt be fortunate ; farewel, y* are fitted: 
I'm glad the load's off me. Fg 
Mir. My beſt Mounlferrat.  [Exennt. 


39-7: E NM Q 


| Enter Norandine add Doctor. 


Nor. Doctor, I'll ſee the Combat, that's the truth on'r, 
. If I had ne'er a Leg, I'd crawl to fee it. 
© Doct. You're moſt unfit, if I might counſel ye, 
Your Wounds ſo many, and the Air 
Nor. The Halter ; 
The Air's as good an Air, as fine an Air 
Wouldſt thou have me live in an Oven? 
Doc. Beſide the noiſe, Sir, 
2 Which to a tender Body 
9 Nor. That's it, Doctor, 
ie My Body muſt be cur'd withal ; if you'll heal me - quickly, 
Boil a Drum-head in my Broth ; I never proſper, 
3 With Knuckles o' Veal, and Birds in Sorrel PS, 


* 3 : Cawdles 
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Cawdles, and Cullyſſes, they waſh me away © * 


Fi” a Horſe had eaten Grains : if thou wilt cure me, 
A piekled Herring, and a pottle of Sack, Doctor, 


(29) And half a dozen Trumpets—— 


Doe, You' re a ſtrange Gentleman 
Nor. As &er thou knew'ſt; wilt thou give m' _— 
Gliſter, 


That 1 may ſit cleanly there like a French Lady, 


When ſhe goes to a Mask at Court: Where's th y ' Hoboy ? 
Doc. I'm glad y' are grown ſo mary, -- 
Nor. Welcome, Gentlemen. 


Enter Aſtorius, and Caſtriot. 127 


A. We come to ſee you, Sir; and glad we are 
To ſee you thus, thus forward to your Health. 1 
Nor. I thank my Doctor here. 
Do. Nay, thank your ſelf, Sir, Way 
For by my troth, I know not how he's cur'd, 


Fe nc' er obſerves any of our Preſcriptions. 


Nor. Give me my Mony again then, good ſweet Doctor; 


Wilt thou have twenty Shillings a day for vexing me? 


Do#. That ſhall not ſerve ye, Sir. 
Nor. Then forty ſhall, Sit, 
And that will make ye ſpeak well: Hark, the Drums. 
Drums afar off : A low March. 
Caſt. They begin to beat to th? Field: Oh noble Dane, 
Never was loch a Stake, I hope, of Innocence, 
Plaid for in Malta, and in Blood, before. 
Ao, It makes us hang our Heads all. 
Nor. A bold Villain; | 
If there be Treaſon in it— Accuſe poor Ladies ? 
And yet they may do miſchief too PII be with ye: 


If the be innocent I ſhall find it quickly, 


And ſomething then Pll ſay 

Aſto. Come, lean on us, Sir, i 

Nor. I thank ye, Gentlemen: and Domine Door, 
Pray bring a little ſneezing Powder in your Pocket, 


ag. Mr. Theobald has ge d this in his firſt Note on The Seorn- 


For 


4 


4 Ves. 
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For fear I ſwoon (30) when I ſee Blood. 1 
Do. You're pleaſant, [æExeunt. 


"— A; 
S V. 


Enter two Marſhals... 


1 Marſp. Are the Combatants come in ? 
[The Scaffold ſet out, 21 the Stairs, 


1 Marſh. Make the F jeld clear there. 
2 Marſh. That's done too. 
1 Marſh, Then to the Priſoner, the grand! Maſter's 
coming, 
Let's ſee that all be ready there. 5 
2 Marſh. Too ready. £ 


How ceremonious our ver Ends are ? 


Alas, ſweet Lady, if ſhe be innocent, T Flourilh. 
No doubt but Juſtice will direct her * 
Away, I hear em come. 

1 Marſh. Pray Heav*n ſhe proſper. 


Enter Valetta, Norandine, Aſtorius, Caſtriot, Sc. 


Val. Give Captain Norandine a Chair. 
Nor. I thank your Lordſhip. | 
Val. Sit, Sir, and take your eaſe; your Hurts require it: 
Vou come to ſee a Woman's Cauſe decided, 
(That's all the Knowledge now, or Name Pve for her: ) 
They ſay a falſe, and baſe, and treach'rous Woman, 
And partly prov'd too. 
Nor. Pity't ſhould be fo: 
And if your Lordſhip durſt ask my Opinion, 
Sure I ſhould anſwer No; ſo much I honour her: 
And anfwer*t with my Life too: But Gomera 


ls a brave Gentleman; the other valiant, 
And if he be not good, Dogs gnaw his Fleſh off, 


And one above em both will find the Truth out. 
He never fails, Sir. 


(30) All the other 3 but the firſt Folio, AT 
when I ſee * Blood. 
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val. That's the hope reſts with me. 
Nor. How Nature and his Honour riggle in him! 
A ſweet, clear, noble Gentleman. 
[VViibin, make room there, 
Guard, Make room there. | 
Val. Go up, and what you have to ſay, ſay there. 


Enter Oriana, Ladies, Executioner, Abdella, and Guard. 


Ori. Thus I aſcend; nearer I hope to Heav'n 

Nor do ] fear to tread this dark black Manſion, 

The Image of my Grave, each foot we move 

Goes to it ſtill; each hour we leave behind us, 

Knolls ſadly toward it: My noble Tre 

For yet mine Innocence dares call ye ſo, 

And you the Friends to Virtue, that come hither, 

The Chorus to this Tragick Scene, behold me, 

Behold me with your Juſtice, not with Pity, 

(My Cauſe was ne'er ſo poor to ask Compaſſion, ) 

Behold me in this ſpotleſs White I wear, | 

The Emblem of my Life, of all my Actions, 

So ye ſhall find my Story, though I periſh: 

' Behold me in my Sex, I am no Soldier, 

Tender and full of, fears our bluſhing Sex is, 

| Unhardned with relentleſs Thoughts; ( 3 1) re 

With Blood and bloody Practice: las, we tremble 

But when an angry Dream afflicts our Fancies, 

Die with a Tale well told; had I been practis'd, 

And known the way of Miſchief, 8 81 in it, 

And giv'n my Blood and Honour up to reach it; 

Forgot Religion, and the Line I ſprung of; 

Oh Heav'n! I had been fit then for thy Juſtice, 

And then in black, as dark as Hell, I'd howl'd here. 

Laſt, in your own Opinions weigh mine Innocence; 

Amongſt ye I was planted from an Infant, 

(Would then, if Heav'n had fo been pleas'd, I'd periſh'd) 

Grew up, and goodly, ready to bear Fruit, 

The honourable Fruit of Marriage : 

And am I blaſted in my Bud, with Treaſon ? 


(31) See Note 51 on The Cuſtom of the Country. 


Boldly 
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Boldly and baſely of my fair Name raviſſ d. 
And hither brought to find my Reſt in Ruin? 
But he that knows all, he that rights all Wrongs, 
And in his time reſtores, knows me: I've ſpoken. 

aul. If ye be innocent, Heav'n will protect ye, 
And ſo I leave ye to his Sword ſtrikes for ye; 
Farewell: „ ien eee 
Ori. Oh that went deep, fare wel dear Brother, 
And howſoe'er my Cauſe goes, ſee my Body 
(Upon my Knees, I ask it) buried chaſtely ; _ 5 
For yet, by holy Truth, it never treſpaſs d. 5 
Aſto. Juſtice fit on your Cauſe, and Heav'n fight for ye. 
Nor. Two of ye, Gentlemen, do me but the Honour 
To lead me to her; good my Lord, your Leave too. 
Val. You have it, Sir. C 
Mor. Give me your fair Hand fearleſs, 
As white as this I ſee your Innocence, 
As ſpotleſs, and as pure, be n't afraid, Lady, 
You are but here brought to your nobler Fortune, 
To add unto your Life immortal Story ; 
Virtue, through hardeſt things arrives at Happineſs, © 
Shame follow that blunt Sword that loſes you; 
And he that ſtrikes againſt you, I ſhall ſtudy | 
A Curſe or two for him: Once more your fair Hand, 
1 n&er brought ill Luck yet; be fearleſs happy. 
Ori, I thank ye, noble Captain. ot 
Nor. So I leave ye. 
Val. Call in the Knights ſeverally. 


Enter ſeverally, Gomera and Miranda. 


Ori. But two words to my Champion, , 
And then to Heav'n and him I give my Cauſe up, 
Val. Speak quickly, and ſpeak ſhort. 
Ori. I have not much, Sir. 
Noble Gomera, from your own free Virtue, 
You've undertaken here a poor Maid's Honour, 
And with the hazard of your Life ; and happily 
You may ſuſpect the Caule, though in your true Worth 
You will not ſhew, it; therefore take this Teſtimony, 
(And as I hope for Happineſs, a true one,) 28 5 
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And may it ſteel your Heart, and edge your good Sword: 
Te fight for her, as ſpotleſs of theſe Miſchiefs, & 
As Heav'n is of our Sins, or Truth of Errors, 

And ſo deſie that treacherous Man, and proſper. 

. Nor. Bleſſing o“ thy Heart, Lady. 

Val. Give the Signal to em. [Low Alarns, 

Nor. *Tis bravely fought ; Gomera, follow that blow. — 
Well ſtruck again, Boy——look upon the Lady, 
And gather Spirit: brave again-—lye cloſe, . 

Lye cloſe, I ſay— he fights aloft, and ſtrongly 3 
Cloſe for thy life a——0? that fell Buffet: 
Retire and gather Breath; ye ve Day enough, Kuga 
Look lovely on him, Lady; to't again now, - 
Stand, ſtand, Gomera, ſtand— one blow for all now. 
Gather thy ſtrength together; God bleſs th' Woman: 
Why, where's thy noble Heart ? Heav' n bleſs the _ 

All, Oh, oh! 

Fal. Sheri is gone, ſhe is gone. 

Mor. Now ſtrike it. [quer'd-- 
Hold, hold—he yields: hold thy brave Sword, he's con- 

He's chine, Gomera; now be joyful, Lady: 

What could this Thief have done, had's Cauſe been equal? 

He made my Hoart-ſtrings tremble. 

Val. Off with's Cask there; | 
And Executioner, take you his Head next. 

Abdel. Oh curſed Fortune! [Aft 

Gom. Stay, I beſeech ye, Sir, and this one Honour 
Grant me, I have deſerv'd it; that this Villain 
May live one day, to envy at my Juſtice, 

That he may pine and die, before the Sword fall, 
Viewing the Glory I have won her Goodneſs, 

Val. He ſhall, and you the Harveſt of cons Valour 
Shall reap, brave Sir, abundantly. 

'Gom. I've ſav'd her, 

(32) a cg her ſpotleſs Worth ſrom black. mis 
(Her 


(32) As her ſpotleſs Worth from Black Deſtruction,] If by 
Worth the Poets mean her worthy /elf, to ſave that from Deſtruc 
tion, wau'd be only ſaying the ſame thing, with preſerving 
Her Youth, and Sweetneſs, from a timeleſs Ruin, 
Three Lines below. But if by Worth be meant her Fame and Ch 
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(Her white Name to Eternity deliver'd,) 


Her Youth, and Sweetneſs from a timeleſs Ruin. 
Now, Lord Valetia, if this bloody Labour 

ay but deſerve her Favour ——— 

Mir. Stay, hear me firſt. 

Val. Off with his Cask, this is Mirands' 8 Voice. 

Nor. *Tis he indeed, or, elie mine FOR abuſe me, 
What makes he here thus? » + 

Ori. Ah! the young Miranda ? 
Is he mine En'my too ? 5 

Mir. None has deſerv'd her, 
If Worth muſt carry it, and Service ſeek her, 
But he that ſav'd her Honour. 

Gom. That's I, Miranda. 

Mir. No, no, that sI, Gomera, be n't ſo FIRE ae 3 
In bargain for my Love, ye cannot cozen me. 

Gom. I fought it. | 

Mir. And I gave it; whack; is nobler? 


Why every Gentleman would have done as much 


As you did; fought it? that's a poor Deſert, Sir, 
They' — bound to that; but then to make _ Fight | 
ure, 
To do as did, take all Danger frond! it, 
Suffer that Coldneſs, that muſt call me now 
Into Diſgrace for ever, into Pity—— 
Com. I undertook firſt, to preſerve her from Hazard. 
Mir. And I made ſure no Hazard:ſhould come near _ 
Gom. *T was I defy'd Mountferrat. 
Mir. Twas I wrought him, | 
You'd had a dark Day elſe ; 'twas. I defy*d h 
His Conſcience firſt, twas I that ſhook bim there, 
Which is the brave Defiance, _ | 
Gom. My Life and Honour 
At ſtake I laid. 
Mir. My Care, and Truth lay'd by it, 
Leſt that Stake might be loſt ; 1 have deſery'd her, 


racter, I then ſhould think Deftrutian a Corruption, and ow 
poſe reading the Line fo, + f cas 


Frejey d her Kane, Warth from black DetraQion, 
| And 
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And none but I; the Lady might have periſh, | 
Had fell Mountferrat {truck it, from whoſe Malice 
With Cunning and bold Confidence I catch'd it, 
And 'twas high time —and ſuch a Service, Lady, 
For you, and for your Innocence — for who knows 
Not th? all- devouring Sword of fierce Mouniferrat 7. Fr, 
I ſhew'd what I could do, had I been fi pighduf, 1 
Or Maſter but of half the Poiſon he bears, [Madam, 
(Hell take his Heart for't ) and -beſhrew theſe wen 
With all my Heart, I wiſh a Miſchief on mm, 
They made ye once look fad ;' ſuch another Fright + 
I would not put ye in, (33) to own the Iflandz 
Yet pardon me, *twas but to ſhew a Soldier, 
Which, when I'd done, I ended your poor Coward. 
Val. Let ſome look out, for the baſe Knight, Mount- 
errat 
Aud. Lope he's far enough, ifs Man be truſty 1 5 
LA. 
This was a nage Misfortune ; ; it wal not know it. 
Pal. 2 molt deboſhed: Kni ght come down ſweet 
| Siſter, _ | 
- My ſpotleſs Siſter, now pray thank theſe Gentlemen, 
They have deſery*d-both truly, nobly of ye, 
Both excellently, dearly, both all th' e 
All the Reſpect and Favour 
Ori. Both ſhall have it; F 
And as my Life, their Memories I'll nouriſh. 
Val. Yee both true Knights, and both moſt worthy 
Lovers ; 
Here ſtands a Lady ripen'd with your Service, 
Young, fair, and (now I dare ſay) truly honourable : 
*Tis my Will ſhe ſhall marry, marry now, [ſerts 
And one of you; (ſhe cannot take more nobly) your De- 
Begot this Will, and bred it ; both her Beauty | 
Cannot enjoy; date ye make me your Umpire? 
Com. Mir. With all our Souls. 


0 33) Thus the firſt Folio: The Octavo, 
——to owe the Iſland; . 
'Tis no matter which way we read, they are equally good. 


Val. 
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Val. He muſt not, then de angry 
That 1018 lier,” 1 24 © 5 
Com. Oh that were, Sit, unworthy, - Ne aHhÞ 
Mir. A little Sorro he may find. nf 
Val. Tis manly.” 1 0 75 | 227] 
Gomera, you're a brave accompliſh'd Gentleman; * 
A braver no where lives than is Miranda. | 
In the white way of Virtue, and true Valour, 
' Ye've been a Pilgrim long; yet no Man farther 
Has trod thoſe thorny Steps, than you rd Gar 
You're gentle, he is Gentleneſs itſelf; ere 
Calls you her Brother; this her hopeful Heir. 
Nor. The Hung, Man now, an't be my Will. 
Val. Your Hand, Sir; 
"You undertook firſt ; nobly undertook . l 
This Lady's Cauſe; you made it good, hd a bought; it, 
You muſt be ſerv'd firſt, take her and enjoy her, 
I give her to you, kiſs ber; are you pleas' 'd now ? 
Com. My Joy's fo much I cannot _ 
Val. Nay, faireſt.Sir, 
You muſt not be difpleas'd ; you break your Promiſe. 
Mir. I never griev'd at 800d, nor dare I now, Sir, 
Though ſomething ſeem ſtrange to me. 
Val. I've provided 
A bitter Match for you, more full of Beauty; ; 
I'll wed ye to our Order: There's a Miſtreſs, = © 
Whoſe Beauty ne'er decays, Time: ſtands below ſer, 
Whoſe Honour, Ermm-like, can never fuffer - ++ 7 
Spot, or black Soil, and whoſe eternal Iflue U 
Fame brings up at her Breaſts, and leaves” em fainted, 
Her you ſhall marry. * 
Mir. I moſt humbly thank ye. 
Val. Saint Thomas“ Fort, a Charge of no ſmall Valus, 
I give you too, in preſent, to keep walking 
Your noble Spirits; and to breed ye pious, 
Fil ſend ye a-Probation Robe, wear that 
Til ye ſhall pleaſe to be our Brother—how now ? 


| Enter Aſtorius. 
Ao. Mountferrat's fled, Sir. 


= 
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Val. Let him goa while 

Till we have done theſe Rites, and ſeen theſe coupled: 
His Miſchief now lyes open: Come all, Friends now, 
And ſo let's march to th' Temple, found thoſe | e 
That were the Signal to a Day of Blood, 


Evil beginning Hours may end in good. "Tar? 2 
Nor. Come, we'll have Wenches, Man, and all brave : 
| things; | 


Let her go, we'll want no Miftreſſes, 

Good Swords, and good ſtrong Armours. 
Mir. Thoſe are beſt, Capfain. | 
Nor. And fight ill Queens be in Love with us, and 5 


+2 run after us, 
'T'll fee ye at the Fort within theſe two Days, 
And let's be merry prithee. 
Mir. By that time I ſhall. 4 
Nor. CEP that's well faid ; I like a _— Heart truly, 
e 


PR . 


e ” hed 
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Enter Norandine and Servant, Corporal and Soldier, 
. above. 


we” HE Day's not yet broke, Sir, 
Nor. Tis th' cooler riding, 
I muſt go ſee Miranda; bring my Horſe 
Round to the South Port: I'll out here at th? Beach, 
And meet ye at the end o' th' Sycamores: 
"Tis a ſweet Walk, ,and if the Wind be ſtirring: 
Serves like a Fan to cool. 
_ Ser. Which walk? 
Nor. Why that, Sir, 
Where the fine City Dames meet to make Matches. 
Ser. 1 ROOM 2 it. N * [ Exit. 


Coral and Watch above, ſinging. 
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| 8. % % % N . G 
TT Soldiers, ft and Ang: the Kownd:s clear, 
, And Cock-a-loodle-love tells us.the Day is near. 
E ach toſs his Cann, until his Throat be mellow, 
Drink, laugh, and feng, the Soldier has no Fellow. 


e 2. To thee a full Pot, my ws bil Lance-preſado, 
| And when thou?ſt done, a Pipe of Trinidado. : 
Our Glaſs of Life runs Wine, the Vintner links it, 
Whilſt with his Wife the frolict Soldier drinks it. 
3. The Drums beat, Enfigns wave, and Cannons thump it 
] Our Game is Rufte, and the beſt Heart doth trump. 15 1 
Each toſs bis Cann, until his Throat be mellozy, 
Drink, laugh, and ſing, the Soldier has no Fellow. 
4. il pledge thee my Corporal, were it a, agony 
After Watch fiercer, than George did the Dragon 8 
. What Blood we loſe # th? Town, we gain i th' Tung, 
. Furred Gowns, and flat Caps, 54 the Wall to Guns. 
Each toſs bis Cann, until bis Throat Ie mellow, . 
7 Drink, laugh, and ſing, the Soldier bas no * 2 
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Nor. Speed ye then; what Mirth is "this E 
The Watches are not yet diſcharg'd, I take it; | 
Theſe are brave careleſs Rogues; I'll hear the Song out 
And then I'll fit ye for't, merry Companions : + 
Here's notable Order, now for a Trick to tame Fry 
Owgh, owgh, 

1 Watch, Hark, hark, what s that belojy us, hs o bee 

Me?, | | 

Nor. Owgh, owgh, owgh. . 

2 Watch, Tis a Bear broke looſe; pg call the cone 

i Watch. The Dutchman's huge fat Sow. 2 Watch, I 


2 


ſee her now, 3 
And five fine Pigs. Nor. Owgh, owgh. 
it, e Ee Corporal. 
g. Cor. Now what's the Matter? 


1 Watch. Here's the great fat Sow, Corporal, nt 
G The Dutchman's Sow, and all the Pigs, brave fat Pigs; 
| You have been wiſhing * ſhe would break looſe. | 
5 Nor, 


Ner. Owgh, . 0 


Cor. *Tis the indeed, there's awhite Pig now ſucking? 


Look, look, d*you fee it, Sirs? 

1 Watch, Yes, very well, Sir.” 

Cor. A notable fat whoreſon ; come two of ye, 
' Go down with me, we'll have a tickling Breaktaſ, 

2 Watch. Let's eat em at the Croſs, _ 

Cor. There's the beſt Liquor. wad 

Nor. Vil liquour ſome of ye, ye lazy Rogues, * 
Your Minds are of nothing but eating and willing : 
What a ſweet Beaſt they” ve made of me? A Sow ? 
Hog upon Hog, I hear em come. 8 


Euter Corporal below, _ Match. 


Cor. Go 0 bft and fal upon *em oy: nimbly. 

1 Watth, Bleſs me. 

Cor. Why, what's the Matter? n 

Fei nee ne 
The Devil, as high as a Steeple,” © 

2 Watch, There he goes, Corporal, 

His Feet are cloven too, Cor. Stand, ſtand, I ſay: : 
Death, how I ſhake? Where be your Muckets? * 
1 Watch. There's no good of „ 

W here be our Prayers, Man? 
2 Watch. Lord, how he ftalks : ſpeak to lift on Corpord, 
Cor. Why, what a Devil art chou. | 


— 


> 


Mr. Owgh, owgh. &G _ Agvo „0. 


Cor. A dumb Devil, | 
The worſt Devil that could come, a. ah Devil. 
Give me a Musket; he'gathers in to me, 
I' th* Name of —ſpeak, what art thou? — ſpeak Devil, 
Or PI] put a Plumb in your Belly. - 
Nor. Owgh, owgh, owgh. 
Cor. Fie, ſie, in what a Sweat am 11 Lord ble me, 
My Musket's gone too, I am not able to ſtir it. 
Nor. W ho goes there ? Stand, ſpeak. 
Cor. Sure II am inchanted. 
Yet here's my Halbert ftill ; nay, who goes has? Sir? 
Whit, have 1 loft my ſelf ? What are ye! ? 
Nor. * Guard. 


Cor. 
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Cor. Why, what are we then? he's not half ſo long now, 
4 Nor Was no Tail at all; I ſhake ſtill damnably. 
Nor. The Word. ns 
Cor. Have Mercy on me, what Word does he mean ? | 
I prithee Devil, if thou beſt the Devil, do not | 1 
Make an Aſs of me, for I remember yet i i 
As well as Tam here, I am the S W 1 
I'll ay my Life on't, Devil. N . A 
Nor. Thou art damn'd. 2 r 1 
Cor. That's all one; but am not 149 Gerben ul ? 1 
I'd give a thouſand Pound to be refoly'd now. J 
Had J Soldiers here? | | | 1 
Nor. No, not a Man, A 1 
Thou art deboſh'd, and cozen de. 1 
Cor. That may be, | ” 
It may be I am drunk; Lord, where We! bier ? 
Is not this my Halbert in my Hand? 
Nor, No, tis a May- pole. 45 8 
= Why then 1 know not who I am, nor - whar, 1 
whence I come. x | 
Nor. Ye are an arrant Raſcal ; 8 
You Corporal of a Watch? Cor. "Tis the Dan's Vols; * 1 
6 You are no Devil then. Nor. No, nor no Sow, — 
Cor. Of that I am right glad, Sir, I was ne er 
I; So frighted in my Life, as I am a Soldrer. e 
Mor. Tall Watchmen, Aus „„ 
A Guard for a Gooſe, you ſing away your Couric, 
A careful Company; let me out of th? 8 here, 
I was a little merry with your Worſhi 
And keep your Guards ſtrong, thoꝰ the Devil walk, | 
Hold, there's to bring y' into your Wits again. | 
Go off no more to hunt Pigs 3 ſuch another Trick, | 
And you will hunt the Gallows. 
: Cor, Pray Sir, pardon us: 
And let the Devil come next, PU make him ſtand 
Or make him ſtink. 
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Nor. Do, do your Duty truly. | 


— — 


(34) Come let me out, and come away; no more Rage, 
. 271 en. 
20 ien r ern per + 5 val — 

8 "0 E. N e 3 0B! 25; 
Enter Abdella with 4 Letter, and Rocca. 
Ad. Write thus to me? h'ath fearfully and baſely 
Betray'd his on Cauſe; yet to free himſelf, 
He now aſcribes the Fault to me. | 
Rock, I know not EF 


W hat he hath done; but what he now deſires, 


His Letters have inform'd you. 
Abd. Yes, he is . 
Too well acquainted with the Power he holds 


. Over my mad Aﬀections : I want time 


But I'll untie this 


To write; but pray you tell him, if I were 
No better ſtcel'd in my ſtrong Reſolutions, - _ 
Than he hath ſhown himſelf in his; or thought 
There was a Hell hereafter, or a Heav'n 9 
But in enjoying him, I ſhould ſtick here, 
And move no further; bid him yet take Comfort; 
(35) For ſomething I will do, the Devil would quake at, 
Nuptial Knot of Love, | 
And make way for his Wiſhes; in the mean time 
(34) Come let me out, and come away; no more Rage. 
TT 
nter Abdella with a Letter and Rocca. 
Abdella rite thus to me ?] If this latter part of the Line belong 
to Norandine, tis ftrangely odd; for why muſt he ſay no more Rage? 
This implies, that the Corporal and the Guard had been in one before, 


which the Reader knows is ſo far from true, that they were frighted 


with the mimic Grunt of a Hog, and took it for the Devil; but ſup- 

ſing Abdella had been ſtorming at Mountferrat's Letter, ſome time 
before Rocca's and her coming upon the Stage, theſe molliſying words 
of his to her will be exceedingly in Character, and highly proper to 
introduce the angry Speech of Al deu. 

(35) For ſomething I would do, ] Would, which confounds the 
Senſe, I have changed for ac, upon the Authority of the 1647 
Edition. | 
— Let 


long 
ape ? 
erores 
zhted 
| ſup- 
time 
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Let 


The Knight of Malta. 
Let him lye cloſe, for he is ſtrictly ſought for, 
And practice to love her, that for his Ends 
Scorns Fear and Danger. | 


Enter Oriana and Velleda. 


Roc. All this I will tell him. [ Exit Rocca, 
Abd. Do ſo; farewel, My Lady, with my Fellow, 
So earneſt in Diſcourſe ! What - e'er it be, RED 
PII ſecond it. ap 
Yel. He's ſuch a noble Husband, 
In every Circumſtance ſo truly loving, MINE 
That I might fay, and without Flatt'ry, Madam, 


339 


The Sun ſees not a Lady but yourſelf 


That can deſerve him. 
Abd. Of all Men I ſay 


That dare (for *tis a 1 Adventure) 


Wear on their free Necks the ſweet Yoak of Woman, 


(For they that do repine, are no true Husbands) 
Give me a Soldier, e 

Ori. Why, are they more loving 
Than other Men? 

Abd. And love too with more judgment; 2 
For, but obſerve, your Courtier is more curious 
To ſet himfelf forth richly, than his Lad: 
His Baths, Perfumes, nay Paintings too, more coſtly, 
Than his Frugality will allow to her; | 
His Cloaths as chargeable, and grant him but 
A thing without a Beard, and he may pals _ 

At all times for a Woman, and with fome 

Have better Welcome : Now, your Man of Lands 
For the moſt part is careful ro manure them 
But leaves his Lady fallow ; your great Merchant 
Breaks oftner for the Debt he owes his Wife, 

Than with his Creditors, and that's the Reaſon _ 
She looks elſewhere for Payment: Now your Soldier — 
Vel. Ay marry, do him right. n 

Abd. Firſt, who has one, 4 8 | OY 
Has a Perpetual Guard upon her Honour; 

For while he wears a Sword, Slander herſelf 


Dares not bark at it; next, ſhe fits at home 


T-2 | Like 
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Like a great Queen, and ſends him forth to fetch in 
Her Tribute from all parts; which being brought home, 

He lays it at her Feet, and ſeeks no father 
For his Reward, than what ſhe may give freely, 
And with delight too, from her own Exchequer, 
Which he finds ever open. 
Ori. Be more modeſt. 


Abd. Why, we may ſpeak of that we're glad to taſte 1 
Among our ſelves I mean, 


Ori. Thou talk*ſt of nothing. 

Abd. _ nothing, Madam ? You have found it ſome- 
Or with the — * up this pretty Mount here, 
My Lord hath dealt wich Sprites. 


Enter Gomera. 


Ori. Two long hours abſent ? 

Gom. Thy Pardon, Sweet: I have been looking on 
The Prize that was brought in by the brave Dane, 

The valiant Norandine, and have brought ſomething, 
That may be thou wilt like of; but one kiſs, 
And then poſſeſs my Purchaſe ; There's a piece 
Of Cloth of Tiſſue, this of purple Velvet, 

And as they ſwear, of the right Brian dye, 

Which others here but weakly counterfeit : 

If they are worth thy uſe, wear them; if not, 
Beſtow them on thy W omen. 

Aid. Here's the Husband. 

Gom. While there is any trading on the Sea, 

Thou ſhalt want nothing; tis a Soldier's glory, 
However he neglect himſelf, to keep 
His Miſtreſs in full Luſtre. 

Ori. You'exceed, Sir. 

Com. Yet there was one part of the Prize diſposd of 
Before I came, which I grieve that I miſs'd of, 
Being almoſt aſſured, it would have been 
A welcome Preſent. 

Ori. Pray you ſay, what was it? 
Gom. A Turkiſh Captive of incomparable EET 


And without n in her Country noble; 
Which, 
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e, Which, as Companion to thy faithful Moor, A 
would have giv'n thee for thy Slave. Ori. But was ſne 
Of ſuch an exquiſite form? Gom, Moſt Exquiſite. 
Ori. And well deſcended ? | | 
Gom. So the Habit promis'd, 
In which ſhe was ta'en. | 


f, Ori. Of what Tears? 
Gom. Tis ſaid * 
A Virgin of fourteen, 
e- Ori. I pity her, 


And wiſh ſhe were mine, that I might ha“ th' means 
Teentertain her gently. TE 20 
Gom, She is now Miranda's, 
And I've heard, made it her ſuit to be fo. 
Ori. Miranda's? then her Fate deſerves not Pity, 
But Envy rather, 5 * 
Gom, Envy, Oriana ? | 
Ori, Yes, and their Envy that live free. 
Gom, How's this ? | BENS! 
Ori. Why, ſhe's fall'n into the hands of one, 
So full of that, which in Men we ſtile Goodneſs, 
That in her being his Slave, ſhe's happier far | 
Than if the were confirm'd the Sultan's Miſtreſs. 
Com. Miranda is indeed a Gentleman 
Of fair deſert, and better hopes, but yet 
He hath his Equals. - ; 75 | 
Ori, Where? I would go far, 24 
As I am now, though much unfit for Travels, 
But to ſee one that without inju EO 
Might be put in the Scale, or parallelPd, - -. 
| In any thing that's Noble, with Miranda; 
His Knowledge in all. Services of War 
of And ready Courage to put into act 
That knowing Judgment, as you are a Soldier 
Lou beſt may ſpeak of. Nor can you deliver, 
Nor I hear with delight, a better ſubject. 
And Heav'n did well, in ſuch a lovely Feature 
To place fo chaſte a Mind; for he is of 
So ſweet a Carriage, ſuch a winning Nature, 
ich, And ſuch a bold, yet well-diſpos'd Behaviour; 
| e g And 
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And to all theſe, h'as ſuch a charming Tongue, 


That if he would ſerve under Love's freſh colours, 
What monumental Trophies might he raiſe, 


Of his free Conqueſts, made in Ladies favours ? 


Gom. Yet did not you reſiſt him, when he was 
An earneſt Suitor to you. 5 

Ori. Yes I did; 
And if I were again ſought to, I ſhould. \ 
But muſt aſcribe it rather to the Fate 
That did appoint me yours, than any Power 
Which I can call mine own. 

Gom, Fen ſo? 

Abd. Thanks, Fortune, 


The Plot I'd, to raiſe in him Doubts 1 her, 
Thou haſt effected. 


Ori. I could tell you too, 
W hat cauſe I have to love him, with what reaſon. 


In thankfulneſs, he may expect from me | 45 
All due obſervahce; but I paſs that, as OLD AP 


A benefit, for which, in my behalf, 


You are his Debtor. 
Aba, I perceive it takes, 
By his chang'd looks. 
Ori. He is not in the City, 
Is he, my Lord ? 
Gom. Who, Lady? 
Ori. Why Miranda, 
Having you here, can there be any elſe 
Worth my enquiry ? 


Gom. This is ſomewhat more | | 22 


Than Love to Virtue. 


Ori. Faith when he comes hither, 


(As ſometimes, without queſtion, you ſhall meet him,) 
Invite him home. 


Gom, To what end? 
Ori. To Dine with us, 
Or Sup. ; 
Com. And then to take a hard Bed with you 3 
Mean you not ſo? * 
955 If you could win Aim to it, 
„T would 


1 
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'Twould be the better; for his Entertainment, 
Leave that to me, he ſhall find noble Viage, doh, 
And from me a free welcome. SH 
Gom. Have, you never 5 
Heard of a Roman Lady, Oriana, 
Remembred as a Precedent for Matrons ; 
(Chaſt ones, I pray, you underſtand) whoſe Hutband, 
Tax'd for his ſow'r Breath by his Enemy,, 
Condemn'd his Wife, for not ahne him 
With his Infirmity? | 
Ori. * Tis a common one; 
Her Anſwer was, having kiss d none but Tn, 
She thought it was a general Diſeaſe 
All Men were ſubject to; but what infer you 
From that, my Lord ? | 
Com. Why, that this virtuous Lady | 
Had all her Thoughts ſo fix'd upon her Lord, 
That ſhe could find no ſpare time to ſing Praiſes 
Of any other; nor would ſhe imploy | 
Her Husband (though perhaps in debt to years 
As far as I am) for an en 


| To bring home younger Men that might delight her 


With their Diſcourſe, or 
Ori. What, my Lord? 1 
Gom. Their Perſons, | 2 
Or it I ſhould ſpeak plainer Wt, 
Ori. No it needs not, 
You've faid enough to make my Innocence know 
It is ſuſpected. 
Com. You betray yourſelf 
To more than a ſuſpicion ; could you elſe, 
To me that live in nothing but love to you, 
Make ſuch a groſs diſcoy'ry, that your Laſt » 
Had fold that Heart, I thought mine, to Miranda Je 
Or riſe to ſuch a height in Impudence, 
As to preſume to work my yielding weakneſs 
To play for your bad ends, to my 1 
The Wittal, or the Pander? 8 
Ori. Do 1 not ſtudy - 
To print more Wounds, (for chat were re Tyranny) 
Y 4 Upon 
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Upon a Heart that is pierc'd through already. owt: 

Com. Thy Heart? thou haſt piere d throꝰ mine Ho- 

nour, falſe one, 
The Honour of my Houſe; Fool that I was, 
To give it up to the e truſt 
Of wicked Woman: For thy ſake, vile Creature, 
(36) For all I have done well in, in my Life, 
Pe dig'd a Grave, all buried in a Wife; 
For thee I have defy*d my conſtant Miſtreſs, 
That never fail'd her Servant, glorious War; 
For thee refus'd the Fellowſhip: of an Order 
Which Princes, through all dangers, have been proud 
To fetch as far as from Feruſalem : 
And am I thus rewarded ? 

Vel. By all Goodneſs 
You wrong my Lady, and deſerve her not; 

When you are at your beſt: Repent your Raſhnels, 
Twill ſhow well in you. 
Abd. Do, and ask her Pardon. 

Ori. No, I have liv'd too long, to have my Faith, 
My try'd Faith, call'd in queſtion, and by him 
That ſhould: know true Affection is too tender 
To ſufter an unkind touch, without ruin; 

Study Ingratitude, all, from my Example ; 

For to be thankful now, is to be falſe. 

But be't ſo, let me dye, I ſee you wiſh it; 

Yet dead for truth, and pities fake, report 

What Weapon you made choice of, when you kill'd me. 

Vel. She faints. 

Abd, What have ye done? 

Ori, My laſt Breath cannot 
Be beitgr ſpent, than to ſay I forgive you ; 

Nor is my Death untimely, ſince with me 

I take along what might have been hereafter 

In ſcorn delivered for the doubtful Iflue 

Of a ſuſpected Mother. e [ She Jane: 
Viel. Oh, ſhe's gone. 8 


36) For all I have dine <well, in my Life,] The deficient Meaſure 
o i Yeu 1 285 filled up from the Copy of the earlieſt ** 4 
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Ad. For ever gone. Are you a Man? 
Com. I grow here. T 
Abd. 5 15 her Mouth, and Fer this Cordial in it; 
If any ſpark of Life be unquench'd in her, | : 
This will recover her. HERE: 
Jil, Ii All i we ©: no 3... 
She's ſtiff already: Live I, and ſhe dead? 
Com. How like a Murtherer I ſtand ? look up, 
And hear me curſe my ſelf, or but behold 
The Vengeanee I will take for't, Oriana, 
And then in peace forſake me: Jealouſie, 
Thou loathſome Vomit of the Fiends below, 
What deſp*rate hunger made me to receive thee 
Into my Heart, and Soul? PII Jet thee forth, | 
And fo in Death find eaſe; and does my fault then 
Deſerve no greater Puniſhment ? No, I'll live 
To keep thee for a Fury to torment me, 
And make me know what Hell is on the Earth: 
All Joys and Hopes forſake me; all Men's Malice, 
And all the Plagues they can inflict, I wiſh it, 
Fall thick upon me: let my Tears be Jaught at, 
And may mine En*mies ſmile to hear me groan; . 
And dead, may I be pitied of none. I Exeunt. 


S EN 


Enter Colonna and Lucinda. 


Luc. Pray you, Sir, why was th* Ordnance o' the Fort 
Diſcharg'd ſo ſuddenly ? 
Col. Twas the Governor's pleaſure, 
In honour of the Dane, a Cuſtom us'd, 
To ſpeak a Soldier's welcome, | 
Luc, "Tis a fit one : | 
But is my Maſter here too ? 
Col. Three days ſince. . | | | 
Luc. Might I demand without offence ſo much, 
Ist Pride in him (however now a Slave) + 
That I am not admitted to his Preſence ? * 
Col. His courteſie to you, and to Mankind, 
May eaſily reſolve you, he is free 


346 The Knight of Malta. 
From that poor Vice which only ener n 
Eſteem a Virtue. 
Luc. What's the Reaſon then, 
As you imagine, Sir? __ 
(37) Col. Why I will tell you; x 555 
Lou are a Woman of a tempting bear, N PR 
And he, however yirtuous is a Man, Tis 1H 
Subject to human frailties; and how fa 
They may prevail upon him, ſhould he ſee you, 
He is not ignorant; and therefore chuſes Y 
Woh care t'avoid the cauſe that may produce. 
Some ſtrange effect, which will not well keep rank 
With the rare Temperance WO is ame | 


I his life hitherto | 


Luc. This mach increaſes 
My ſtrong Deſire to ſee him. 
Col It ſhould rather | 
Teach you to thank the Prophet that you an neigh 
That you are ſuch a Man's, who though he may 
Do any thing which Youth and heat of Blood 
Invites him to, yet dares not give way to them : 
Your Entertainment's noble, and not like 
Your preſent Fortune ; and if all thoſe Tears 
hich made Grief lovely i in you, i' th' relation 
Of the ſad Story that forc'd me to weep too, 
Jour Husband's hard Fate, were not counterfeit ; 
You ſhould rejoice that you have means to pay 
A chaſt Life to his Memory, and bring to him 
Thoſe ſweets, which while he liv'd, he could not taſte of; 
But if you wantonly beſtow them on | 
Another Man, you offer violence 
To him, though dead; and his griev'd Sprite will my 
For your immodeſt Looſeneſs. | 
Luc. Why, I hope, Sir, 
My willingneſs to look on him, to whom 
I owe my Life and Service, is no proof 
Of any unchaſt purpoſe, 
Col. So I wiſh too, 


(37) Col. Why I will ell you ;] Wet are again bebolden here to the 
Folio of 1647. The other Books write, 


Why T tell you, And 


he 
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And in the Confidence it is not, Lady, 
] dare the better tell you he will ſee you 
This Night, in which by him I am commanded, 
To bring you to his Chamber, (38) to what end 
] eaſily ſhould gueſs, was I Lucinda; 
And therefore, though I can yield little reaſon, 
(But in a general love to Womens goodneſs) - 
Why I ſhould be fo tender of your Honour, 


I willingly would beſtow ſome Counſel of you, 
And would you follow it? | 


Luc. Let me firſt hear it, 
And then I can reſolve you. 
Col, My Advice then ; 
Is, that you would not, (as moſt Ladies uſe 
When they prepare themſelves for ſuch Encounters) 


Study to add, by artificial Dreſſings, 


To native Excellence; yours, without help, 


But ſeen as it is now, would make a Hermit 


Leave his Death's Head, and change his after hopes 

Of endleſs Comforts, for a few ſhort Minutes 

Of preſent Pleaſures; to prevent which, Lady, 

Practice to take away from your Perfections, 

And to preſerve your Chaſtity unſtain'd ; 

The moſt deform'd Shape that you can put on, 

To cloud your Body's fair Gifts, or your Mind's, 

(It being laboured to ſo chaſt an end) | 

Will prove the faireſt Ornament. 
Luc. To take from dt 

The Work manſhip of Heav'n is an Offence 

As great as to endeavour to add to it; 

Of which, I'll not be guilty: Chaſtity 

That lodges in Deformity, appears rather | 

A Mulct 1mpos'd by Nature, than a Bleſſing; ; 
(38) | 1 hat end * 

J eafily fopould gueſs, were 1 Miranda: ] Before we condemn 
this Miranda, let us put the Senſe of this Paſſage into plain Frofe. 
You are intended to be brought into Miranda's Chamber this Night, 
ſays Colonna to Lucinda, and if I was Miranda, | cou'd eafily gueis ior 


what end, &c. i. e. if I ſent for you, I cou'd ſurely tell why I ſent 


for you. Is not this mighty elegant? I doubt nt but my reader ſces 
where the Fault lies, and has made the Correction for me, 


J eafily ſhould gueſs, was I Lucinda. 


Anc”; 
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And's commendable only when it conquers, 
Though ne'er fo oft aſſaulted, in reſiſtance: 
For me, I'll therefore fo diſpoſe my ſelf, 
That if I hold out, it ſhall be with Honour; 
Or if I yield, Miranda ſhall find ſomething 4 
To make him love his Vict'ry. | (Exit, 
Col. With what cunning 
This Woman argues for her own Damnation? 
Nor ſhould I hold it for a Miracle, 
Since they are all born Sopbiſters to maintain 
That Luft is lawful, and the end and uſe 
Of their Creation; would I never had 
Hop'd better of her, or could not believe; 9 _ 
Though ſeen the Ruin, I muſt ever grieve. [Exit 


N . 


Enter Miranda, Norandine, Servants with Ligbis. 


Mir. I'll ſee you in your Chamber. 
Nor. Pray ye no farther: 
It is a Ceremony I expect not, 
I am no Stranger here, I know my Lodging, 
And have ſlept ſoundly there, when the Turks Cannon 
Play'd thick upon it: O *twas Royal Muſick, 
And to procure a found Sleep for a Soldier, _ 
(39) Worth forty of your Fiddles. As you loye meg. 
Preſs . it no farther, 
Mir. You will overcome. 
Wait on him carefully, 
Nor. I've took, ſince Supper, 
A Rouſe or two too much, and by ——— 
It warms my Blood. | 

Mir. You'll ſleep the better for't. 

Nor. On't, I ſhould, had but I a kind Wench . 
To pull my Boot-hoſe off, and warm my Night-Cap, 
There's no Charm like't: I love old Adam's way; 
Give me a diligent Eve, to wait towards bed time, 


1 


(39) Worth forty of our Fiddlen.— ] ] have given what I take 
to be the true Reading from 1 oldeſt Folio. | 


Hang 
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Hang up your ſmooth Chin Page ; and now I think on't, 
Where is your Turkiſh Pris'ner? 
Mir. In the Caſtle, = 
But yet I never ſaw her. 
Mor. Fie upon you: 
See her for Shame; or hark ye, if you would 
Perform the Friend's part to me, the Friend's part, 
It being a Faſhion of the laſt Edition, 
From Panderiſm far, now ſend her to me—— 
(40) You look ſtrange on*r, no Entertainment's perfect 
Without it on my Word, no Livery like it:; 
I'll tell her he looks for it as duly 
As for his Fee.— There 8 no Suit got without it, 
Gold is an Aſs to't. 
Mir. Go to bed, to bed. 
Nor. Well, if ſhe come, I doubt not to convert her ; 
If not, the Sin Y on your Head. Good night. 
[Exit N or. and Servants. 


Enter Colonna and Lucinda. 


Col. There you ſhall find him, Lady; you know what 
Pve ſaid, 

And if you pleaſe you may make uſe. 
Luc. No doubt, Sir. TT, WE 
Col. From hence I ſhall hear all. He retires. 
Mir. Come hither young 0ne——— _ 
| Beſhrew my Heart, a handſome Wench; come nearer, — 
A very handſome one; do not you grieve, Sweet, 
You are a Priſoner ? 

Luc. The loſs of Liberty, | 
No doubt, Sir, is a heavy and ſharp Burden 


(49) Nor. You look flrange on't, no Entertainment's perfedt 
Without it on my Ward, no Livery like it; 


The Paſſage 
Tl tell hey he looks for it it as duly 
As for his Fee —- — 


which J have recovered from the Folio of the Adel date is not to 
be found in the ſucceeding Editions; but I muſt conſeſs I don't un- 
derſtand the latter part, of the Speech any more than I know reaſon 
why the Editors of the Copies of ee and 1711, "I proper to 


drop it. 
To 
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To them that feel it truly: But your Servant, 
Your humble Handmaid, never felt that Rigour, 
Thanks to that noble Will; ; no Want, no Hunger 
(Companions ſtill to Slaves) no Violence, 
Nor any unbeſeeming Act, we ſtart at, 
Have 1 yet met with; all Content and Goodneſs, 
Civility, and ed of Behaviour 
Dwell round about me; therefore, worthy Maſter, 
I cannot ſay I grieve my Liberty. 
Mir. Do not you fancy me too cold a Soldier, 
Too obſtinate an Enemy to Youth, | 
That had fo fair a Jewel in my Cabinet, 
And in ſo long a time would ne'er look on it? 
Col. What can ſhe ſay now? 
Luc. Sir I deſir'd to ſee ye, 
And with a longing Wiſi 
Col. There's all her Virtue. | 
Tuc. Purſu'd that full Deſire to give ye Thanks, Sir, 
The only Sacrifice I've left, and Service, 
For all the virtuous Care you've 152 me ſafe with. 
Col. She holds well yet. 
Mir. The pretty Fool ſpeaks finely: 
Come, ſit down here. 
Luc. O Sir, 'tis moſt unſeemly. 
Mir. Tl have it fo; fit cloſe, now tell me truly, 
Did you &er love yer? 
Luc. (41) My Years will anſwer that, Sir. 
Mir. And did you then love truly ? 
Luc. So I thought, Sir. 
Mir. Can ye love me lo? 
Col. Now! 
Luc. With all my Duty; 


(41) My Years will anfaver that, Sir.] But what will her Years an 
ſwer ? Is it a Conſequence, that becauſe the is young, therefore ſhe muſt 
have been in Love? The Alteration of a Letter, which 1 is but a ſmall 
Change, will ſeemingly ſet all right: 


? My Tears will anſwer that. 
5. e. Her Tears for the Loſs of her Husband, which 'cis natural to 
ſuppoſe ſhe might burſt into, upon Miranda's Queſtion, 

Did you e' er love yet? 
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I were unworthy of thoſe Favours elſe; -.. 


You daily ſhower on me. 
Mir. What think'ſt thou of me? 97 
Luc. I think ye are a truly worthy Gentleman, 

A Pattern, and a Pride to th* Age ye live in, 

Sweet as the Commendations all Men give ye. {Man 
Mir. A pretty flatt'ring Rogue, dare ye. kiſs that ſweet 


Ye ſpeak fo tweetly of? Cine. 


Col. Farewel Virtue; : [more. 


Mir. What haſt thou ant between thy Lips! ? kiſs once 


Sure thou haſt a Spell there. 
Luc. More than e'er I knew, Sir. | . 
Col. All Hopes go now. hear me, 
Mir. I muſt tell ybu a thing in your Ear, and you muſt 
And hear me willingly, and grant me ſo too, 
Twill not be worth my asking elſe. | 
Luc. It mutt be 
A very hard thing, Sir, and from my Power, 
I ſhall deny your Goodneſs. 
Mir. *Tis a good Wench; I muſt lye wich ye, - 
Luc. *Tis ſomething ſtrange: , | 
For yet in all my Life I knew no Bedfellow. | 
Mir. You'll quickly find that edge, 
Luc. To what end, Sir?̃' / 


Mir. Art thou ſo innocent, thou — not gueſs at it? 


Did thy Dreams ne'er direct thee ? | 
Lac. Faith none yet, Sir. Cure; 
Mir. PII tell thee then; I'd meet thy. Youth, and Plea- 


Give thee my Youth for that; by Heav'n ſhe fires me; 


And teach thy fair white Arms, like wanton Ivies, 


| A thouſand new Embraces. 


Luc, Is that all, Sir? 


And ſay I ſhould try, may not we lye quietly ? 


Upon my Conſcience 1 could. | 
Mir, That's as we make it. Ithen? 


Luc. Grant that, that likes ye beſt, what would ye do 


Mir. What would I do? certainly I'm no Baby, 
Nor brought up for a Nun; hark in thine Ear. 

Luc. Fie, fie, Sir. 

Mir, I would get a brave Boy on thee, | 
A warlike * Lic. 
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352 De Knight of Malta. 


Luc. Sure we ſhall get 4ll Chriſtians. 1 

Mir. We'll mend 'em in the breeding then, 

Luc. Sweet Maſter. x 

Col. Never belief in Woman comè near me mare. 

Luc. My beſt and nobleſt Sir, if a poor Virgin, 
(For yet by I'm fo) ſhould: chance fo fon 


(42) (Seeing your Excellence, and able Sweetneſs) 
To forget herſelf, and ſlip into your Boſome, Nerd! 
Or to your Bed, out of a doating on y 

Take / 


the beſt way ; have you that cruel Hear, 
That murd' ring Mind to: 11 
Mir. Ves, by my troth, e have | 1 


To ly e with her. 


Luc. And do you think ir well FA 3 iT: Wench, 
Mir. That's as ſhe'Il think when*tis done; come to bed, 
For thou'rt ſo pretty, and ſo witty a Companion, 
We muſt not part to Night. Luc. Faith let me go, 
Sir, and think better hy Mir. I'taith chou ye not; 
I warrant thee I'll think on't, 
Luc. I've heard em ſay here, 
You are a Maid too- Romo af: 
Mir. I am ſure I am, Wench, | nt 1 
If that will pleaſe thee, Bil 1:40) 
W I have ſeen a Wonder. - , | 
And would you loſe that, for-a little wanne, 
(ane my ſweet Maſter, like a Man, now) 
or a few hony'd Kiſſes, flight Embraces, | 
That Glory * your Youth ? that Crown of Sweetneſs 
Can ye deliver? That unvalued Treaſure 


Would ye forſake, to ſeek your own Diſhonour, - 


W hat gone, no Age recovers, nor e 
To a poor Stranger? 

Col. Hold there again, thou'rt perfect. 

Luc. I know you do but try me. 

Mir. And. I know A 
PN oy * a great deal makes prithee to bed: 


(48) (ein your an * able ga 1. * not any 
clear Idea of able Saveetneſi, perhaps we ſhou'd read amiable, "tis trut 


the Meaſure reclaims againſt, tho" the Senſe eaſe to demand i it. But 


the Reader is left to his choice, 4 


1122 Mit} 


any 
true 
But 


1 


The Knight of Malta. „ 
I love thee, and 10 well——Comie kiſs me once more; 
Is a Maiden- head ill beftow'd o- me? | 


Tue. Whar's this, Sir? [als bold of bis Croſs; 


Mir. Why, we the Badge, Sweet, of that holy Order. _— 
I ſhortly muſt receive, the Croſs * 11 3 | = 

Luc. What Virtue has it? er 107 Ä i 

53 All that we call virwous. | u ein Bak vill 

Hecht gave all, to five 8. ache KE Jad. 
"Why chen tis holy too? on E n 

Mir. True Sign of Holineſs, 12430 901 
The Badge-of all his: Soldiers ue — bien N 

Lux. The Badge of all his Soldiers that a him! 

Can't ſave in 5 | | 

Lac. In Troubles, 8 

Mir. Lou lay true, Sweet. 5 

Luc. In Sickneſs, reſtore Health ? 

Mir. All this it can do. 

Luc. Preſerve from Evils that afflict « our Frailties? 

Mir. I hope ſhe will be Chriſtian; all theſe truly. 

Luc. Why are you ſick then, ſick to Death with Luft? > 
In danger to be loſt? No holy Thought, 

In all that Heart? nothing but wandring Frailties 
Wild as the Wind, and blind as Death or eee 
Inhabit there. | 

Mir. Forgive me- Hava, ſhe fays true: [nei fl 

Luc. Dare ye'profeſs that badge, — — | 

Col. Thou haſt redeem'd-thy ſelf again, moſt rarely. 

Luc. That Holineſs and Truth ye make me wonder at? 
Blaſt all the Bounty Heav'n gives ? _ rr 

Col. O excellent Woman. 

Luc. Fling it from ye quickly, 
If ye be thus. reſolv'd ;. 1 fee ee a Virtue Went 
Appear in't like a Sword, both Edges flaming, - '/ \ 
That will conſume ye, and your Thoughts, to Abe +5 
Let them prafeſs it that are pure, and noble, 
Gentle, and 4 juſt of Thought, that build the Croſ, 
Not thoſe that break it; by if ye touch me, 
Ewa in the Act, III make that Croſs, and — 

Vor. de 2 Adv. 


* Go to your Reſt, my modeſt, honeſt Servant. 


354 _ The Kube of Malta. 
Mir. You: ſhall not, Fair 3 1 did diſſemble with ye, 
And but to try your Faith, I faſhion'd all this 
- ſomething you-provok'd me: This fair Croſs, - 
Dr nag any W 
Shall ne'er be warn upon a Heart corrupted z - Fi 


My fair and virtuous Maid, and.ſleep — .” . 
For when you ſuffer, 1 forget this Sign here. 
Col. A Man of Men too? © moſt perfect Grbeleman! 
Luc. All ſweet Reſt to you, Sirz Fm half a-Chriſtian, 
The other half 1'1! pray for; then for you, Sir. 
Mir. This is the 0e, Play ri 8 
Sweet. | Exennt, 


8 } 
bs bo =? 


ae 
1 1 ; 
= 1 5 * 
* =” * 4 


ACT nw. SCENE * 
0 en and Rocca. 
Mount. HE Sun's not fet yet? 
Rac. No, Sir. 1 


Meunt. Would it were, | 
Never to riſe-again to light the World. 2 
And yet, to what vain Purpoſe do I wiſh it, 
Since though I were inviron'd with thick Miſs, 
Black as Cymerian Darkneſs, or my Crimes, 
There is that here, upon Which as an Anvil 
Ten thouſand Hammers ſtrike, and every Spark 
They force from it, to-me's another Sn 
To light me to my Shame? 

Roc. Take Hope and Comfort. 8 0 

Mount. They're Aids indeed, ** yet * from te, 
As I from being innocent; This Cave, re 
By provident Nature, in this ſolid Rock | 
"To yo Den for — — = re | 
And having prov'd an Enemy to ne 
All | bugs helps forſake mwCGe.. bn 1 ales 

Roc. l' ne er leave b. 

5 * d wiſh you would call back cha wt Coun, | 


* 1 4 41 1 


ne, 


5 80 yet I have ohoſe * Intents from che firſt 


ite Right of Malta 

That pr fn anal ne Sed 

That us'd to ſhrink ar 1 er 
Mount. Then it did not, 

But twas when I was honeſt z chen r , 


of all Delights, The made Life peng to me, 


I durſt die, Rocca; Death itſelf then to the. RUN an 
Was nothing terrible, becauſe I EW 
The Fame of a good Knight would ever ure OSD 
Freſh on my Memory; Hut fince 9 va 
From my Integrity, and diſmiſs'd tho : Conte, 

Thoſe ſtrong Aſſurances of Innocence, oF 
That flod from me, and what's worſe, \ N 
Now I am loathſomo to my felf'; and Liſe 15 


A Burthen to me, race d with fad; Remembrance 


Of what I have done, and my ref K lorrer s 
Unſufferable to mef cortur'd + with Deſpair _ ': wel 
That I ſhall ne'er find Mercy*:»Flelb about me, G4 
Behind me, and before me, yet-Þ-ddfe-not,\ | * 
Still wer' 4 [905074 Pus off my wretched Boing, 


Euter Abdella. 0 be nA 


Nie! To Gothic would deter a' FETs 
(43) From miſchievous Intent; much more the e 
Of what is wicked: Here's the Moor, look a Sir, 
Some Eaſe may come from her. oP 
Mount. New Trouble rather. A 4009 N 
And I expect 1. 1 in 
Abd. Who is this? — Bib 1 all 


Riſe up for Shame, and like a River dry'd "DS 
With a long drifaght; ſtom me, your bovnrcous „ 


Receive thoſe Tiger of Comfere that flow to YOu.» 5 


If ever I look'd lovely, if Deſert 


Could ever challenge welcome 3 if Revenge, | 28% 
And unexpodttd Wreak, were ever on 54 Fa 
Or could endoar dhe Giver of ſuch; Bleſſings ':c{ 


be 
ig wo) be 


2 2 Make 


All cheſe come adorn d with, and, as due, 


(49) A — Tho- 8 


456 «The Knight of Malta. 
Make Challenge of thoſe ſo long wiſh'd Embraces, - | 
Which you, unkind, have hitherto deny'd m. 

Mount. Why, what have you dome . mee. N 

Ad. Made Gomera 
As truly miſ*rable, as yourhought him ry: r 0 
Could you wiſnh more? 00 

Mount. As if his Sickneſs could | K Anh! 
Recover me; the Injuries 1 receiv'd | maiden er 
Were Oriana s. e nr 
Ad. She has paid dear fot em, 

She's dead. | 

Mount, How? et! 

Abd. Dead; my Hae cold Hase n- 
Taking Advantage of her in a Swoon, 
Under Pretence to give a Cordial to her 2 
I poiſon'd her: What ſtupid Dulneſs is this? 0 

hat you ſhould entertain winks ine 61610 
Can you receive ſo coldly? | 

Mount. Bloody Deeds | 
Are grateful Offerings, venting to the Devil, £1 11:42 
And r in thy black Shape, and blacker Actions, 
Being Hell's 1888 Character, art delighted 
444) To do what I, though infinitely wicked, 

remble to hear; thou haſt, in this ta'en from me 


All Means to make amends with Fenitence, 


— —— — TY» TOO Cu. IP ot WV Re „„ „%ũ.1 


To her wrong'd Virtues, and diſpoil'd me of 
The poor Remainder of that Hope was left me, 
For all I have already, or ks . 8 

Ad. I did it for the beſt, ar 

Mir. For thy worſt Ends, 
And be aſſur d but that, I think, to kill aye 5 
Would but prevent, what thy Deſpair muſt force thee 
To do unto thy ſelf, and fo to add to 
Thy moſt aflur'd Damnation, thou wert dead now. 
But get thee from my Sight; and if Luſt of? me 
Did ever fire thee res. cannot call it) 


(44) To ds FEE 1 1 5— This nonſenkical Reading b both 
"Mr, Steedrd and my. ſelf rejected tor though, . we ſaw the r 
of 1647, which happily confirmed our Conjectur e.. 
IN 8 


JT 


I may laugh at it. Ahd. In the mean time Lin muſt. 


I can and will revenge it to the full. 


With means to fatisfie my mad Deſires a 


We Knight of Malta. 357 
Leap down from. thoſe ſteep Rocks, or take e e 
Of = next Tree to hang thy ſelf, and then 


Be bold, to do ſo Toy for you; Ds os 5 two widT 
2 That eb in my! + 


T7 * 0 
Too uniſh thy Ingratitude ao go Gat riefiven win el 
ow you ſtood affected. and ] e! 
Know Po us d only for a Property, Dt 0 RuM 


For underſtand in thy contempt of me, bo 4 
Thoſe hopes of Oriaua, which I cο⁸ e | |, 
Have chang'd to certainties, are loſt for „ bid 2 v2 
- Mount. Why, lives ſhe? | : 824110 

Aba. Yes, but neyer to Mountferrat,. bl 1450 ink oh 
Although it is in me, with as much eaſe at N 
To giv: her freely up to thy Poſſeſſion. 155 ct 
As to remove this Ruſh; which, yet deſpair o: +7 
For by .my much a — Love, Flattery, nor TS, 
Tears, Prayers, norVows, ſhall en ** 8 e FL, 
So with my Curſe I leave thee,,. 1 " 


Mount. Prithee ſtay, - ein , 
2 3 1 dote 5 thee, and. . E 8 

pee vi and perver . to 8 33 er 
Trifles unkindly from me. i ina... * 


Abd, To perſwade me 
To break my Neck, to Huh than dunn my K 
With you are Trifles. 

1 'T was my Melancholix 
That made me ſpeak I know not. what 3 forge 
1 will redeem my fault. 

Roc. Believe him, Lady. 

Mount. A thouſand times 1 wil demand hy Pardon, 
And keep the reckoning on thy Lips with Kiſſes. 

Ad. There's ſomething el x WA would prevail nor 

with me. 

Mount. Thou ſhalt have all thy wiſhes, do but bleſs ms 


* * "® 


. bp 4 


For once in Oriana, and for ever 420 200 31977 
85 thine, only. thine, wy beſt della. i IE 
— 2 3 Abd. 


y I a) * — 2 
3 ” The Knight of Malta. 


i Aid. Were I aſſurd F 
i} | * emed 12 ˙— 02. 957 L7G 293 
iþ | Any dung: make choied o: . 7 wy | 
*- Thine own conditions, cum ot. ob oi bid of 
| Abd. Swear then, that dete, 8 N 1 
(To free me from all doubts aud fexrs bereaſter N 
To give me leave to kill her. g 4 OT 
Mount. That our ſafety x Ne roll wow wor wi 
| Muſt of neceſſity urge us to. N * mY 2 1 081 
Abd. Then know - 1 2448: Lib nas G&3 3 
It was not Poiſon, - der a 4 ping Patio | au 301 
Which ſhe receiv*d;- Redo Mcient fragt i 
So to bind up her Senſes, that no ſign - © 4 
Of life appear'd in her; and thus thought dead,” 
In her Habit, as the Cuſtom is 


You know in Malta, wich all Ceremonies N done 
She's buried in her eh Monument: 
P thi Temple of St. ; PII nw fy you thither, © 


hus, as you are dilg oP ſome den dart 4 

. The Potion will leave worlinggg. 129] 

Koc. Let us haſte ten 4 77 17 ) ya dziv os 

Mount. Be my good Angel, 42% eee 

Abd. But remember 20 e As ig ob 3 WON #78 4 

You keep your Oath: | ** 5 2 ONE rf $221 OS 

Mount. As [I deſire erer. bnizlad 221 
"Wo In what I undertake. _ i Arge ibs 

Ad. Ia ho more:: Even 

| AAS 4- 916 UTYT: 13HYY 


5 Karin Norundiny an ends 0 1 


Col, Here, Sir, I've get the Key; l barrow d 
Of him that keeps the Church, the Door is open 
Mir. Look to the Horſes then, and ple the Fetlow. 


After a.few Devotions, III retire, 

Be not far off, there may be ſome uſe of ye, | 
Give me the Light: Come Friend, a 1 cone Prayers | 
Were not beſtow'd in vain now, &en from you, Sir. 
% have no way left em, 


No 


9 
= pw 


2 
# 
& 
« 


V. 


Fold up your Finger when 


4 „„ tf 7 
Wor. Ne'er tell me, Sir, 13 Amn 1 N ! 3 A. 


Ne Nuhr of Malta. 85h 
No Bath, no Purge, no Time to Wear it out © 

Or waſtvit of, but Penitence, and Prayer 
I am to take che Order, and my Youth - 
Loaden I muſt confeſs "with many Follies 
Circled and bound about wick Sins as a | 


As in the Houſe of Memory live Figures. 
My Heart ll open now, my Faults — 


(45) And riſe a new Man,” Heav'n, hope, Ca new iſe 
 Now.: — — — 
But for a Prayer or two 1 will not out Sir; a ef 


ou” VC 3 roo enough. 
Mir. Go you to that ene 


Nor. I ſhall ne er — '& 
J have been ſo us d to anſwer — would [ "Had a 
Cuſhion, for 1 Mall neer Maler a good Hermit, and kneel 
*cill my Knees are Hoth 3 theſe Stones are aguy hard ; 


where ſhall T begin now no? Tor if Ido not 

I ſhall be out 8 {| - nd nog 
Ori. Oh, oh 2 1 a 31-0 
Nor. Whars that, re $0 ye hear? 9 
Mir. „ Ay 3 to your Pmyers. "4 1 * 


Nor. Twas hereaboats; (46) * bas Per me a awty 
now, I ſhall· he er get in agaiti==hia, — By Land, and 
— all — —— — dea a, tiers" it was 

-1 left, 

Ori. Oh, wy 


3 


1 
* 
i 


Here's ſomethin ber amoigſt us. enen men 
Mir. I ren Gfroar, 367] ut gad 

A diſmal one, Ori. Oh, „ „„ 
Nor. Here, tis here, Sir, "tis here, Sir 5” AID 

A Devil in the Wall. e 

Mir. Tu de Mans, aa 

To fright us from Devorigh=— Ori Oh; CY 


LI 31 


2c And riſe @ new 8 80 Mr. — with me cor- 
the Text, and ſo reads the Copy of 1647. 

(46) ' has put me clean away now,)] To at one away ſrom one's 
Prayers, is qt Expreſſion for putting ort 2 ; 1 . that to 
make the Paſſage plainer we ſhou read a9vry, " but durſt not have pro- 
Tow had it not been confirm'd by the Folio of ny" 


L 4 "Now. ©. 
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360 The "Knight of Malta. 
Nor. Why. *tis here, Den g WRT; 
(47) The Spirit of a Huntſman choak'd with Bonet: 

Here's a new Tomb, new nende * en i 


Mir. For certain,  - 5 hut J N 
This has not been three days here. | bas bal) 
Nor. And a Tablet — 121 f A 
With Rhimes upon't. 20 ll mf T 


Mir. 1 prithee read 'em, . 1 5 
Nor. An Epi- an Epitaph, I think dale ay "ts 
taph, an 7 upon the moſt — excel—Jenc+- 


and , 
Mir. Thou canſt not read. . 
Nor. I've ſpoil'd mine Eyes with Ga ohr, Sy 
Mir. An Epitaph upon the moſt virtuous, and excel 
kent Lady, the Honour of Chaſtity, Oriana. 
Nor. The grand Maſter's Siſter? how a devil came the 


here ? when flipt ſhe out o the mp? dhe ane bur half 


upon her. 
Mir. It is a ſudden change: certain the miſchief) 
 Meuntferrat offer d to her broke her Heart-ſtrings. 
Nor. Would he were here, I'd be the Clerk my , 
And by this little light, I'd bury him alive ge. wa 
Here's no lamenting now. Ori. Ob, oh. 1 on 
Nor. There 'tis. 
Mir. 2 from the Monument, he very 1 Gen, 
or her. 53 10 
Oh, dear Lady, bleſſing of Women, vimue af thy i 
How art thou ſet for ever, how ſtol'n from us. 
Babling and prating now converſe n Mone. 1 
Nor. Sir, it riſes, it looks up. rhe 7 — up. 
Mir. Heav'n bleſs 1 ear 
Nor. It is in Woman's Cloaths, it .* higher. ah 
Mir. It looks about, and wonders ;- were lives Sir. 
*Tis ſhe, tis Oriana, tis that Lady, 
Nor. Shall I go to her ? Ori. Where a am I 
Mir. Stand ſtill. | 


(47) The Spirit 7. Huntſman cheak'd 0150 — 2] Add een: 


1 " fee no Humour in an. Hunt/man's being choat'd with Butter, I make 
no doubt of its being a Corruption for Dutchman, who are always 


8855 at for eating ſuch _— of oyl'd Butter. T. Seward. 


Ori. 


/ 
{ 


- Pp LIAN bay 


©, hy 


The Knight: of Make 


Ori. What Place is this? ? Im n Td 

| Nor. She is as live as | am. 

Ori. What ſmell of Earth, and rotten Bones, what 

dark Place? © | 

Lord, r I 00 e 

Nor. How | ſhe ſtares, > OG #6 57 amet 
And ſets her Eyes on him. 5 tis of rd 
Mir. How ist, dear Lady? A e 
D' you know me? how ſhe hake? 2 

Ori. Vou are a Man. NS wor wy” * 

Mir. A Man that honours you. boog v7 2 e 

Ori. A cruel Man. 10 ai 
Ye are all cruel 3 are you-in your Grave 3 "ſt 
For there's no truſting cruel 2 e AN 

Nor. By'r Lady id that goes hard, 307 O1 

Mir. To do you Service, |; + Wd > af glu þ 
And to reſtore ye to the Joys you were in * 

Ori. I was in Joys indeed, and hope 

Mir. She ſinks a again, : 


Again ſhe's gone, ſhe's gone; gone 3 Shadow, 
She ſinks for ever, Frienee. 
Nor. She is cold nor, il 11 Er tet” 


She' s certainly departed, l maſt cry too. 
Mir. The bleſſed Apgels —.— put the Stoneto, 
la thou'rt gone to Duſt, Goodneſs to Aſhes. , 
Nor. Pray take it well; we muſt all have our hours, Sir. 
Mir. Ay, thus we are, and all our painted N 
A bubble that a Boy blows. into thy” Als e N 
And there it breaks. 77 * 
Nor. I am glad ye ſav'd her Honour, yet. Fr 
Mir. Would I had fav'd her Life now too: Oh Heay* a, 
For ſuch a Bleſſing, ſuch a timely Bleſſing! , 
O Friend, what dear content *ewould-be, what Story 
To keep my Name from Wormat Or Oh, oh, 
Mor. She lives again. J | n? 
'Twas but a Trance. 1 v6 20% 
Mir. Pray ye call my Man i in preſently, * 
Help with the Stone firſt, oh ſhe ſtirs again. 
Oh call my Man, wax. 'Y 
Ner. I iy, I fly, Sir. 18 
* 
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362 


Air. Upon my Knees, eee Iban 


The living heat ſteals into 


ie Bag of Malta. 


9 


2 - „ 4 
14 F a \ 
n % 
_ i © * ks 


Enter Colonia, — N ndine. 
erery Member; ma 


Come, help the Coffin out Pp und 8 ow 
Where is the Clerk ? en bal. 


Uto the Fort; ſtay you, and watch What ine, 


* 


Col. Drunk above 3 he h hre. Sr. our 53 
Mir. Sirrah, you mult de becret. We %y 0 
Col. As your Soul, Sir. * Q 
Mir. Softly good Friend, — ine your Arm, 
Nor. Put in the cruſt again, 
Mir. And bring her out there, when I ama Horſetad 
My Man and I'will-tenderly conduct her 


** 


And what Enquiry? 8 for the Body. > 
Nor. Well Sip iiny coy off on oy 37h; tone bt! 
Mir. Am when 1 have done come back wo me” 
Nor. I will. 

Min. Softly, oh ſoftly. Or 0g 

Nor. She grows warmer am, . 0 161 1+ 
Col. What ſhall.I do with th Key? 4 
Mir. Thou cunſt not ſtir how,” * 


Leave i it "di" Door, go get the Horſes ready, bee 


Emer Rocca, Mountferrat, aud Abdella with” 
£21 bart ew . : end oh 


Roc. The Door altea eber, 
Mount. What were tho 1 by T a 12212 | 
Roc. Some ſcout of Soldiers, I chink. | 
Mount. It may well be fo, for I face cher Horte 

They ſaw not us; I hope. Ad. No, no, we were cloſe, 

Beſide they were far off. Mount. —— go e 
Abd. Much about twelve, 1 think. 7 

Roc. Let me go in firſt, Ws A 

For by the leaving open of the Door nos, 26s 1 


111 36 


There may be ſome Body i“ tk' ore gireme the 


% fat + 


Lanthorn. „ el 
Ad. You'll love me now, I were. n led 0 


Mount. 


J. 
4 
1 


* will look 


The 1 Mau. 363 
— io me} . 


Your Promiſe is engag | 
- Why ſhe's there : 
— and "nec cos gü. 


Roc. Come in, EE ſure, 1 35 


Not a Foot ſtirripg, por a _ 


Mount, Heay*n bleſs me, 
I ne'er enter d, with ſuch ben wee. 3 
This Place before. ae , e PONY 
Abd. Ye are a fearful Fool, ae oh 
"Y Men have Appetites allowed al lg. 

And warm IS tg are there not ends to fot en 
Mount. Whither ſhall S en nn; 
Roc. Why, to the Bark, Sir, d fon n 

I haye one already waits us; 

The Wind ſtands wondrous fair too 15 our ring. 

_ 3 there when ye ve enoy d her, for e de that 
liberty, - 

Let me alone to ſend her to feed Fiſhes: | 1 
I'll no more ſighs for her. Og 
Mount. Where is the Monument 2 
Thou rt ſure ſhe will awake about this time? hd; Mob 


ſi 
If Hobs u ki knockt o'th' Head: give me the Lanthorns 
Here tis; how's this, the Stone off . 5 
Roc. Ay, and nothing 
Within the Monument, that's Wi no n 
Im ſure of that, nor ſign of any here, 
But an empty Coffin, h . gs 
Mount. No Lady ? dt MO adds 
Roc, No,' Aer 1270, „ F 
This Pye has been cat tp defore, COS if 
64. Either the Devil 9 n a *Rp 
Muſt do theſe tricks oY 5 
Mount. Or thou, . ets | 
Thou black ſwoln pitchy cloud, of all wy Afflictions; 
Thou night Hag, gotten when the bri b ſuffer d; 
Thou Het it ſelf confin'd in Fleſh; v 6 trick now? 
Tell me, and tell me quickly what thy miſchief 


＋ 


f 
. 


His 


\ 


aac.” 


And were | ſure, this were my lateſt mine. 7 
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Has done with her, and to what end, and whither. . 
Th6u haſt remov'd her Body, or by this holy Place. Op 
This Sword ſhall cut thee into thouſand pieces, 
A thouſand thouſand, ſtrow thee o er the n 
A Sacrifice to thy black Sire, the Devil. 3 
Roc. Tell him, you ſee he's angry. 
Ad. Let him burſt, A 
Neither his Sword nor Anger do I Fry -3q FF 
Nor will I yield, to feed his Res, 1 a f 


% 
» 


1 
. ew, 


His idle Jealouſies, and mad 


One thought againſt my ſelf: Ye! ve. ns a brave deed, 
A manly, and a valiant. piece of Service: 
W hen ye' ve kill'd me, reckon't — your Bauch; 
Im ſorry y' are ſo poor, fo weak a Gentleman,  . + 
Able to ſtand no Fortune: I diſpoſe of her 
My Miſchief make her away? a likely Project., 
1 myſt play booty: gainſt my ſelf; if any 1 croſs ye, 
I am the Devil, and the Devil's Heir, 
All Plagues, all Miſchiefe—— » FT 
Mount. Will ye leave and do yet? A 
Abd. I've done too much, 
Far, far too much,, for ſuch. a thankleſs Fellow :.. 10 
If L be Devil, you created me; ae 1 
T never knew thoſe Arts, nor bloody Practices 
Beide your Flatt*ries won 'em into ge. 
Here did 1 leave her, leave her wk *. nee 
About this Hour to wake again, Me toil 
Mount, Where is ſhe? | OI op ih ad 
This is the laſt demand. | 2 2 2 
Ad. Did I now know it, N 3 


* 
164. I 


«+ AA X. 


4 * 


1 eu not tell thee: Strike, u e 
Roc. 1 ſee a Light, ſtand cloſe, and leave. No aner 
We all miſcarry elſe. oh 3 


Enter Gomera, and Page with a 'T tb. 
A0. am now careleſs. nle 


* Mount. Peace, prithee peace, snes peace, al F finds 


Ad. Stand u then. 
12 


— erer rer 


o your cunning, Heart, iber Mine of ile ) 


ts you | 


SS Rae Ar ao wo no 0 > tw £4 & my 


* ERS 4 


me Knight ef Mas- 3565 
Gam, Wait there, Boy, with the light, till I call witee: 

In darkneſs was my Soul and Senſes clouded 

When my fair Jewel fell, the night of Jealouſie 

In all her "blackneſs drawn about my * 

No light was let into me, to diſtinguiſn 1850 

Betwixt my ſudden Anger and her Honour z A 

A blind fad Pilgrimage ſhall-be my Penance, 2 

No comfort of the day will I look up at: | 

Far darker than my jealous Ignorance,” 

Each place of my aboad ſhall be: My Prayers | 

No ceremonious lights ſnall ſet off — 95 i: 


Bright Arms, and all that carry Luſtre, Life, 12 


Society, and Solace, I forſake = 

And were it not once more to ſee her Beauties, 
(For in her Bed of Death, ſhe muſt be ſweet min,) 
And on her cold ſad Lips ſeal my Repentance z 


(48) Thou Chidd of Heav'n, fair Light, I could H 


miſs thee. 

Mount. I know the Tongue, would I were out again. 
Pye done him too much wrong to look u _ him. N 

Abd. There is no ſhifting now, Boldneſs and Confidence 
Muſt carry*t now away; he's but one neither, 
Naked as you are, of a Strength far-under. 

Mount. But h'as a Cauſe above me. 

Abd, That's as you handle it. 

Koc. Fee, he may' go again, and never ſee u us. 


11109 Thou Chi 1 of Heaw u, fair Light, 1 chal not miſs YT, 4 
Seward pro reading here, — I would. not uſe thee, and 
wan. indeed, 9 — the —— made is a large one. But either ſome 
Senſe of the old Text has eſcaped him, or elſe it hath no ſort of Co- 
herence with the reſt of the Sentence, or the evident Intention of G- 
mera. And adds farther, that if a Change be neceſſary, he believes 
what he has made will bid fair for being the Original, and that this 
is the greateſt Certainty we can arrive at, in verbal Criticiſms, when 
all the ſormer Editions concur in the Corruption. 
I muſt beg leave to diſſent from my good Friend here, for though 
I think there is occaſion for a Change, yet ſuch a large one as he te- 


commends, I can by no means allow of. What Gomera intends to pl 
) 


is only this; that unleſs it was to ſee the Beauty of his (ſuppoſi 
dead Wife, &c. he never ſhould deſire or want light More. Now 


this by an eaſy Change may be made out thus, 


Air Light, I ſnou'd net miſs thee. 


* 


6 
. 1 - * 
* 


. 
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Com. I feel I weep apace, burwhae's the Flood,” 
Tbe torrent of my Tears, to drown my Fault in? 
I would 1 —— — —— rent. 
Begotten in the moi eren 
Give me the Torch, Boy 
Roc. dealt ems "wrt 3 & cob 
Abd. He has already, mes: aire BA 
Be bold and brave, if we muſt die together ——— 
Com. Who's there? What r cee th! Tonb 
2 wide open, 
The Stone off too? the Body gane? by — 
Look to the Door Boy: 1 Nie ad, whos are ye 
What ſacrilegious Villains? Falſe Manmntje notre 
The Wolf to Honour, has thy hellifh H V [it 
Brought thee to tear the Body out othꝰ Tomb too? 
Has thy foul Mind ſo far wrought on thee? ha, 
Are you there too? Nay, then 1 ſpy a Villany 


— Abdel. 
I never dream'd of yet, (40) thou finfub U 
Bred from that Rottenneſs, thou Bawd to Miſchief, - 


Dy you bluſh through! al your Blackneſs? Want ta 
ide it | 


Abd. I cannot ip. 


Gom, You're well met, with * Dum, Sir 
Art thou a Knight? Did ever on that Sword, 5 
The Chriſtian Cauſe ſit nobly? Could that Hand fight, 
Guided by Fame and Fortune? That Heart inflame thee, 
With: virtuous Fires of Valour ?—— Fo fall off, 

Fall off ſo ſuddenly, and with ſuch Foulneſs, 
As the falſe Angels did, from all their Glory ? 


Thou art no Knight, Honour thou never heard'ſt 6] 
Nor brave Deſires could ever build in that Breaſt. 


DOTY and tainted ee are all the Gods 


5 


— 


2 s . 
1 1 from Rottenne ſi, that Bau 1 Mie That 
wall * . but the Reader can't but know 


4 ntradiction: For not Mountfurras, but 4bdel/a claims 
Character. We mult read, therefore, bun, as Mr. Setward and 


my ſelf conjetared, and for n 
Folio of x64 ee 


Thou 


hut 
0 
ims 
and 
the 
10u 


Hadſt thou the Glory of thy firſt Fights an Ane ; 


ine Hage cans 


Thou worſhipy ſt, all the Strength thou hadſt, and Fortunes 3 
Thou didſt things out of Fear, aod falſe Heart, Villain, 


Out of cloſe Traps and Treach'ries, they. IR raiſed thee. 
Mount. Thou rav'ſt, old Man. 


Com. Before thou ger t off from mes. 


"POR: = 
8. wan & v6 


W hich thou haſt baſely loft, thy nobleſt — C 
And in their greateſt Luſtres, I would make thee,. 
Before we part, confeſs, (nay kneel, and do i as»; + =T 


Nay, crying kneel, coldly, for Mescy,-erying:)) 
Thou art the recreant'ſt Rogue. time Ever nouriſn d. we] 


(50) Thou gn 6. Day, Ill make thee ſwear, a Dog. 


A mangy Cur Dog; d' you creep. behiad, the Altar? / 

Look how it [weats, to ſheler ſuch a Raſcal?-! 

Firſt, with thy ven mous Tooth infect her chaſte Lie. 

And then not dare to do; next, rob her Reſt, 

Steal her dead Body out o'thy Grave—— 
Naum. I have not. | 
Cam. Prithee come out, 1 i no 0 Place to qui 

Valiant Mauniferra/, come. 

Mount. I will not tir, 

Gom. Thou haſt thy Sword about thee, 


That good Sword that ne'er.fail'd thee ;- prithee come, 


Well have but fiye Stroaks for it; on, on Boy, 
Here is one would fain be acquainted with thee, [Sir. 


Wou' d wondrous fain cleave that Calves Head of yours, 


- 
| 
* 
, 
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FEET TX =. 
* CE —_ 
&E # „ 
19 
4 
% 
. 
11 


Come, prithee let's diſpatch, the Moon ſhines ſinely: 
Prithee be kill'd by me, thou wilt be hang d _ 
But it may be, thou longeſt to be hang d. , 
Roc. Out with him, Sir, | 
You ſhall have my Sword too; when vip once 
We have the World before us, A 
Gom. W thou walk Fellow, mt 


4 - 
pA; 15S 4; 
F „ 1 # © 
o& = TEX 


(50) Themart a D , I'll make .thee ſwear, a Dag, The fr rale 
Copy has an nt Dp this Verſe, Nen is «Da 1 1 Pa 


Til mate thre ſavear 'a Dog ftav'd, 
But whit bulinefs fan's has here can't-diſcover/; a fu mird 
Bear- garden Language, I believe, is no more than a Dog taken off tic 


Bear, by wrenching his Mouth open to make him leave his hold. Poſ- 
fibly hy Poets might have wrote it thus, a Dog Hare d, and then 


4 4 nangy Cur Dog may follow agreeably — 2 
N | I 
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| 
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| 
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Why am I here? Where is my Lord Gomera? 


4 
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I never knew a Rogue hang Arſe-ward to, | 19017, 


And ſuch a deſp'rate Knave too. ohh boch 
Abd. Pray go wich him. . £634 0 0 0 
— I'll promiſe too. a „ net 
Mount. Lou en then?" J 36199 mv 
No Remedy, I fee.” 501 101 Right 
Gom. IF thou dart do it? 
Mount. Yes now I dare; . ru e petty, 
Under the Mount I'll meet xe. 
Com. Go before me, ry 
I'll have ye in a String too eee 
Mount. ——— e 6.27% 1 
And by this holy Place I will not fail the, ) 


* aids OY: 


Fear not, thou ſhalt be kilPd, take ay" ork for ir. 


I will not fail. * „N 
Com. leiden ſeapſt thou haſt Cats Luck, | 5 2 N 

The Mount? . 
Mount. The ſame ; makes haſte, Pm there! before ate 
Com. Go get ye home; now if he ſcape I'm Coward. 
Mount, Well, now I am n and he ſhall find it. 


[Exeunt. . 


ones e e N e, 


Enter. Miranda, Lucinda, and 1 


Mir: How is it with the Lady? PRATT TON 3.4 
Luc. Sir, as well 6 7 en 
As it can be »» n one, who feeling knows now i 
What is the Curſe the divine Julkce ny | 
on the firſt ſinful Woman. 

Mir. Is ſh! in Travel? 

Luc. Yes, Sir, and yet the Troubles of her Mad 
Afi her more, than what her Body ſuffers; W 
For in th* Extremity of her Pain, ſhe cries out, 


Then ſometimes names Miranda, and then ſi ghs, | 
As if to ſpeak, what queſtionleſs ſhe loves well, 24 by 
If heard, might do her Inj' N - 

Col. Heav'n's ſweet Mercy prin Wl gn: d 450 
Look PPA ol yon of) on 


Wx „„ Wait ur I )DhWKVDOY> HH. 
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And thy Reward's thy Liberty: 
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Mir. Prithee tell her, my Prayers | 
Are preſent with her, and good Wench provide - 

That ſhe want nothing : What's thy Name ? 

Luc. Lucinda. 

Mir. Lucinda ? There's a proſperous Omen i in it 
Be a Lucina to her, and bring Word 
That ſhe is fafe deliver'd of her Burthen, 

Come Colonna 
We will go ſee how th* Engineer has mounted 
The Cannon the great Maſter ſent ; be careful 

To view the Works, and learn the Diſcipline 
That is us'd here: I am to leave the World, 


* 


And for your Service, which I have found faithful, 


The Charge that's mine, if I have any Power, 
Hereafter may concern you. 1 | 
Col. I ſtill find 
A noble Maſter in you. | 
Mir. *Tis but Juſtice, 8 
Thou doſt deſerve it in thy Cate, and Duty. [EExcuni, 


105 Gomera, W Rocca, Abdela 
| with a Piſtol. 


Com. Here's even Ground, I'll tir no Foot beyond it, 


Before I have thy Head. 
Mount. Draw, Rocca. 
Com. Coward, 
Hath inward Guilt robb'd tes as well of Courage 


As Honeſty? that without Odds thou dar*ſt not 


Anſwer a ſingle En'my? 
Mount. All Advantage 
That I can take, ex 
Roc. We know you're vali iant; 
Nor do we purpoſe to make farther Trial 
Of what you can do now, but to diſpatch you. 
Mount. And therefore fight, and pray together. 
Com. Villains, 
Whoſe Baſeneſs, all diſgraceful Words made one, 


Vot. VII. os Cunnot 


WE 
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Cannot expreſs z ſo ſtrong is the good Cauſe 

That ſeconds me, that you ſhall feel, with Horror 

To your proud Hope? what ſtrength i is in that Arm, 

Though old, that holds a Sword made RP by Juſtice, 
| Abd. You come then here, to prate:? ? [ Fib:. 
Mount. Help, Rocca, now, 


Or Lam loſt for ever; how comes this? [He js di iſarm'd. 


Are Villany and Weakneſs Twins? 
Roc. I'm gone too. 
Gom. You ſhall not ſcape me, Wie” 
Abd. I muſt doit, | 9 
All will go wrongelſe, _. [Shoots bin. 
Som. Treach'rous bloody Woman, ws | 
What haſt thou done? 
Abd. Done a poor Woman's part, 
And in an Inſtant, what theſe Men D long 
Stood fooling for. 
Mount. This Aid was unexpected, 
1 kiſs thee for'. 
Koc. His right Arm's only ſhot, 
And that compell'd him to forſake his Sword, 
He's elſe unwoundect. 
Mount. Cut his Throat, 
Abd. Forbear. „ : 8 
et do not hope 6 BY 
ui. that thou may'ſt live to thy farther Torment, 
T fe who triumphs o'er thee ; come Mouniferrat, 
Here join thy Foot to mine, and let our Hearts 
Meet with our Hands, the Contract that is made 
And cemented with Blood, as this of ours is, 
Is a more holy Sanction, and much e 
Than all the ſuperſtitious Ceremonies - | 
You Chriſtians uſe, 


1 Enter Norandine. 
Roc. Who's this? 
Mount. Betray d an? 
Nor. By the Report it made, and by ü the wind, 


[Thi Piſtol was diſcharg d bee. 


Con. Norandine, 


hf , Y 0aw 
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As ever thou loy'ſt Valour, of wear'ſt Arms 
To puniſh, Baſeneſs, ſhew 1 it. 
Nor. O the Devil, 
Comera wounded, and my Bracke, act Beauty 
An Actor in it? 

Abd. If thou ſtrik'ſt, I'll ſhoot thee, - 

Nor. —_— ! fright me with your Pot-Gun ? What art 

thou 

Good Heav'n, the Ro e,theTraitor Rogue, Mountferrat! 


To ſwinge the Neſt of you, s a Sport unlook d for, 
Hell's conſume you. 


Mount. As thou = a Man, 
(I'm wounded,) give me time to anſwer thee, 

Com. Durſt thou urge this? this Hand can hold a 

Sword yet. 

Nor. Well done; to ſee this Villain, makes my Hurts 
Bleed freſh again, but had I not a Bone whole, | 
In ſuch a Cauſe I ſhould do thus, thus Raſcals. 


Enter Corporal and Watch. 


Gr. Difarm them, and ſhoot any that reſiſts, 
Gom, Hold Corporal, I am Gomera. | 
Nor. It's well yet, that once in an Age you can 
Remember what you watch for: 1 had thought 
You had again been making out your Parties 
For ſucking Pigs, Tis well, as you will anſwer 
The contrary with your Lives, ſee theſe forth coming. 
Cor. That we ſhall do, 
Nor. You bleed apace; good Soldiers, 
Go help him to a Surgeon. . 
£51) Roc. Dare the worlt, 
And ſuffer like your ſelf, 
Abd. From me learn Courage. 
Nor. Now for Miranda, this News will be to kim 
As welcome as *tis unexpected: Corporal, | 
There's ſomething for thy Care to Night: my Horſe there. 
[Exeunt, 


(51) Roe. 1 the wor] dag ene meer 
dropt upon ds, here, and perhaps the Reader may be of my Opinion. 


Aa 2 ACT 
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MEN; SCENE L. 
Enter 1 and Lucinda. 


Ori. OW does my Boy ? . 
Luc. Oh N luſty, Madam, 
A little Knight already: You ſhall live | 
To ſee him toſs a Turk. 
| Ori. Gentle Lucinda, 
Much muſt I thank thee for thy Care and W 


Enter Miranda, Norandine, and Colonna. 


And may I grow but ſtrong to ſee Valetia, 
My Brother, and my Husband, thou ſhalt find 
I will not barely thank thee. 

Mir. Look Captain, we muſt ride away this Morning, 
The Auberge fits to Day, and the great Maſter 
Writes plainly, I muſt, or deliver in 

(The Year expir'd) my Probation Weed, 

Or take the Cloak; you likewiſe Nerandine, 

For your full Service, and your laſt Afliſtance 

In ſalſe Mountferrat”s Apprehenſion 

Are here commanded to aſſociate me; 

My Twin in this high Honour. 

Nor. I'll none ont; do they think to bind me to live 
chaſte, ſober, and temperately, all Days of my Life ? they 
may as ſoon tye an Engliſhman to live ſo: I ſhall be a 

ſweet Dane, a ſweet Captain, go up and down drink- 
ing ſmall Beer, and ſwearing *ods neagues : No, I'll live 
a Squire at Arms ſtill, and do thou ſo too, and thou 
be*ſt wiſe ; I have found the Myſtery now, why the Gen- 
tlemen wear but three Bars of the Croſs, and the Knights 
the whole one, _ | 

Mir. . Captain? | | 

Nor. Marry, Sir, to put us in 8 we are but 
three Quarters croſs d in our Licence, and Pleaſures; but 
the * Ahn croſs'd altogether : the Brothers at 


1 8 15. Arms, 
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| Hold but this Teſt, fo rich an Ore was never | 


Still to profeſs I love you, ſtill to vow 
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Arms, may yet meet with their Siſters at Arms, now 

and then, in Brotherly Love; but the poor Knights can- © 

not get a Lady for Love nor Mony; tis not ſo in other 

Countries I wis; pray haſte you, for Pl along, and fee 

what will come on't. [Exit. 
Mir. Colonna, ſtrait provide all Neceſſaries 

For this Remove, the Litter for the Lady, 

And let Lucinda bear her Company, 

You ſhall attend on me, | W 5 
Col. With all my Duties. | [Extt. 
Mir. How fare you, gracious Miſtreſs? | 
Ori. O Miranda, 

You pleas'd to honour me with that fair Title 

When I was free, and could diſpoſe my ſelf ; 

But now, no Smile, no Word, no Look, no Touch 

Can I impart to any, but as Theft x 

From m = Gomera, and who dares accept, 

Is an Uſurper. 

Mir. ry rl us; I have touch'd thee, [Exit Lucinda. 

(Thou fairer Virtue, than thou'rt beautiful) 


Try'd by the Hand of Man, on the vaſt Earth: 
Sit, brighteſt Oriana; is it Sin 


I ſhall do ever? Heav'n my Witneſs be, - i 
*Tis not your Eye, your Cheek, your 1 no part 
That ſuperficially doth ſnare young Men 
Which has caught me; read over in our T houghts 
The Story that this Man hath made 2 41:0 Vi 
And think upon his Merit, | | 
Ori, Only Thought 6 2 | 
Can comprehend it. ay 1,460 = 
Mir. (52) And can you be i | 
Cruel, net, to deſtroy his Youth 


(52) And can 4 be ſo 
Cruel, thankleſs, —] Mr. wee is reading Cruel 
and, or vn he FR to the former, Cruelly thankleſs,— I read 
an 1 fe 
n n The Reader may take which he 
likes beſt. 
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That fav'd your Honour, gave you double Life, 


Your own, and your fair Infant's ? that when Fortune 
(The blind Foe to all Beauty, that is good) 
Bandied you from one Hazard to another, 

Was ev'n Heav*n's Meſſenger, by Providence 

Call'd to the Temple, to receive you there, 

Into theſe Arms, to give Eaſe to your Throwes, 
As if't had thunder'd, take thy due Miranda, 

For ſhe was thine : Gomera's Jealouſie | 

Struck Death unto thy Heart; to him be dead, 

And live to me, that gave thee ſecond Life: 

Let me but now enjoy thee ; Oh regard 

The torturing Fires of my AﬀeCtions ! 

Ori. Oh maſter them, Miranda, as I mine 

Who follows his Deſires, ſuch Tyrants ſerves 

As will oppre's him inſupportably, @_ 

My Flames, Miranda, riſe as high as thine, 

For I did love thee fore my Marriage; 

Yet would I now conſent, or could I think 

Thou wert in earneſt, (which by all the Souls 

That have, for Chaſtity, been ſanctify'd, 

I cannot) in a Moment I do kn 1 5 
Thoud'ſt call fair Temperance up to rule thy Blood; 
Thy Eye was ever chaſte, thy Countenance too, honeſt; 
And all thy Wooing was like Maidens Talk ; 
Who yieldeth unto Pleaſures, and to Luſt, 
Is a poor Captive, that in golden Fetters, - 
And precious, as he thinks, but holding Gyves, 
Frets out his Life. EN 
Mir. Find ſuch another Woman, | 
- And take her for his Labour, any Man. 

Ori. I was not worthy of thee, at my beſt, 
Heav'n knew I was not, I had had thee elſe, 
Much leſs now, gentle Sir; Miranda's Deeds 
Have been as white as Oriana's Fame, 

From the Beginning to this Point of time; 

And ſhall we now begin to ſtain both thus ? 

Think on the. Legend which we two ſhall breed 
Continuing as we are, for chaſteſt Dames © 
And boldeſt Soldiers to peruſe and read, 


Ay 


n 
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— 
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Ori. No; though't be no eſſential Injury, 


Nor is our ſpiritual Love, a barren Joy; 


(Dearer than Children to Poſterity,) 


. ³ ² mwÄ ſ ˙1-w-w- gs, As at ED 
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Ay and read thorough; free from any Act 

To cauſe the Modeſt caſt the Book away, 

And the moſt honour'd Captain fold it up. 1 
Mir. Faireſt, let go my Hand; my Pulſe beats thick, 

And my mov'd Blood rides high in every Vein, 

Lord of thy ſelf now, Soldier, and ever: 

I would not for Aleppo, this frail Bark, 

This Bark of Fleſh, no better Steers- man had 

Than has Mounferrat's; may you kiſs me, Lady? 


It is a Circumſtance due to my Lord, | 
To none elſe ; and my deareſt Friend, if Hands 
Playing together, kindle Heat in you, | 
What may the Game at Lips provoke unto ? 
Mir. Oh what a Tongue is here? whilſt ſhe doth teach 
My Heart to hate my fond unlawful Love, $62 
She talks me more in Love, with Love to her ; 
My Fires ſhe quencheth with her Arguments, | 1 
But as ſhe breaths em, they blow freſher Fires. 8 4 
Sit further; now my Flame cools ; Husband ! Wife! 
There is ſome holy Myſt'ry in thoſe Names 
That ſure th'unmarried cannot underſtancg. 
Ori. Now thou art ſtrait, and doſt enamout me, 
So far beyond a carnal earthly Love, | | 
My very Soul doats on thee, and my Spirits . 
Do embrace thine, my Mind doth thy Mind kiſs, | 
And in this pure ConjunCtion we enjoy 
A heav*nlier Pleaſure than if Bodies met : | 5 _- 1 
This, this is perfect Love; the other ſhort 7 3 | | 
Yet languiſhing fruition, ev'ry Swain 12 2 1 
And ſweating Groom may claſp, but ours refin'd __ 
Two in ten Ages cannot reach unto ent 


— 


3 


- 


For mark what bleſſed Iſſue we'll bege t .-— 


A great Example to Mens Continence, 
And Womens Chaſtity, that is a Child 


More fair and comfortable, than any Heir. 


Mir, If all Wives were but ſuch, Luſt would not find 
One corner to inhabit, Sin would be 
, . Aa 4 80 
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So ſtrange, Remiſſion ſuperfluous : 

But one Petition, and I've done. 
Ori. What, Sweet. 
Mir. To call me Lord, if the hard Hand of Death . 

Seize on Gomera firſt, | 
Ori, Oh, much too worthy ; 

How much you undervalue your own Price, 

To give your unbought ſelf, for a poor Woman, 

That has been once fold, us'd, and loſt her Show? 

I am a Garment worn, a Veſlel crack'd, | 

A Zone unty'd, a Lilly trod upon, 

A fragrant Flower cropt by another Hand; 

My Colour ſully'd, and my Odour chang'd. 

If when I was new bloſſom'd, I did fear 

My ſelf unworthy of Miranda's Spring; 

Thus over-blown, and ſeeded, I am rather 

Fit to adorn his Chimney, than his Bed. ; 
Mir. Riſe, Miracle, ſave Malta with thy Virtue ; 

If words could make me proud, how has ſhe ſpoke, 

Yet I will try her to the very Block. 

Hard-hearted and uncivil Oriana, 

Ingrateful Payer of my Induſtries, / 

That with a ſoft painted Hypocriſie 

Cozen'ſt, and jeer'ſt my Perturbation, 

(53) Expect a witty and a fell Revenge: 

My comfort is, all Men will-think thee falſe, 

Beſide thy Husband, having been thus long 

(On this occaſion) in my Fort, and Power 


Enter Norandine, Colonna, and Lucinda with a Child, 


I'll hear no more words: Captain, let's away, 
With all care ſee to her; and you, Lucinda, 
Attend her diligently ; ſhe's a Wonder, 

Nor. Have you found ſhe was well delivered? 
What, had ſhe a good Midwife, is all well? 

Mir. You're merry, Norandine. 


(s 3) Exper a witty and a fell Revenge : ] The Coupling of theſe 
two Epithets, perhaps, never was from the Poet's Pen. 3 inclin'd 
to think that we have the ſame Corruption here, as in The Wild-goo/e 
Chace ; and that in both Places we ſhould read not a7, but wergh!y. 


Luc. 


De Knight of Malta. 
Luc, Why weep you, Lady ? 


Ori. Take the poor Babe along. 
Col. Madam, ttis here. | 


Ori, Diſſembling Death, why didſt thou let me live 
To ſee this change, my greateſt Cauſe to grieve? [ Exeunt. 


, 
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| [Synnet, i. e. Flouriſh of Trumpets. 

Enter Aſtorius, Caſtriot, Valetta, Gomera, Knights, two 
Biſhops, Mountferrat guarded by Corporal and Soldiers, 

Abdella, a Gentleman with a Cloak, Sword, and Spurs. 


Val. A tender Husband haſt thou ſhew'd thyſelf, 
My deareſt Brother, and (55) thy Memory, ' 
After my Life, in brazen Characters | 
Shall monumentally be regiſter'd 


To Ages conſequent, (56) till Time's running Hand 
Beats back the World to undiſtinguiſh'd Chaos, 


5 And 
(54). 7: E >: NB 


Enter Aforius, Caſtriot, Valetta, Gomera, Synnet, Knights, two Biſhops, 
Mountferrat guarded by Corporal and Soldiers, Abdella, a Gentleman 
with a Cloak, Sword, and Spurs; Gomera.] This Stage · direction ſeems 
not to be faultleſs. Synnet, a Term us'd oft by Shakeſprar, and once 
before this by our Authors in Valentinian for a Flouri/h of Trumpets, is here 
made a Perſon equal in Dignity to Valetta, &c. Then to put two Gomeras 
upon us when one was ſufficient, muſt at leaſt he acknowledg'd as ano- 
ther Overſight. But the higheſt Objectioꝶ is not ſo much againſt the 
Editors as the Authors of this Play, for the very great Omiſſion of 
Racca's Name and Puniſhment. He, tis true, was not ſuch an enor- 
mous Offender as Mountferrat and Abdella, yet poetic Juſtice, in ſome 
Shape, ſhould doubtleſs have arreſted him, for being ſo deeply concern'd 
in ſupport of their Villany. | ff) 


(ghee Ie a oo 
After my life, in brazen Charatlers | 
Shall monumentally be regiſter'd, &c,) If the Reader would give 
me leave, I would propole reading 2% for my. I think it better, and ſo 
perhaps may he too. | 


(56) — till Time's running Hand 

Beats back the World to undiflinguiſÞ'd Chaos.) Running is, 1 
allow, a proper Epichet to Time, but Tim?'s running Hand * | 
Vo t. VII. orld 
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And on the Top of that thy Name ſhall Band. 
Freſh, and without Decay. 

Com. O honour'd Sir! 1 
If hope of this, or any Bliſs to come, 1 
Could Tut my Load of Grief off from my Soul, 
Or expiate — 6 Treſpaſs gainſt my Wife, 
That in one Hour's Suſpicion 1 begat, | 
I might be won to be a Man again, - 
And fare like other Husbands, ſleep and eat, 
Laugh, and forget my pleaſing Penitence ; 

But till old Nature can make ſuch a Wife 
Again, I vow ne'er to reſume the Order 
And Habits that to Men are neceſſary; | 
All Breath I'll ſpend in Sighs, all Sound in Groans, 
And know no Comp'ny but my waſting Means. 

Aſto. This will be wilful Murder on yourſelf, 
Nor like a Chriſtian do you. bear the Chance | 
Which th' inſcrutable Will of Heav'n admits. 

Com. What would you have my Weakneſs do, that fig | 
Suffer d itſelf thus to be practis' don 
By a-damn'd Hell-hound, and his agent 3 
The impious Midwife to "abortive Births, 
And cruel Inſtrument to his Decrees? 
By Forgery they firſt aſſail'd her Life, 
Heay' 'n playing with us yet, in that, he wrought 
My deareſt Friend, the Servant to her Virtue, - 
To Combat me, againſt his Miſtreſs Truth. 
That yet effectleſs, this enchanting Witch 
Bred baneful Jealouſy againſt my Lady, 
My moſt immac'late Lady, which ſciz'd on her 
Almoft to Death: Oh yet! not yet content, 
She in my Hand put (to reſtore her Life 
As I imagin'd) what did execute 
Their der liſh Malice ; farther, great "mth Child 
Was this poor Innocent, that too was loſt, 
They doubled Death upon her ; not ſtaying there, 


Mili to Chaos, does not ſeem to me a very clear and conſiſtent Meta- 
phor ; and as Ruining is ſo very near the trace of the Letters, and ap. 
pears to have much more Propriety and N than the former, I 
think it bids ſais for having wee the Original, Mr, Seward. 


They 


* 
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They have done violence unto her Tomb, 2 
Not granting Reſt unto her in the Grave: 
] with Miranda had enjoy'd my Prize; 
For ſure I'm-puniſh'd for uſurping her. 
Oh what a Tyger is reliſted Luſt? 
How it doth forage all ? 
Mount. Part of this Tale 
I grant you true; but twas not poiſon giv'n her ? 
Abd. I would it had, we had been far enough, 
If we had been ſo wiſe, and had not now / 
Stood curtfing for your Mercies here. 
Mount. Belides, | 
What is become o' th? Body we know not. 
Val. (57) Peace, Impudents ; 
And, dear Gomera, practice Patience 
As I my felf muſt ; by ſome means at laſt 
We ſhall diſſolve this Riddle. 
 Gom. Wherefore comes 
This Villain in this Feſtival Array, 
As if he triumph'd for his Treachery ? 


Caſt. That is by our Appointment: give us leave. 
You ſhall know why anon. 


Enter Miranda, Norandine, and Colonna. 


(58) Val. One of th" Eguard. 
Egg. The Gentlemen are come. 
Val. Truce then a while, 


With our ſad thoughts; what, are you both reſolw id? 


) Peace, Impudents ;] So reads the firſt Folio Co , which Ipre- 
108 the Ledien of the * Books, * c 
Peace, Impudence. 
(58) Valetta. One of th Eſguard. : 
Eſg. The Gentlemen are come.) Mr; "OP! faw with. me, 
that to put One of the Eſguard i into Valetta's Mouth, was falſe and ri- 
diculous. The Stage Direction was undoubtedly given by e our 1 


phors thus, 
2 Enter one of the E/zzard.. 
Fig. The Gentlemen are come, ; 
Valetta. Truce then a while 
pn With your fad Thoughts, 
Enter Miranda, Norandine and” Colonna, 
I bat, are v both ln & C. 
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have reformed the prefent Text. 
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Nor. Not I, my Lord, your down-right Captain ſtill, 


III live, and farve you, not that altogether 


I want compunction of Conſcience, 

I have enough to ſave me, and that's all ; 

Bar me from Drink, and Drabs? —ev'n hang me too 
You muſt ev'n make your Captains Capons firſt; -_ 
I have too much Fleſh for this ſpiricual Knighthood, 


And therefore do deſire forbearance, Sir, 


Till I am older, or more moruty'd ; ; 


I am too ſound yet. 


Val. What ſay you, Miranda? 
Mir. With all pure Zeal to Heav'n, , Duty to you, 
I come to undergo't. 
Val. Proceed to th* Ceremony. I Title 
Com. Before you match with this bright honour'd 
Admir'd Miranda, pardon what in Thought 
I ever did tranſgreſs againſt your Virtue ; 
And may you find more Joy with your new Bride, 
Than poor Gomera &er enjoy*d with his; | 
But *rwas mine own Crime, and I ſuffer for't: 
Long wear your Dignity, and worthily, 


| Whilſt I obſcurely in ſome (59) Corner vaniſh. 


Mir, Have ſtronger thoughts, and better; firſt I crave, 


According to the Order of the Court, 


I may diſpoſe my Captives, and the Fort, 
That with a clean and purified Heart 


The fitlier I may endue my Robe, 


All. Tis granted. 
Enter Oriana vai d, Ladies, Lucinda with a Child, 
. Mir. Bring the Captives. To your charge | 


And ſtaid Tuition, my moſt noble Friend, 
I then commend this Lady; ſtart not off 
A fairer and a chaſter never liv'd; 


By her own choice you are her Guardian 3 
For ns I was to leave my Fort, 
And to on quite all worldly cares, 


(59) — Corner varniſh. ] The frſt Folio Edition ha ily knows 
of no ſuch ridiculous Reading as this, and 'tis from that Copy that [ 


He 
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Her own requeſt, was, to Gomera's Hands 9 
She might be giv'n in Cuſtody, for ſheꝰad heard 


He was a Gentleman, wiſe, and temperate, 
Full of Humanity to Women-kind, 


And *cauſe he had been married, knew the better 


How to entreat a Lady, 4 

Val. What Country-woman is ſhe? 

Mir. Born a Gren. 1 

Val. Gomera, twill be barbarous to deny 
A Lady, that unto your Refuge flies, 

And ſeeks to ſhrowd her under Virtue's Wing. 

Com. Excuſe me, noble Sir; (60) oh think me not 
So dull a Devil, to forget the loſs _ 
Of ſuch a matchleſs Wife as I pofleſs'd, 

And ever to endure the ſight of Woman: 
Were ſhe the Abſtract of her Sex for Form, 
The only Warehouſe of Perfection, 51 
Were there no Roſe nor Lilly but her Cheek, 
No Muſick but her Tongue, Virtue but hers 
She muſt not reſt near me; my Vow is graven 
Here in my Heart, irrevocably breath'd, 
And when I break it | 
Aſto. This is rudeneſs, Spaniard, 


 Unſeaſonably you play the Timoniſt, 


Put on a Diſpoſition is not yours, 


Which neither fits you, nor becomes you. 


Som. Sir. 


Caſt. We cannot force you, but we would perfwade. 
Gom, Beſeech you, Sir, no more, I am refoly'd 


- 


To forſake Malta, tread a Pilgrimage 


(60 think me not 

So dull a Devil.—] Thoſe Errors, which leave ſome 
Senſe, are often the moſt dangerous: This I believe was the Caſe of 
Time's running Hand, quoted above; the ſame I think in this Inſtance. 


I heſitated upon it from the lowneſs of the Ex on, when I per- 


ceived that the Change of a ſingle Letter wou'd give a noble and a 


nervous Senſe, | 
So full a Devil, — 


7 * 1 __ ſo es Devil as to forget the worth of her 
ave killed, ule of /u// in this manner I cou'd give man 
Inſtances of. Me. train, 


To 


* 
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To fair Jeruſalem, for my Lady's 1 
And will not be diverted. 
Mir. Vou muſt bear 
This Child along w' ye then. 
Com. What Child? 
All. How's this? 
Mir. Nay then, 'Gomera, thou'r rt injurious; 
This Child is thine, and this rejected Lady 
'Thou haſt as often known, as thine own Wife, 42% 
And this I'll make good on thee, with my Sword. 


Gom. Thou durſt as well blaſpheme: if ſuch a Rate 
Il crave the Rights due to a e | 


Woman, unvail. 
Ori.. Will you-refuſe me es 
Com. My Wife! 
Val. My Siſter! 
Gom. Some Body thank Heay? n, 
I cannot ſpe 
All. All Praiſe be ever given, 
Mount. This ſaves our lives, yet would ſhe had been dead ; 
The very ſight of her afflicts me more 
Than fear of Puniſhment, or my Diſgrace. 
Val. How came you to the Temple? 
Mir. Sir, to do 
My poor Devotions, and to offer Thanks 
For ſcaping a Temptation near perforn'd. 
With this fair Virgin. I reſtore a Wife | 
Earth cannot parallel; and buſie Nature, 
If thou wilt (till make Women, but remember 
To work 'em by this Sampler — take heed, Sir, 
Henceforth you never doubt, Sir. 
Gom, When I do, 
Death take me ſuddenly, 
Mir. T' increaſe your Happineſs 
To your beſt Wife take this Addition. 
Gives hi Chill, 
Com. Alack my poor Knave. x 2 . 
Val. The confeſſion _ 
The Moor made t ſeems was truth. 


Nr. 
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Nor. Marry was it, Sir; the only truth that ever iſſued 
out of Hell, which her black Jaws reſemble; a plague 


o your Bacon-face, you muſt be giving drinks with a 


Vengeance; ah thou branded Bitch, do ye ſtare goggles? 
I hope to make W inter-boots o' thy Hide yet, ſhe fears 
not damning : Hell fire cannot parch her blacker than ſhe 
is: D' ye grin, Chimney-ſweeper ? 

Ori. What is't, Miranda? ö 

Mir. That you would pleaſe Lucinda might attend you. 

Col. That Suit, Sir, I conſent not to. 

Luc. My Husband ? 


My deareſt Angelo? 


Nor. More Figgam-bobs ; is not this the Fellow that 
ſwum like a Duck to th' Shore in our Sea-ſervice? 

Col. The very fame; do not you know me now, Sir, 
My Name is Angelo, though Colonna vail'd it, 


' Your Country-man and Kinſman, born in Florence, 


Who from the Neighbour-Ifland here of Go 

Was Captive led, in that unfortunate Day _ | 
When the Turk bore with him three thouſand Souls z 
Since, in. Conſtantinople have I liv'd, | 

Where I beheld this Turki/b Damſel firſt. 

A tedious Suitor was I for her Love, 

And pitying ſuch a beauteous Caſe ſhould hide 

A Soul prophan'd with Infidelity, * - 

I labour'd her Converſion with my Love, / 


And doubly won her; to fair Faith her Soul 


She firſt berroth'd, and then her Faith to me; 
But fearful there to conſummate this Contract 

We fled, and in that flight were ta'en again 

By th ſe ſame Gallies, fore Valelta fought : 

Since in your Service J attended her, 

Where, what I ſaw, and heard, hath joy'd'me more' 


Than all my paſt Afffictions griev d before. [randa, 


Pal. Wonders crown Wonders; take thy Wife: 2 
Be henceforth called our Malta's better Angel, ; 
And thou her evil, Mounfferrat. | 
Nor. Well call him Cacodemon, with his black Gib 
there, his Succuba, his Devil's Seed, his Spawn of Pble- 
rt that o' my Conſcience was bred o the Spume of 
Cocytus z 
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Cocytus; do ye ſnarle, you black Jill? ſhe looks like the 
Picture of America. . | 5 3 

Val. Why ſtay we now? / 

Mir. This laſt Petition to the Court, 

I may bequeath the keeping of my Fort 

To this my Kinſman, tow'rd the Maintenance 

Of him, and his fair virtuous Wife; Diſcreet, 

Loyal, and Valiant I dare give him you. 

Val. You muſt not ask. in vain, Sir. 

Cl. My beſt thanks 1 

To you my noble Couſin, and my ſervice 1 

To the whole Court; may I deſerve this Bounty. 5. 

: Pal. Proceed to th Ceremony, one of our E/zuard 

Degrade Mountferrat firſt, 1 87 TY 

Mount. I will not ſue 1 

For Mercy, twere in vain; Fortune thy worſt. { Mu/ick 


An Altar diſcover d, with Tapers, and a Book on it, The 
tuo Biſhops ſtand on each ſide of it; Mountferrat, as the 
Cong ts ſinging, aſcends up the Altar, | 


He, fee, the flain of Honour, Virtue's foe, 
| Of Virgm's fair Fames the foul Overthrow, 
That broken bath his Oath of Chaſtity, 
.  Diſbonour'd much this boly Dignity, 
Off with his Robe, expel him forth this Place, 
Whilſt we rejoyce, and fing at bis Diſgrace. 


Val. Since by thy Actions thou haſt made thy ſelf 
Unworthy of that worthy Sign thou wear'ſt, 
And of our facred Order, into which | 
For former Virtues we receiv'd thee firſt, 
According to our Statutes, Ordinances, 
For Praiſe unto the good, a Terror to 
The bad, and an Example to all Men; 
We here deprive thee of our Habit, and | 
Declare thee unworthy our Society, PE en . 
From which we do expel thee, as a rotten, 
Corrupted and contagious Member, 
Eſg. Uſing th? 2 the Superior 
Hath giv'n unto ine, I untie this Knot, 


PP TJ 


2 . 


The Bush; iP Malta. 885 * 

Ad ubs Bam thee the pleaſing Teak of Heyn: 6 
We take from off thy Breaſt this holy Croſs bu. 
Which thou haſt made thy Burthen, not thy bop . 
Thy Spurs we ſpoil ches ef, (61) Kaving thy Hes 
Bare of thy Honour, that have kick*d againtt 
Our Order's Precepts ; next we reave thy Sword, W 
And give thee armleſs to thy Enemies = eK 

For being Foe to Goodneſs, and to Heav nn 
Laſt, bout thy ſtiff Neck, we this Halter "ANF "AD. 
And leave thee (62) to the. ey of * Court. A. 


Val. Inveſt Miranda. # 1 5 


Hoot Jo 230 7 


8 0 N Gi 4604-24474 ad 
Fair Child — Vi irtue, Honour? s go” | 
Wat here with burning Zeal doſt come, 
With" Foy to ast the M bite croſs Coat, 
And ld unto this pleaſing Tak, 
That being young, vows Chaſtity, , 
And chuſeft wilful Poverty ,, . (_. 


As this Flame mounts, ſo mount. thy Zeal, thy 2 
* paſt the Stars, and fix in Heav'n 2 ae 


* , 
. 
. _ 


I Bib. W hat crave you, gentle s? AS: nf - 
Mir. Humble admittance N aa 
To be a Brother of the holy Hoſpial 
Of great Jeruſalem. 
2 Biſb. Breath out your Vow... * 
Mir. To Heav'n, and all the Bench of LE above, 
(Whoſe Succour Timplore tꝰ enable me, 
| vow henceforth a chaſte Life; not to enjoy - 


Any N Proper to my ſelf; Obedience 


t 


\ 


(61) < — — Lode hy Heels 


| Bare of thy Honour, —] 1 *. c 9 the Poets wou'd i ima - | 
gine themſelves wrong d, if I lay we ſhould read, 


Bare of their Hondur jus ln 


and tis Ede the Manuſeript might eignally n 6 nity . 
| (62 the oldeſt Folio. The reſt, . 66 


to the Mercy of thy Court. 2 
Vor. ME & oo "4. "Wl 


386 The Knight of Malt I 
To my Sezen, hom Religion i) + 0 


Een Agde Death the Clriſien Enemy 8 QT 
This do I vow.t' accompliſh. | 1 0 - 


" 


. On ſuch a ſacred Figure, for our Sins, 


And Heav'n ſhall give me; — 


The virtucus ame of Ladies, and t' r 


Eg. Who can tell. | 9 O wo 
Has he tnade other Vow, or ng e, 
To any one, or is in Servitude? 
All. He's free from all tbeſeQ. 
ee his Spurs, and. gird him ith te 
TY ord, 
The ſcourge of Infidels, und Types of ſpeed. 


' Build'ſt thou thy Faith on this? EINE the 805 


Mir. On him that dy'd AX 
2 Biſh.. Here, then we fix it on thy left ſide, for 

Thy. increaſe of Faith, Chriſtian Defence, and Service 

To he poor; and thus near to thy Heart we plant it 

That thou mayſt love it ev'n with all thy Heart; 

With thy right Hand protect, preſerve it whole ; ; 

For if thou fighting gainſt Heav'n's Enemies 

Shalt fly away, abandoning the Cross 

The Enſign of thy holy General, | 

With Shame thou juſtly ſhalt be Tobb'd of; it, 

Chas'd from our Company, and. cut ME, 


As an infectious putrified Limb. 


Mir. I ask no Favour. 
1 Biſh. Then recejve the Yoak er 
Ofchim that makes it ſweet and W in hich, 
Thy Soul find ber eternal Reſt. 
Val. Moſt welcome. 
All, Welcome, our noble Brother. 
pal. 8 up the Court; ; Mouniferrats. thaugh your 
eds, . 


Confpiring *gain{t, the Lives of Innocents, 
Have forfeited your own, we will not ſtain 


Our white Croſs with your Blood; your Doom i then | 


To marry this et of your — 


＋ 
— a RDP «cs qa a 


2 Which 


The Knight of Malta. 387 


Which done, (63) we baniſh you the Continentz * 

If either, after three Days, here be found, 

The Hand of Law lays hold» upon your Lives. 
Nor. Away French Stallion, now you have a Barbary 

E . of your own, go leap her, and engender young de- 

/ vilings. 12 


Val. We will find ſomething, noble Norandine, 


f To quit your Merit; fo to civil Feaſts 
| According to our Cuſtoms ; and all pray ' © —© 
The Dew of Grace, bleſs our new Knight to Day, _| 
9 | | | [ Exeunt omnes. 
(63) —we baniſh you the Continent ;] Wou'd not one think, tho'. 
they are here in an Iſland, that they were actually upon the Conti- 
nent? Certainly the Exgliſb of our Days, and that of our Poets, has 


2 great Alterations, if we &ght not to read by a ſmall Ad- 
tion, 0 5 obs ' , 8 ; 


we baniſh you to thi Continent. 
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Rn On. the reviving of this Play. 


Tatues ad Highs challenge Price and Fund; 3 25 = 

If they can juſtly boaſt, and prove they came EA b 

From Phidias or Apelles. None deny, „ ** ill 
Poets and Painters hold a Sympathy z - - 5 „ 


Zet their Works may decay, and loſe FEY Grace, Wy is 
Receiving blemiſh in their Limbs or Face. e 1 
When the Mind's Art has this Prebemmence, * if 
She fill retaineth ber firſt Excellent, © ©» is 
Then why could not this dear Piece be eflceentd 2 
Child to the richeſt Fancies that ter teem d? | 
When not their meaneſt Off- ſpring, that came forth, © 
But bore the Image of their Fathers worth. V 

Beaumont's, and Fletcher's, whoſe Deſert out-ways * _ | 
The beſt Applauſe, and their leaſt ſprig of. Bas  « 

Is worthy Phœbus; and who comes to gather EE 
Their fruits of Wit, he ſhall not rob the Treaſure. 
Nor can you ever ſurfeit of the Plenty, ON 
Nor can you call them rare, though they be dainty, 
The more you take, the more you do them fight, 

And we will thank you for your own Delight, » 


* 


„„ MAS 


* * 


_PRaMATIS PERSONE.c 


MEN, 


Sſiftant, or. Governor: 


Vitelli, a young Gentleman, Enemy to Alvarez. 
Lamoral, a fighting. Gallant, Friend to Vitelli. 
Anaſtro, an boneſt Gentleman, Friend to Vitelli. 


* 


Don Alvaraz, a noble Gentleman, 2 to Lucio, and 


Clara. 
Syavedra, Friend to Alvarez. 


Luci io, Son 40 Alvarez, a brave yourg Gentleman in Mo- 
man's Habit. 


Alguazeir, a ſharking: es Confable.. 
- Pachieco, 4 Cobler, 


Mendoza, 4 J Botcher 8 0 Worſhip, 
* Mendoza, & Smith, ned” Big 


Lazarillo, Pachieco bj; hungry Servant 


| Bobadilla, a willy 51 Jn Servant to Eugenta, aid Star ; 


to Alvarez. W 
1 1 80 * 1 
. 3 n 


WO M E N. 


: Fugenls, a virtuous Lady, Miſe io Don Alvarez. 


Clara, Daughter to Eugenia, he martial Maid, Patiant 
and Chaſte, enamoured of Vitelli, 

Genevora, Sifter 40. Vitelli, in love with Lucio. 

Malroda, a wanton Mijires of Vitelli,, | 7 
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AG Tx SCENE L 5 
Wh / ) 
Fun Yoſt Lamoral, and Anaſro 4 Eu 
: ge ater E L mw FRG ©! AED 54 1 
Lvareꝛ pardon'd ? , : 9 
= "2. And return d, e i109 HH -; -* 
Lam. Ta bim Lang 3 . 
At St. Lucars, and ſuch a general welcome, 
Fame, as Harbinger to his brave Actions, 
Had with the eaſie People prepar'd for him, 
As if by his command alonę, and Fortune, f 
Holland, with thoſe low Pfovinces, that hold out 
Againſt the Arch-Duke; were again compell'd O 
With thei to give up their Lives x7 . 
To be at his Devotion. Ro bog T 
Vit. You amaze me- 6-0 


gh Pve heard, that when he fled from gen 
To fave his Life (then. forfeited to Law ; 


For murthering Don Pedro my dear Uncle) ' . + * „ 
His een Wants * him to * pay 
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| 394 Love's Cure: Or, © 


T u Army, fue down then before Open, 


Twas never yet reported, by whoſe Favour 
He durſt 1 Jade cf a Thought 
Of comin 3 with Pardon. | 

ina. I is our Nature 5 © 
Or not to hear, or not to give belief 
To what we wiſh far from our 7 

Lam. Sir, tis moſt certain, the T1fanta's Letters 
Aſſiſted by the Arch-Duke's, to King Philip, 
Have not alone ſecur'd him from the Rigour 
. Of our Caſtilian Juſtice, but return'd him 

A free Man, and in Grace. Yes NE. 
Pit. By what curs'd means * 
Could ſuch a Fugitive ariſe unto 
The knowledge of · their Highneſſes? Much more 
(T hough known) to ſtand but in _ leaſt Degree 


« - 


Of favour with them? 

Lam. To give ſatis faction 

To your Demand, (though to praiſe bim [ hate, 

Can yield me ſmall contentment) I will tell * 
And truly; ſince ſhould I detract his Worth, 
Twould argue want of Merit in my ſelf. 
- Briefly to paſs his tedious Pilgrimage 
For ſixteen years, a baniſh'd guilty Man, 
And to forget the Storms, th* Affrights, the Horrours, 
His Conſtancy, not Fortune overcame,. .. 
I bring him, with his little Son, grown Man 
(Though twas faid here, he took a Daughter with him) 
+ o. Oftends bloody Siege, that ſtage of War, 
Wherein the flower of many Nations acted, | 
And the whole Chriftian World Spectators were; 
There by his Son, or were he by Adoption, 
Or Nature his, a brave Scene was preſented, 
Which I make choice to fpeak of, ſince from that 
The good ſucceſs of Alvarez had beginning. 

Vit. Sol love Virtue in an Enemy 
That. I defire in the relation of 


This young Man's glorious Deed, you'll K our ſelf 
A Friend to Truth, and it. | Py 


Vun. Such was my purpoſe, 


The 


T 


lo. AS 


De "Martial Nad. 


The Town being oft aſſaulted, but in vain, 
To dare the proud Defendants to a Sally, | 
Weary of eaſe, Don Tnigo Peralta, | | » 46 1 
Son to. the General of our Caſtile Forces, 

All arm'd, advanc'd within Thor of their Walle, 
From whence the Muſqueteers plaid thick 2 bim; 3 
Yet he, brave Youth; — careleſs of the Danger, 
As careful of his Honour, drew his Snot, 

And waving it about his Head, as if 

He dar'd one ſpirited like himſelf, to trial 

Of ſingle Valor, he made his Retreat : 

With ſuch a ſlow, (1) and yet majeſtic, pace, 

As if he ſtill call'd loud, Dare none come on? 
When ſuddenly, from a Poſtern of the TO] m _ 
Two gallant Horſemen iſſued, and ofertook him, 

The Army looking on, yet not a Man 
That Jurſt relieve the raſh Adventurer; 
W hich Lucio, Son to Alvarez, then ſeeing 

As in the Vant-guard he fate bravely mounted, 

(Or were it pity of the Youth's Misfartune, 

Care to preſerve the Honour of his Country, 

Or bold Deſire to get himſelf a Name, | 
He made his brave Horſe like a Whirlwind bear him 
Among the Combatants; and in a Moment 
Diſcharg'd his Petionel, with ſuch fure aim 
That of the adverſe party from his Horſe | 
One tumbled dead, then wheeling round, and Env: 
A Faulchion, ſwift as Lightning he came on 
Upon the other, and with one ſtrong Blow. 

In view of the amazed Town, and Camp, 
He ſtruck him dead, and —_— Peralta on” 
With double Honour to himſelf. 

Vit. Twas brave: . 
But the ſuccels of this? | * 


q 0 5 
: 


(1) —and 708 — — males but bad Work 


here, For tho a 4 majeſtic. Page.always implies a ow one, yet a low Sh 


Pace does not always imply a majeſtic one. Nay, the Line by this un- 
hone yet, . the Pace to be le majeftic for being flu. Per- 
| haps we may do the Poets no wrong if we ſuppoſe they wrote fo, i 
— a ſlow, and chat majeſtic pace. , 

1 Lam, ; 


ö 
in 
; 
6 
4 
2 
[ 

\J 
5 

4 
| 
2 
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That the Iufanta wept, and inſtantly 
- Granting his Suit, working the Aich-Diike: to it, 0 


396 Tode Cure: Or, 


Lam. The Camp receiv'd him 


With Acclamations of joy and welcome = 
And for Addition to the fair reward, 


(Being a maſſy Chain of Gold giv'n to — A | 


By young Peralta's Father,) he was brought 


| To the Tnfanta's Preſence, kiſs'd her Hand. 

And from that Lady, (greater in her Goodneſs. „28 221 
Than her high Birth) had this encouragement: 
Go on young Man; yet not to feed thy Wis, = 


With hope of Recompence to come, from me, 
For preſent-Satisfaction of what's paſt. 
Ask any thing that's fit ſor me to 77 


And thee to take, and be aflur*d of. it. 


Ana. Excellent Princeſs.” ©. :; 
Vit. And ſtil'd worthily '- '': 7 


The Heart-blood, nay, the Soul of Soldiers, 1 . 
But what was his Requeſt? 1 


Lam. That the Repeal 


SHE Of Alvarez makes plain; he — begg'd - 
His. Father's Pardon, and ſo moving, 


Told the ſad Story of your Uncle's Death 


Their Letters were: directed to the King, 


With whom they ſo Py Tat Alvarez - 
1 freely pardon'd. | > h h d 


Vit. Tis not in the King 


To make that good. ” lar 42K 


Ana. Not in the King? What Subject 


Dares contradict his Pow'r ? - 


Vit. In this I dare, 65 F 


And will; and not call his Prerogative ef1 *! * 
In Queſtion, nor preſume to limit it. 
(. 2) I know he is the Maſter of lis I ut 


And may forgive the Forfeits made to chem, 


5 But not the Injury done to my Honour; 


And ſince (forgetting my brave Uncle's Merits 


* 


N 1 ha be. 3s the Mafter—] So. the oldeſt Folio. The reſt, 
1 know be Mater.. 


And 


„. . * a 


r 


ud ed k 5&5 - 


The Martial Maid. 
And many Services, under Duke D'Alua) * * . | 
He ſuffers him to fall, wreſting from Jultice 11 ant] 
The powerful Sword, that would revenge his ban. 
III fill with this Alrea' s empty Hand, 

And in my juſt wreak, make this Arm the King's „ 


My deadly hate to Alvarez, and his Houſe, - 
Which as I grew in Vears, hath ſtill increas'd; 


(As if it call'd on Time to make me Man,) + | 


* 


Slept. while it had no Object for her Fur, 
But a weak Woman, and her talk*d of Daughter; 
But now, ſince there are (3). Quarries, worth her Flight 


Both in the Father, and his hopeful sons 


P11 boldly caſt her off, and gorge her full 
With: both their Hearts * (4) to further which, your 
; Friendſhip, * Fo *. 
And Oaths, will your Alliſtance: "fat your Deeds IN 
Make anſwer to me; uſeleſs are all Words | 
T ul! you a writ ces nay y_ Swords. . ® 
areal th [ Excunt. 
s c- E N E bi 951 
Enter Bobadilla == Lnxio. 5 


Ds Go fetch my Work; ; this Ruff was not well” 
' ſtarch'd, 
So tell the Maid, *t has too mack blue in it, 
And look you that the Partridge and the Pullen 
Have clean Meat, and freſh Water, or my Mother 
Is cms 7 


6) Auarries, worth her fight,] This / he, tho it is not ge- 
ther 98 e the Chain 4 Metaphors taken from 


Falconry. Our buſineſs then muſt be to join it again (a thing. not 


hard to be done) by changing one Letter, and adding another, thus, 
+ But now, fence there urs Puarrieg, worth. her Flight. 
Mr. Seward concurred too in the ſame Correction. 
(4) to further which, your Friendſhip, 
And Oatbs; will yourr Afiftance, let your Deeds.) Thus nol 
the ®wo laſt Editions, and the firſt not a great deal better. Had 
the Editors of any one of the Copies underſtood this Paſſage, they 


would have taken better care in the Punctuation, and given the Text 


as Mr. ene and my ſelf have done in the preſent — ; 
; 0 0 . 
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Bob. Oh good St. Jagues help me: Was there ever ſuch 
an Hcramophrodite heard of? Would any Wench] iving; 
. - Jieve, that the beſt of a Man lies under this Petticoat, 
and 91 Cod · pieoe were far fitter here, than a pinn'd 
Placket? - Es | 


Tuc. You had beſt talk filthily, do; 1 have a Tongue 


To tell my Mother, as well as Ears to hear 
' Your Ribaldry, V 
Bob. Nay, you have ten Womens Tongues that way, 
I am ſure: Why my y aſter or Miſtreſs, Madam, 
Don, or what you will, what the Devil have you to do 
with Pullen, or Partidge? or to fit pricking on a Clout 


all Day? You have a better Needle, I know, and might 


make better Work, if you had grace to uſe it. 


Tuc. Why, howdate you ſpeak this before me, Sirrah? 


Bob. Nay rather, why dare not you do what I fpeak? 
——Tho' my Lady your Mother, for fear of Vitelli and 


his Faction, hath brought you up like her Daughter, and 


has kept you theſe twenty Tears, (which is ever ſince you 
were Born.) a cloſe Priſoner within Doors; yet ſince you 
are a Man, and are as well provided as other Men are, 
methinks you ſhould have the ſame Motions of the Fleſh, 
as other Cavaliers of us are inclin d unto. \ at 
Luc. Indeed you have cauſe to love thoſe wanton 
FF . 


* - 


(5) They having holpe you to an excellent Whipping, 


For doing ſomethigg, I but put y in mind of it, 


With th' Indian Maid, the Governor ſent my Mother | 
From Mexico. | | 


— 


Bob. Why, I but taught her a Spaniſh trick in Charity, 
and holpe the King to a Subject that may live (þ) to take 


grave 


(5) They having hope you fo an——] The Abſurdity of this Lection 
any Reader will eaſily perceive, and read with Mr. Theobald and my 


ſelf as J have given the Text. 


EE (456) ro take Grave Maurice Priſoner] Grave is printed in the laſt 


Editions with a great Letter and in Halics, as if it was a proper 

Name, whereas it is an Epithet only, and a Characteriſtic of Prince 

Maurice of Naſſau, who after performing great Actions againſt the 

_ Spaniards, is faid to have dy'd of Grief” on account of the Siege of 
\ * 


* 


. 


Breaa. | 


1 
I 
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grave Arie Priſoner, and that was more good to the 


State, than a thouſand ſuch as you are ever like to do: 
and I:wilt tell you, (in a Fatherly care of the Infant I 


ſpeak _ he Rye (as bleſs the Babe, in Paſſion-I nec | 


member him) to your Years, ſhall he ſpend his time in 
pinning, painting, purling, and perfuming as vou do? 
no, he ſhall to the Wars, uſe his Span Pike, tho”. with 


the danger of the laſh, as his Father has done, and when 


he is provoked, as I am now, draw his Toleds Treg 
ly, a. 
1 You will not kill me? oli; E 

Bob. 1 knew this would ſilence PEE how he hides bis x 
Eyes? If he were 2 Wench now, as he feems, What an 
advantage had I, drawing two Toledo when one can do 
this? But oh me, my 2 "muſt put up: Young 
Maſter, I did but jeſt: e n naſe? ew: 
made of him? 


„ inn Eugenia and Servant. 


Eug. For bringing this, be {till my Friend; no o more 


A Servant, to me. 

an. hat's the matter? 8 

g. Here, 

Ben 198 where I am "1 to receive | 
Aſſurance of my Alvarez return, 
I will kneel down; and may thoſe Holy an 
That now poſſeſs me wholly, make this 
A Temple to me, where I may give thanks 
For this uphop'd for Bleſſing, Heav'n's kind Hand | 
Hath, pour'd upon me. 3 
Luc. Let my Duty, Madam, 
Preſume if you have us of Jay,” t intreat 
I may ſhare in it. 


Breda. Strada de Bello Belgico, tho' a bigotted Feſuit, and extremely 
prejudic'd againſt the Proteſtants, gives Prince Maurice the following 


Character. Hic illi Mauritius eft, d nobis ſæpe, nec fine fortis & cauti 


Ducis laude memorandus, i, e. This is that Maurice whom we ſhall 

often ſpeak of, and never without the CITE of a brave and ca- 

tems General. I a Mr. Seward. 
i . ; | * 


— 


8 


SY 


400 Love's Cure: hte | 
Bob. Tis well, be has Target 9), how I "Irighted. a 


get. 

Eig. Thou ſhale; "Y but firſt kneel with, me Lavin bar 
No more Poſthumia now, thou haſt a Father, _ 
A Father living to take off that Name, 

Which my too credylaus Fears, that he was dead: 


Beſtow d upon thee; thou ſhalt ſee him Lucio, Wok. 


And make him young again, by ſeeing! thee, 
Who only hadſt a being in my Womd 


When he went from me, Lucia: Oh my Joy : 3 


So far tranſport me, that I muſt "axis jt 
The Ornaments of Matrons, Modeſty, 
And grave Behaviour; but let all forgive me 
If in'th* Expreſſion of my Soul's beſt Comfort, 
Tho? old, I do a whils forget mine Age, 8 
And play the Wanton in the Entertainment 
Of thoſe delights I have fo long deſpair'd of. F 

Luc. Shall I then ſee my Father ? 15 

Eug. This hour, Lucio; e 
Which reckon the beginning of thy life, | 
I mean that life, in which thou ſhalt appear * 5 
Jo be ſuch as I brought thee forth, a Mann 
This womaniſh Diſguiſe; . in which 1 ME FR 
So long conceal'd thee, thou ſhalt now caſt off, 
And change thoſe Qualities. thou didſt learn from me, 
0 maſculine, Virtues, for which ſeek ho Tutor, 
But let thy Father's actions be thy 2 19 5 1 
And for thee Zancho, now expect reward 
For thy true Service. 

Bib. Shall 1? you hear fellow Stephan, learn to know 
me 'more reſpedtively ; 3 how doſt thou think I ſhall be- 

| A . 
50 — uf Fighted n *. ] Hire" as | belies we have ano- 


ther troubleſome et: It has nothing to do with Hobadilla's Speech; 
but is undoubtedly the firſt Word of Eugenia's, which I would read ſo, 


Luc. Let my Duty, Madam, 
Preſame, if you have cauſe of J, t' intreat 
I may ſhare in it. 

Bob. "Tis well, he has forgot how I frighted him, 


N of i come 


» © 


s 4 _ _== a 


Er A  £2££DOC@ mc - EA n 


ne 


The Martial Maid. * 


come the Steward's Chair, ha? (8) will not theſe ſlender 
Hanches ſhow well with a Chain, and a gold Night- cap 


_ 5 r, when I take the Accompts? 
ite. and take down thoſe Blacks with which 
"S Chamber 


Hath like the Widow, her fd Miſtreſs mound, | 0 


And hang up for it the rich Perfian Arras, - 


Usgd on my wedding Night, for this to me 

Shall be a ſecond Marriage: Send for Muſick, _ 

And will the Cooks to uſe their belt of eng, 26 6 

To pleaſe the Palat. 
Bob. Will Ladyſhi ſhip inves, Pomto-pie, ia god 


| flirring diſh or an old Lady, after a long Lent. 


Ex. Begone I fay : Why Sir, you'can — 
I could, Madam: but I am now to practiſe the 
Steward's Pace, that's the reward lock for; every. Man 
ö his Gate, according to his Calling; you fel 
tenbano may walk fal, to overtake Freferment ; 
ſo, uſher me. 
Luc. Pray, Madam, ler the Waſtecoat I aft wrought 
Be made up for my Father: I will have 87 
A Cap, and Boot- hoſe, ſuitable tot. uc & mutt 
Eug. Of that | | 
We'll think hereafter, Lacio ; our Thoughts n now 
Muſt have no object but thy Father's 1 K 


To which thy help —— 1 4 


Luc. n humble n Madam. LR 


8) Will » not * + Pender Hascher Gow well AY a ; Chain, 25 
4 Gold Night- cap] Gold Helmets and Armour ] have oft read 
and heard of, but never before this do I remember to have ſeen a 
Gold Night-cap. The true Reading here 1 is Gold Chain, and 


 Night-cap. 


Thus Act III. Scene II. of this Play, Plorate nike Bobadilla. 
L your Chain right? 5. e. anne | 
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7 * ** * . : 8 
£ 4 * 2 h FF $. : CY * * 2 44 « ö p 
A 43 8 5 12 its 8 4 5 * © „„ * 
, \& : E * 2 ' IC. 
? Fe 12 


Eurer Alvarez, and cis Al 2 5 


Mat Where loſt we Ha vedra 9 

Cla. He was. met, Abba wa wt 
Ent' ring the City, by ſome. e 
Kinſmen, as he ſaid, 1 un, 
For compliment ſalce (for 10 l rhink he term'd 9 e 
He was compell'd to ſtay ; cho“ I much wonder 
A Man that knows to do, and has done well! 
Fth' Head on's Troop, when the bold a home, 
Can learn ſo ſuddenly t abuſe his timm 


2 


In apiſn Entertainment; for my part Ti 8 Wi 
(By all' the glorious rewards of Wär) 1 $8 
Id rather meet ten Enemies i'th' nl, Bu 


All fœorn to fetch my Head, than beak * 25 

To change an Hours diſcouiſe with one of theſe” '09 

Smooth City-fools, or Tifſue-Cavaliers, © 

(The only Gallants, as chey 'wiſely thin, 

Jo get a Jewel, or 2 wanton Kis 
— Court-lip, though painted. wot be 

Av. (9) My lov'd Clara, 38413 1 

(For Lace ini Name thou muſt | 

With Lucjo's bold Behaviour) — y Being 

Fth' Camp, may plead ſomething in the 8 
Of thy rough manners, Cuſtom having chang'd, 

| Though not thy Sex, the ſoftneſs of thy Nature, 

And Fortune, then a-cruel Step dame to the, 

Impos d upon thy tender ſweetneſs, burthenss 

Of Hunger, Cold, Wounds, Want, ſuch as woulderack 

The Sinews of a Man, not born a Soldier: 

Yet now ſhe ſmiles, and like a nat'ral Mother 

Looks gently on thee, Clara, entertain 

Her proffer'd Bounties with a willing Boſom; 

Thou ſhalt no more have need to uſe thy Sword; 


0) My Love Clara,] Our Authors might poſſibly, as Mr. Seward 
thinks with me, have wrote Iv Clara. The Reader will perceive 
chat Love is more proper to a W * and /av'd to a Daughter, 


Thy 


ed 
ve 


To be what you are, by entring! "yz * 


— by — Nectar, which I take from theſe, 
1 feel my Age reſtor'd, 
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Thy Beauty (which een 1 — not alter rd) 


Shall be a \ ranger Guard, to k Py: Clataco 
Than that has been, ; (though never 1s d but 1c 
And know thus much. Wc ig liv 31 

Cla. Sir, I know. cool chat e eme > 

It ſtands not Bt Duty 10 gin WE you. v8 ob wt 

In any thing and will, put, n wore A 

What ain ye ak. bet Song Leo with 

I were, what . a e e 47 

Atv. Endeavour rather vob 


As 11 were born, a Woman. * 
Enter Eugenia, Lucio, ant Servants. a4 4476 


let choice Baſck z. 
fa voice that cer tauck? a 
For joy hath ty'd my ne. 4 your e 
Au. My, Soul (for thou giv en life eg coy pit 


Embraces ber. 


+ 6 4} 4! ad 


Myriads of joys, though ſhort in number of 
Thy Virtues, fall on thee ; Oh my Augenia . 


Th” aſſurance that I do embrace thee, makes 


My twenty Years of ſorrow but a Dream; 


10 


| AO Fin 0. * 


Grow young again. 
Eug. My Lord, long „ 
'Tis à ſweet briefnels, yet in that ſhort 


All Pleaſures which I may call mine, begin. | 15 5 ; x 


And may they long increaſe, before they find 

A ſecond Period: Let mine Eyes now ſurfeit r 
On this ſo wiſh' d- for Object, and my Lips 1 
Yet modeſtly pay back — parting Kiſs 

You truſted with them, when you fled from nl, bo... 
With little Clara my ſweet Daughter; lives ſhe? ___ _, 


| Yet I could chide my ſelf, having you here, 


For being fo covetous of all Joys at once, 
T* enquire for her, you being alone, ts me 


My Clara, Lucio, my Lord, my ſel f, 
Nay more than all the World. 55 
c C 2 1 | Alto, 


T4 i Ms Þ 
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Av. Aa you, to ine are.” * 5 5 
it down, and let me u e 2 
Of 1. paſt dangers, now you re here i 55 mi 
It will give Reliſh, and fret Ap 
To my Delights, if ſuch Deli * can cloy me. 
Vet do not Alvarez ; let me firſt yield you 
Account of my Life in your Abſence, and 
Make you uainted how I have preſerv'd 1 
The ee 1 — Tok my Womb, . 
ou, in bein to leave Coun , 
Suffer; a civil Death. | oy 15 
Au. Do, my Eugenia, * 
5Tis that I moſt d toe 4 
Eug. Then know 
Alu. What Noiſe is that? [Within eluting of Sevords. 
Sa. [within]*If you are noble Enemies, | 1 
Oppreſs me not with odds, but kill me fairly. | 
Vi. [within.] Stand off, I am too many of my elf, 


Enter Bobadilla. 


Bob. Murther, Murther, Murther, your Friend, a2 Le, 
Don Syavedra is ſet upon in the Streets, nem 
Fitelli, and his Faction: Tam awo para — looking 
on them, * : 
Alv. [ll free him, or fall with him ; draw Oy Sword ; 
And follow me. | 
Cla. Fortune, I give thee thanks . = ] 
For this Occaſion once. more to uſe it. [Ex | 
Bob. Nay, hold not me Madam ; ; ifl do any hurt, 
r 
Luc. Oh I am dead with fear Let's Ay into 
Your Cloſet, Mother. 
Eug. No hour of my Life” 
Secure of danger? Heav'n be merciful, 
105 now at once diſpatch me. 


Enter Vitelli, purſued by Alvarez a — 8 cee 
_-. Clara OM off Anaſtro. 


Cla. Follow him, | 
Leave me to keep theſe off. 


Ot + IH HH 0 Mt how 


Au, 


(lo, 


_Pth' Wars, where Emulation and Example 
Join to increaſe the Courage, and make leſs 


The beſt of Virtue, Fortitude would die with him: 27 85 


Before you have me; keep off. 


| * a ſingle Oppoſite ? Hath the 8 
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Av. Aſſault my Friend; 
So near my Houſe?” + 

Vit. Nor in it will ſpare thee, . | 
Though 'twere a Temple; and PI make i i one, Em: 
being the Prieſt, and thou r L KH v4) 
I'll affer to my Uncle. . 

Alv. Haſte chou to him, - {x 215366 „ x4 
And ſay I fend thee uy ttt 7 

Cla. „Tuns put bravely by— 
And that; yet he comes on, and boldly”; rare 


The Danger; Valour, and true Reſolution 
Never appear'd fo lovely brave again— 
Sure he is more than Man, and if he fall, 


And can I ſuffer it? Forgive me Duty, 

So I love Valour, as I will protect it 

Againſt my Father, and redeem it, og 

'Tis forfeited by one I hate. | 
Vit, Come on, 

All is not loſt yer : You mall buy me dearer 


Cla. Fear me nor, 
Thy Worth has took me Priſoner, and my Sword . 
For this time knows thee only for a Friend, 
And to all elſe I turn the Point of it. 

Ha. Defend your Father's En*my ? 

Alv. Art thou mad? 

Cla. Are ye Men rather? Shall that Valour, which 
Beget you lawful Honour in the Wars, 
Prove now the Parent of an infamous Baſtard _ 
So foul, yet ſo long liv'd, as Murther will 
Be to your ſhames ? Have each of you, alone 
With your own dangers only, purchas'd Glory 
From multitudes of Enemies, not allowing 
Thoſe neareſt to you, to have part in it, 
And do you now join, and lend mutual help 


the great King, but newly waſh'd away Ty" 
S e3- "The 
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The Blood, that with the forfeit of your Life - 


Cleav*d to your Name and Family, like an Ger, F 


In this again to ſet a deeper Dye upon 

Your Infamy ? You'll ſay he's your Foe, © 
And by his raſhnels call'd on his own Ruin y 26 4 
Remember yet, he was firſt wrong' d, and then” 
Spurr'd him to What he did; and next the place 


Where now he is, your Houſe, which by TY bak 


Of hoſpitable Duty ſhould- protect him; 
Have you been twenty years a ſtranger t, Ft 
To make your entrance now in Blood? Or think you 
Your Country-man, à true born Spaniard, will be 
An Off ring fit, to pleaſe the Genius of it? 8 
No, in this Pll preſume to teach my Father, 
And this firſt Act of Diſobedience, ſhall” PICs 


Confirm I am moſt dutiful, ret. ray, bs 32d «ft 


Alu. Pm pleas c 

With what I dare not give ali watice © to. 
Unnatural Wretch, what wilt "008 do 25 

Cla. Set free © » 3h 
A noble En'my : Come not on, Eon Gotga | 
You paſs to him, through me. The way is open, | 


Farewel, when next I meet you, do not look for 


A Friend, but a vow'd Foe ; I ſee you worthy, 


And therefore now quot you, wo ny ws po . 


Of my Sword only. 
Vit. Were this Man a Friend, 


How would he win me, that being my 0 Foe 9 6 


Deſerves fo well? I thank you for my Life; 
But how I ſhall deſerve i it, Bis me leave * 
HFereaſter to conſider. 08K 

Au. Quit * 110% 1251867 
All Dang is blown over, I have Letters 
To th' Governor, i'th' King's Name, to ſecure us 
From ſuch attempts hereafter; yet We need not, 


That have fuck ſtrong Guards of our o, dread others; 


And to increaſe thy Comfort, know, this young Man, 
Whom with ſuch fervent Earneſtneſs you eye, 


Is not what he appears, bur, ſuch a one 


As thou with joy wilt bleſs, ” Daughter Clara, 


Eig. — e 
Av. The reaſon | 


Why I have; bred her un thus, at more leiſure” 
I will impart to you; wonder hot at 


What you have ſee, her do, it i leaſt 
Of many great and valiant Underta ings 1 
r FT 159 
.PlErwmca . 9. 


The Joy I have in her, wa” one as REM N 
To you, m Aue: You, in a Man, 
Have giv'n to me a Daughter; in a Woman, 
I give to you a Son; this was the Pledge 
You left here with me, whom I have brought up 
Diff*rent from what he was, as you did ans, ö 
And with the like ſucceſs; as ſhe appears 
Aker'd by Cuſtom, more than Woman, he 
Transform'd by his ſoft Life, is leſs than Man. 

Alu. Fortune in this gives 8 Satisfaction 
For alt our ſorrows pa 
Tuc. My deareſt Sifter. 

a. Kind Brother. 

Au. Now our mutual care muſt be 
Imploy*d to help wrong'd Nature, to recover 
Her right in either of them, loſt by Cuſtom : 
To you I give my Clara, and receive 
My Eucioto. my charge; and we'll cantend-! 
With loving Induſtry, who ſooneſt can 
Turn this Man Arn or this „ on: = 

Lane 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter Pachieco, * Lazarillo. 2 


Pas. (10) ROY, i on aces 
— 8 eee to walk the Streets 
in Querpo. 


2 Nay, you are a very r rank Gentleman 3 Signior, I 
am very hungry, they tell me in evil here, I look like an 
Eel, with a Mar Head; and your Neighbour the Smith 
here hard by, would have borrowed me the other Day to 
have fiſh'd with me, becauſe he had loſt his Angle-rod. 
Pac. Oh happy thou Laxarillo, being the cauſe of other 
Mens wits as in thine own; live lean and witty ſtill : | 
preſs not thy Stomach too much; (11) groſs Feeders, great 
Sleepers, great Sleepers,” fat Bodies; fat Bodies, lean 
Brains: No Laxarillo, I will make thee immortal, change 
thy Fay into Deity, for I will teach thee to live 
upon noth ng. | 

Laz. Faith Signior, I am nl then already; or 
very near it, for I do live upon little or nothing; * 
that's the reaſon the Poets are ſaid to be immortal, for 
ſome of them live upon their Wits, which is indeed as 
good as little or nothing: But good Maſter, let me be 
mortal ſtill, and let's go to Supper. 

. Be abſtinent, hear not the corruption of thy Ge: 
neration; 15 that feed, ſhall die, therefore, he that feeds 
not, ſhall live. 

Laz, Ay; but how long ſhall he live? There's the 
Queſtion, 


(10) Buy, and Cloak, and Rapier;] Thus the Copy of 1711, the 
Text is from the Edition of 1647. 


(11) groſs Feeders, great Sleepers, fat Bodies ; at Bodies, lean 
Brains: ) The Repetition in the latter made me ſuſpect that there 
was the ſame to be obſerved in the former Part of this Paſſage ; and 
upon conſulting the Folio of 1647, I found my Suſpicion fully con- 
firmed. Mr, Seward's ginn too was the ſame as mine, 

id Pac, 
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Par. As long as he can without feeding: Didſt thou 
never read of the miraculous Maid in Flanders ? — 
Lz. No, nor of any Maid elſe; for the Miracle of 
Virginity Ay ceaſes, e' er the Virgin can read 
Virginity ? 

Pac. She that liv'd three yeaſn without any other Suſte- | 
nance, than the ſmell of a Roſe. 

Laz, I've heard of her, Signior, but they fay her 
Guts ſhrunk all into Lute-ſtrings, and her Neather-parts 
cling'd together like a Serpent's Tail, ſo that though ſhe 
continued a Womin' ill above the Girdle, _ beneath 
ſhe was Monſter. 

Pac. So are moſt Women, believe it, fl 81 

Laz. Nay all Women, Signior, that can live ny upon 
the ſmell of a Roſe. 6 

Pac. No part.of the Hiſtory i is „ 

Laz. I think rather no re of the Fable is Hiſtorical : 
but for all this, Sir, my rebellious. Stomach will not let 
me be immortal: I will be as immortal, as mortal Hunger 
will ſuffer ; put me to a certain ſtint Sir, allow me bur a 
red Herring a Day. 

Pac. O' de dios, woulGſt thou be glutronous in thy os 
licacies ? 

Laz. He that eats nothing but a red Herring a Day, 
ſhall ne' er be broil'd for the Devil's Raſher ; a Pilchard, 
Signior, (12) a Sardina, an Olive, that I may be a Phi 
loſopher firſt, and immortal after... | . 

Pac. Patience, Laxarillo, let Contemplation be * Food 
awhile: I ſay unto thee, one Peaſe was a Soldier's Provant 
a whole Day at the deſtruct ion of Jeruſalem. 


Enter Metaldi, and Mendoza. 


| Las. Ay, and it were any where but at the deſtruction 
of a Place, III be hang'd. | 
Met. Signior Pachieco, Alaſto, my molt i ingenious 
Cobler of Sevil, ne bones noxios to your Signiorie. 


(12 4 ard , an one, Mr Trobald 1 Mr. Seward how 
with me the Neceſſity of altering this Place. Vide Note 3 upon 
in” Lowers TIE 198 +" ip * 
x Pac. 
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Pac. Signior Metaldi ds Forgio, my moſt famous Smith, 
and Man Uf Metal, 1 return your Courteſie ten-fold, and 
do humble my Bonnet beneath the Shoe-fole of your 
Congie; z the like to you Signior Mendoza Pediculo de Mer. 
mini, my moſt exquiſite Hoſe-heeler. 

-- Lax. Here's a greeting betwixt a Cobler, a Smith ind 
a Botcher, they all belong to the Foot, which Mules 
— ſtand ſo much upon their C. TS OE.” 
"Mend. Signior Lazarillo, - 


Lax. Ah Signor, ; Nay, we are all Signiges. 0 in 


Spain, from the Jakes-farmer to the Grandee, or Adelan- 


tado; this Botcher looks as if he were Dough-bak*d, a 


little Butter now, and I could eat him like an Oaten-cake: 
his Father's Diet was new Cheeſe and Onions, when he 
got him; what a Scallion-fac'd Raſcal tis? 

Met. But why, Signior Pachieco, do you ftand much 
on the priority, and a of ou 
call it) 1 compariſon N Na Jos ok 

Mend. Ay; your reaſon for that, | 


Pac. Why thou Tron-pated Smith, and thou Woollen- 


witted Hoſe-heeler, hear what I will. ſpeak indifferently, 
and according to antient Writers, of our three Profeſſions, 
and let the upright Lazarillo be both Judge and Mode- 
2000, 5-51 

Las. [Still am I the moſt. immornally huogry, that 
| may a 
Pac. Suppoſe thou wily derive thy Pedigree, like ſome 
of the old Heroes, (as Hercules, ÆAncas, Achille lineally 
from the Gods, making Saturn thy great Grandfather, and 
Vulcan thy Father: Fulan was a God. 

Laz. He'll make Vulcan your Godfather ons and by. 

Pac. Yet I ſay, Saturn was a crabbed Block-head, 5 
Vulcan a limping Horn- head, for Venus his Wife was a 
Strumpet, and Mars begot all her Children; therefore 
however, thy Original muſt of neceſſity ſpring from 
Baſtardy : (13) Further, what can be a more dejeet Spirit 
in Man, than to lay his Hands under every one's Horſes 


(1 3) Further, what can be a more dejet Spirit,] I cannot help 


thinking but the judicious Reader will with, with me, that the Authors | 


Had wrote, what can ſpew &c. 


? 


Feet, 


% r en s 


FF 7 ww 


Enortnities, vis. Scabs, Chilblains, and kib'd Heels; 


Mechanicks, compare no more with the politick Cobler: 


_ Horſe-menders, — 


gery; you may likewiſe ſay,” a Man's a Man, that has 
but a hoſe on his Head: I muſt hkewiſe anſwer, that 
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Petr to de Riem reset us dbos if hu Hor tberg l wit $6: 


much prone thou art to Sects, and Herefies, diſturbing 
State and Government; for how canſt thou be a ſound 
Member in the Common- wealth, that art ſo ſubject to 


ſtitches in the Anleles? bluſm, and de filent then, Oh ye 


For Coblers, in old time, have Propheſied'; what may 
they do now then, that have every day waxed better and 
better? Have we not the length of every Man's Foot 
Are we not daily Menders? Vea, and what Menders? No 


* 


Laz. Nor Manners-menders. 


Pac. But Soul- menders: Oh divine Coblers; do we 
not, like the wiſe Man, ſpin out our own Threads, (or 
our Wives for us?) Do.we not, by our ſowing the Hide, | 
reap the Beef? are not we of the Gentle-craſt, whilſt 1 
both you are but Crafts- men; you will ſay, you fear nei- 1 
ther Iron nor Steel, and what you get is wrought out of - 
the Fire; I muſt'anſwer you again tho?; all this but For- 


Man is a Botcher, that has a heed hoſe on his Head; to 
conclude, there can be no compariſon with the Cobler, 
who is all in all in the Common-wealth, has his politick 
Eye and Ends on every Man's Steps that walks, and 
whoſe Courſe ſhall be laſting to the World's end. | 
Met. I give Place; the Wit of Man is wonderful; thou 
haſt hit the Nail on the Head, and F will give thee fix 
Pots for't, tho* I ne*er clinch Shooe again. eaten 


; Enter Vitelli and Alguazier. 


Pac. Who's this? Oh our AlgnaZier ; as arrant a 
Knave as e'er wore one Head under two Offices; he is 
one ſide Alpuazier, « CEN e 

Met. The other ſide Serjeant. 

Mend. That's both ſides Carrion, I am ſure. 

Pac. This is he apprehends Whores in the way of 
Juſtice, and lodges em in his own Houſe, in the way of 

| | Profit; 


41/2: Love's Cure Or, 


Profit; he with him, is the Grand Don Vitelli, twixt 
whom and Fernando Alvarez, the Mortal hatred i is; he 
is indeed my Don's Bawd, and does at this preſent lodge 
a famous . — of bis, lately come from Madrid. 
Vit. Let her want nothing, Sign — the can ask : 1 
W hat loſs or injury you may fi 
I will repair, and recompence your Lives . 
Only that Fellow's coming I-miſlike, ,. 
7 did fore · warn her of him; bear her this © 
With my beſt love, at Night I'll viſit her. 
9 I reſt your Lordſhip's Servant. 


Mendoza, c. come up io the Algae and 2 | 


5 familiarity with bim. 

Vet." Good Ev*n, Signiors: 
Oh Alvarez, thou haſt ta Son with thee 
Both brightens and obſcures our Nation, 


Whoſe pure ſtrong Beams on us, ſhoot. "like the Sun's - 


On baſer fires; I would to Heav'n my Blood 
Had never ſtain'd thy bold unfortunate Hand, 
That with mine Honour I might emulate, 
Not perſecute ſuch Vircue z I will ſee him, 
Though with the hazard of my Liſe; no reſt | 
In my contentious Spirits, can I find _ 


Till L have gratify'd him in like kind. Exit. 


Ak. I know you not 3 what are ye? hence ye baſe, 
Befognios. * 
Pac. Marry, Cazzo! Signior "nant, d' ye not 


know us ? why, we are your honeſt Neighbours, the 


Cobler, Smith, and Botcher, that have ſo often fate 
ſnoaring (14) Cheek by Joll with your Signiorie, in rug 


at Midnight. 


Laz. Nay, good Signior, be not angry; you muſt un- 


derſtand, a Cat, and ſuch an Officer ſee beſt in the Dark. 


Met. 'By this Hand, I coupe find in my Heart to ſhooe 
tis Head, 1 


ti) \ Cheek by Joll with your Signior, in rug at Midnight.] I had 


corrected the Paſſage once thus, with you Signiorz but Signiorie, 
which is from the old Folio, 1 is REY the right ron 


* L " * 
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Pac. Why then we know you, Signier? thou Mun- 


pil; bedr begot at Midnight, at a Gaol-gate, by a Beadle, 
on a Catchpole's Wie, are not you he that was heyy 
of Toledo for r Petjury 7 


Men. Next, Shetin's tothe Gallies for Pilfery, ther 
to the Bulls-pizel? ? a 
- Met. And after call'd to the Inquiſition, for A 
Fac. Are not you he that, rather than you durſt go an 
induſtrious Voyage, being preſs'd, to the Iſlands, skulk'd 
till the Fleet was gone, and then earn'd your Ryal a 


day by {quiring er and Puncklingg up and down 
the Ci 7” * 

2 Are not you a Portugueſe Born, deſcended o' the 
Moors, and came hither into Sevil with your Maſter, an 
arrant Tailor, in your red Bonnet, and your blue Jacket 
louſie ; though now your Block-head be cover'd with 
the x ang Block, and your laſhed Shoulders with a 1 

vet- 
* Are not you he that have been of thirty Gu 
yet n&er a one lawful ? that being a Chandler firſt, pro- 
feſs'd Sincerity, and would ſell no Man Muſtard to his 
Beef on the Sabbath, and yrs fold © * all your 
Life time? 

Met. Are not you he, that were ſince a Surgeon to the 
Stews, and (15) undertook to cure, what the Church it 
ſelf could not, Strumpets ? that riſe to your Office by 
being a great Don's Bawd? 

Lax. That commit Men nightly, offenceleſs, for the 
gain of a Groat a Priſoner, which your Beadle ſeems to 
put up, when you ſhare three Pence? 

Mend. - Are not you he that is a Kiſſer of Men, in 
Drunkenneſs, and a Betrayer in Sobriety ? 

Alg. Diabolo: They'll rail me into the Gallies ain. 

Pac. Yes Signior, thou art even he we ſpeak of ll 


(1 5) 1 to cure what * Church it for could nur, ae 
that riſe to your Office &c.] What unintelligible Stuff has falſe Stops 
made of this Paſlage. I have with Mr. Seward attempted, in the 


preſent Text, to point the Place into Senſe, and perhape che * 
will think our Pains well beſtowed, | 


this 
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this while; thou — by thy Place now, lay us by th | 
Heels, tis true; But take heed, be wiſer, . = 


ruin on thine. own Head; for never was there ſuch an 
Anatomy, as we ſhall make thee then; be wiſe . 
fore, thou Child of the Night! Be Friends, and ſhake 
Hands, thou art a proper Man, if thy Beard were red 


der: Remember thy worſhipful Function, a Conſtable; 


tho' thou turn'ſt Day into Nights, and. Night ! into Day, 
what of that? Watch leſs, and pray more: Let not thy 
mittens (16) abate the talons of thy Authority, but gripe 
Theft and Whoredom,. whereſoever thou meet'ſt em 
bear em away like 4 Tempeſt, and lodge em ge in 
thine own Houle, 

Lax. Would you have Whores and Thieves e in 
ach a Houſe ? lie T 3: 

Pac. They ever 40 os I have found a Thief, 07 4 
hs there, when the whole Suburbs an not fur- 
nin me, - 


Laz. But why do they lodge there 


Pac. That they may be fate and — REES 5 rig 
the Morning uſually; the Thief is ſent to the _ al 


the Whore proſtrates her ſelf to the Jae, 2 
Men. Admirable Pachiecho. 44 E 7 
Met. Thou Cobler of Chriſtendom, --... -- | 
Ailg. There is no railing with theſe Ro 


tf with em, till I can cry quittance. _ Lol 
and my honeft Neighbours, will you impute that as a 
neglect of my Friends, which is an Imper n in me? 


1 have been Sand · blind from my Infancy to make you 
amends you ſhall Sup with m. 
Lag. Shall we Sup with ye, Sir? Q' my Conſcience 
they have wrong d the Gentleman extreamly, 

Ag. And after, Supper, I have a Project to employ 
you in, -ſhall make you drink and eat merrily this Month: 


I am a little Knaviſh ; why, and do not L know all you 


to be Knayes? 
Pac. I grant you, we are al Knaves, and will be your 


116) That is, Let not thy Mittens be the tals tothy Talon, as a 
Button is to a Foil. | 


Knaves; 


Kn 


Sta 


I: VR, 
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Knaves; but oh, while, you live, take heed ol-being 4 | 
proud Knave. 


Ay. Oh dens Self, and my 
Staff hall bear out me. 11 7 


Laz. Oh e Seen going Supper [Ext 
8 CE N Bri! u. | 


** Lucio, and Bobadill, , 
Luc. tity be not angry. 


0b. am angry, and 1 will eee lb; Shar 
ſhould you do in the Kirchin ? ' Cannot the Cooks lick 
their Fingers without your Overſecing? Nor the Maids 
make Pottage, except your Dog's-head be in the Pot? 
Don Lucio? — Don Sub- Quban, Don Spirſter, wear a 
Petticoat ſtill, and put on your Smock a* Monday; L will 
have a Baby o Clouts made for it, like a great Girl; 
nay, if you will needs be flarching of Ruffs, and ſowing 
of Black- work, I will of a mild and Joving Tutor, be- 
come a Tyrant 3 your Father has committed you to my 
- Charge, and i will make a Man or a Mouſe on you. 
Luc. What would you have me do? This ſcurvy Sword 
So galls my Thigh, would*were burnt 3 piſh, look, 
This Cloak will n&erkeepion ; rheſe Boots eo hide: bound, 

Make me walk ſtiff, as if my Legs — . 
And diy Spurs gingle like a Morris- dancer 
Lord, bow my Hend akes with this roguiſh Ha ; e hy 
This nine Altire is moft uneaſi ccc 
I'm bound up in it; I had rather walk 
In folio again, looſe, like a Woman. DUIOW, ff © et 

Bob. In Foolio,' had you not? N | 
Thou Mock to Heav'n, and Nause a rare, 
Thou tender Leg of Lamb ! oh, how he walks 
As if he had bepiſs d himſelf, and fleers! Mp + 
Is this a Gate for the young Cavalier wit t FS 
Don Lucio, Son and Heir to Alvarez ? © —_ 
Has it a Corn? Or do's it walk on Oonliene 
It treads ſo gingerly ? Come on your ways; 
Suppoſe me now your Father's foe, Vnielli, 
And ſpying you th? Street, thus advance voy 


} 

} 
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I twiſt my Beard, and then I draw my Sword. 


Luc. Alas! 14 "IR - 


Bob. And thus accoſt thee : TFraiterous 0 


| 8 durſt thou thus confront me? impious . v 


Of that old Stock, dew d with my Kinſman's gore, 
Draw, for I'll quarter thee in Pieces four, 
Luc. Nay, prithee Bobadilla, leaving thy fooling, 


Put up thy Sword. I will not meddle with ye; 


Ay, juſtle me, I care not, PII not draw, ; 

Pray be a quiet Man. rer 

Bob. D' ye hear; anſwer me, as W do Don 

Vielli, or I'll be ſo bold as to lay the Pomel of wy Sword 

over the hilts of your Head 

My Name's Vitelli, and I'll have the Wall 4 

Luc. Why then I'll a Kennel : what a cal 
you keep? 


| Signior, what happen'd wirt my Sire and your 


Kinſman, was long before I ſaw the World, 

No fault of mine, nor will I juftifle 

My Father's Crimes: Forget, Sir, and forgive, 

T Chriſtianity : I pray put vp: years mapa | 
I'll give you any Satisfaction, W Sud 
That may become a Gentleman; 1 en sg 0 


I hope you're bred to more Humanity, 


Than to revenge my Father's wrong on me, 


That crave your Love and Peace: law. you nov / Zancbe, 
Would not this quiet him, were he ten Yitellis ? 


Bob. Oh Craven-chicken of a Cock oꝰ th! game 
Well, what remedy ? Did thy Father ſee this, O' my Con- 
ſcience, he would cut off thy Maſculine gender, crop 
thine Ears, beat out thine — and ſet thee in one of 
the Pear-trees for a Scare-crow : 

As I am Jitelli, I am ſatisfied; 

But as I am Bobadilla Spindola Zancho Steward of the 
Houſe, and thy Father's — I could find in my 
Heart to lop off the hinder part of thy Face, or to beat 
all thy Teeth into thy Mouth: Oh thou whay-blooded 


Milk-fop, I'll wait upon thee no longer, thou ſhalt ev'n 
wait upon me: Come your ways, £1 I ſhall take a little ä 
Pains with Je elle. | 


Enter 


22 


ft 


8 79 


3 


8 


ye eee . 


90 


— 7; 


Y &T wa m—_ TT > YH 


* 
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_, Emer Clara. 3 


Ty Cla. Where art thou, Brother Lucio? ran, tan tan ta, 8 


Ran tan ran tan tan ta, ta ran tan tan tan. 

Oh, I ſhall no more ſee thoſe golden Days; 

Theſe Clothes will never fadge with me: A——0? . 

This filthy Vardingale, this hip-hape : Brother, 

Why are Womens Hanches only limited, confin'd, . 

Hoop'd in, as't were, with theſe ſame ſcurvy % N 
Bob. Becauſe Womens Hanches only are moſt ſubject 


— 


I Os ES 
Cla. Bobadilla, Rogue, ten Duckets, I hit the prepuce 
of thy Cod- pic. f e ARTS 


Luc. Hold, if you love my Life, Siſter; I am not 


Zancbo Bobadilla, I am your Brother, Lucio; what a 


fright you have put me in? 


Cla. Brother? and wherefore thus? 3133 
Luc. Why, Maſter Steward here, Signior Zaucbo, 
made me change; he does nothing but miſ-uſe me, and 
call me Coward, and ſwears I ſhall wait upon hin. 


Bob. Well; 1 do no more than I have Authority for: 


would I were away tho? ; for ſhe's as much too Maniſh, 
as he too Womaniſh; I dare not meddle with her, yet 
I muſt ſet a good Face ont, if I had it: (17) I have like 
charge of you Madam, I am as well to mollifie you, as to 
qualifie him; what have you to do with Armors, and 
Piſtols, and Javelins, and Swords, and ſuch Tools? Re- 
member Mittreſs, Nature hath given you a Sheath only, 
to fignifie Women are to put up Mens Weapons, not to 
draw them; look you now, is this a. fit trot for a 
Gentlewoman ? You ſhall ſee the Court-Ladies move 
like Goddeſſes, as if they trode Air; they will ſwim you 
their Meaſures, like Whiting-mops, as if their Feet were 
finns, and the hinges of their Knees oyl'd; do they love 
to ride great Horſes, as you do? no; they love to ride 
great Aſſes ſooner; faith, I know not what to ſay t' ye 

both: Cuſtom hath turn'd Nature topſie-turvy in you. 


(17) 1 have like charge of you Madap,] All the copies except that 
of 1 47, read, | =” | | 
I have like charge of Madam. 

Ti. FI D d 


cn. 
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Cla. Nay, but Maſter Steward, 
8 * You cannot trot lo faſt, but he ambles as ſlowly, 
Ca. Signior I" Will you hear me? 
Bob. He that . We to beſtride your Virginity, 
2 better er be a-foot Ober che Dragon. 
well, 

25 Pie 11 Lady ce ſo? 

ia. Ho 1d theſe 4 11 418 ph 

#c, I'll not touch em, I. 


KL 805 1 . your Office & 0 er your Pate, 
ou -Skin-fac*'d Rogue, * ou poor 2 
ich F ill Lear to Stock. q * 
Luc. Siſter | | t | 
Bob. Madam! 
Cl. You Cittern- head, who have you talk'd to, ha? 
You naſty, ſtinking, and ill-count' nanc'd Cur. , 
Bob. ba this ang, PII bang your Brother for this, 
ben . 1 alone. 


Cn How? ic K en Lucio ;, he ſhall kick you, Bob, 
| Spighto' thy nöſe, that's flat z kick him, I tay, 
'Or will cut thy, Head o off. | 
"5; b. Softly, 5 had beſt. 8 
Cla. Now, t thoù lean, dry'd, and ominous viſag d Knave, 
Thou falſe and peremptory Steward, pray, 
For Twill hang thee v 7h in thine own Chain. 


uc. Good Siſter, do not choak him. 
ob, Murder! Murder! Exit. 


. Ch, Fall: ; 1 ſhall meet w & w ye: Lucio, who 8 
Is 

IT a feaſontle cod one; but there hangs one, 
Fpain tg, Chapin neer 15 d truer; with this Staff 
90 lvartz has led up Men ſo cloſe, 

hey. could almoſt It in the Cannon's Mouth ; | 
78 with that, [6] 8) find this, well mounted, skirrd 
A Horſe troop throbgh and through, like ſwift defire 


. 
(18) — aid this, Well ndnd, ſebur d 


A Horſe troop through and through The old F alio reads 


Jeurr', which [ take to be only a falſe Es, of a better word, viz. 
Airr'd: Thus Shakeſpear in Macbeth, Act 5. Scene 3. 


Send out more * skir che thuntry round. 


To 
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And ſeen r Rogues retire all gore, and arne 
Like bleeding Sas f 9 5 


Luc. Bleſs us, Siſter Clara, 


How deſperately PY talk 3 hat 4˙ ye call, 8 
This Gun, a 11 1 

Cla. I'll give ty 41 Petronel : . ved; 200 31A 
You never {aw my Barbary, the A el 
Beſtow d upon me, as yet Lucio; EN 19 
Walk down; und ſee it. 27 


Luc. What, into the Stat ? 

Not I, the Jades will kick; & poor Groom Gay. 

Was almoſt ſpoil'd the other Day. | 
Cla. Fie on thee, 

Thou wilt ſcarce be a Man before 1 Mother. 2 
Luc. "Wm will you be a Woman? +: 08 Te 


N. ee Alvarc and date ee e mat 
Cl. Would I were nope, BO? / 


But Nature's privy. Seal aſſures me one. 


Alv. Thou anger'ſt me: Can ſtrong e Cuſtom 


Work with ſuch Magick on the Mind and + hh 


In ſpight of Sex and Nature? F ind 'out, e 
Some skilful F 8 IT vie | 
Bob. Yes, Sir. | re ll RR, 
Av. I will rectiſie, oft 
And redeem either's proper Inclination, | 
Or gee in a — and . em. . 9 
Bo ieve your „Sir, I tell ou, we an 
Ethiop. „ 5 LE. 
Cla. I ſtrike it for ten Duckets. - 


To ir is veltterl, to fight as the light Horſe do, from whence the 
Subſtantive Shirmifh. 

In Henry V. Shakeſpear uſes the Word for 221 fans tho' 
from an Enemy. The been ther of the wen AQ 4. 
Scene 13. 

He'll nale em skir 


. gif as Lined 
| Enforced from the old e Slings. | 


No Reader of Taſte wou'd bear the Change of the word alir, which 2 


perfectly poetical, as the Sound is an Echo to the Senſe, far ſcour; and 
Fletcher has not ſuffered much leſs by the Change: | © Mr: Rar: 


Dd 2 "hv. 
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Alb. How now, Clara, 
Your Breeches on ſtill? And your Fee 
Not yet off, Lucio? Art thou not guelt? 


Or 3 not the cold Muſcovite beget thee, 


That lay here Lieger, in the laſt great F roſt? 
Art not thou Clara, turn'd a Man indeed 
Beneath the Girdle? and a Woman thou] 
I'll have you ſearch'd by I ſtrongly doubt 3 of, 
We muſt 1545 theſe things mended; come 80 in. | (Exi 


Enter vitelli and Bobadilla. 


Bob. With Zucio, fay you? There he's for — | 
Vit. And there's for thee. 
Bob. I thank you: you have now boug ht a little advice 


of me; if you chance to have —— with that Lady 


there, be very civil, or look to your Head; ſhe has ten 


Nails, and you have but two Eyes: If any fooliſh hot 
| Motions ſhould chance to riſe in the Horizon, under your 


Equinoctial there, qualifie it as well as you can, for I fear 
the Elevation of your Pole will not agree with the Horo- 
ſcope of her Conſtitution; the 1 Is Bell and the Dragon | aſ- 


ſure you. : [Exit, 


Vit. Are you the Lucio, Sir, that fav'd Vitelli? 

Luc. Not I indeed, Sir, I did never owes = 
There walks that 5 ee e Exit. 
Vit. D' ye mock me? 97 1d 

Cla. No, he does not: I am that 


5 Suppoſed Lucio that was, but Clara 
/ 'That is, and Daughter unto Alvarex. 


Vit. Amazement daunts me; would my Life were 
Riddles, 


80 you were ſtill my fair Expoſitor: . 


Protected by a Lady from my Death ! 


Oh, I ſhall wear an everlaſting bluſn 


n my Cheek from this diſcovery : 
— you on faireſt Soldier I e'er ſaw ; 


Each 5 whoſe Eyes, like a bright beamy Shield, 
Conquers without blows, the contentious. 


Cha. Sir, guard your ſelf, 325 re in your En' mies Houſe, 
And may be injur'd. 5 
11. 
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Vit. Tis impoſſible au 11 
Foe, nor oppreſſing odds, tink proye 7 ll 1b 540 
If Clara ſide him, and will call him Friend; Hons ya 
I would the diff*rence of our Bloods were ſheh. . 

As might with any ſhift be wip*daway+ 4 / 
Or would to Heav'n yaur {lf were all; FOUL © Eos $4; 
That having loſt Blood by you, I might hope 
To raiſe Blood from you. But my black-wing'd kn 
Hovers averſely over that fond hope: 

And he, whoſe Tongue (19) thus — the Davghter, 
And Siſter of his Enemy, wears a Sword - | ,. 

To rip the Father and the Brother up. - 777% 8 
Thus you that fav'd this wretched Life of mine, BD 
Have ſav'd it to the ruin of your Friends. 
That my Affections ſhould promiſcuouſiy 

Dart Love and Hate at once, both worthily ! tint 1 
Pray let me kiſs your Hand... , , * 

Cla. You're treacherous, | 
And come to do me Miſchief, 

Vit. Speak on ſtill, 141 
Your words are falſer (Fair) than my intents, 

And each wer accent far more treachꝰrous; for 
Though you | _— of eg you _ ſo 1 815 

I do deſire to 
Cla. Pray bes — ; 
Or kill me if you pleaſe. 

Vit. Oh, neither can I. 
For to be gone, were to Aal my 9 99 15 
And to kill you, were to deſtroy my Soul: 
I am in Love, yet muſt not be in Love; 
Pll get away apace; yet valiant Lad, 
Such Gratitude to Honour I do owe,» 
And ſuch Obedience to your Memsey, dog! 


4 ry 
23 . 
x7 


199 


(19) thus oratifle the Das had This KP ſeems to 
come in oddly ;. for what Gratifcation does Vitelli make Clara here? 
He gives her good Words, tis trug, and ſets off the Service ſhe had 
done him at her firſt Te ns on the Stage, but this e rather 
to be called a Paurgyricb, than a — and who hows but 
the Authors might have given it 


eee ee, Llerifer the Daughter, , e 
D d 3 That 


That if you will beſtow Faro that I 
May wear about me, it ſhall bind my 8 
My moſt invet'rate Wrath, Tm all Anempas, 
Till you and I meet next, - . 17 
. . A Favour, Sir? 73K da W311 v4 
Why, Vil give you good Cat. L 78523 01 
Vit, That already peed 2 
You have beſtowed ; a Ribbon, Or 4 eee 
Cla. Nay, thoſe are Tokens for a Waiting-maid 
To trim the Butler witch. Vit. Your Feat her - Cla. Fie, 
The Wenches give them to the II.” 16 BL 
Vit. That little Ring 3, 71 © 1 
Cla. *T'will hold you but by th Fi inger 3 
And I would have you faſter. - 661 $943 
Vit. Any thing Gal 7 
That I may wear, and but Po he i 
Cla. This Smile; my good Opinions or my war. 
But that it ſeems you like not. | 
Vit, Yes, ſo well, lad 
When any ſmiles, I will tak) yours; 
Your good Opinion thall in weight poize me 
Againſt a thouſand 4}: Laſtly, your ſelf, 
My curious Eye now figures' in my Meant, | 
Where J will wear you, till the Table break. 
So, whiteſt Angels guard you. | 
Cla. Stay Sir, | 1 | 
Have fitly thought to give, what you a 6% 
May not diſdain to r 
Vit. What's that? 
Cla. This Sword. u 
I never heard a Man ſpeak till this have, (8! 
His Words are golden Chains, and now I ſear 
The Lioneſs hath met a Tamer here: | 
Fie, how his Tongue chimes! what was I a bing? > 
Oh this/Favour I bequeath you, which I tie 
In a Love-knot, faſt, ne'er to hurt my Friends; 
Vet be it fortunate gainſt all your Foes 
(For I have neither Friend, nor Foe, but yours) 
As eber it was to me: I've kept it long, 
And value it, 8 1 2OiEn 
But 
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But good, return it, for I now remember * 
I vow'd, who purchasd it, ſhou'd have me too. | 
Vit. Would that were poſſible, but las it is not; 
Vet this aſſure your ſelf, moſt honour'd Clara. . 
PI! not infringe a particle of Breath ” 
My Vow hath offer'd t! ye; nor from this part 
- Whilſt it hath Edge, or Point, or I a Heart. [ Exit. 
Cla. Oh, leaye me living, — what new Exerciſe 
Is crept into my Breaſt, that blauncheth clean -* 
My former Nature? I begin to find £7 
I am a Woman, and mult learn to Fight | F 
A ſofter ſweeter Battel, than with Swords. 
Pm ſick methinks, but the Diſeaſe I feel 
Pleaſeth, and puniſherh ; I warrant, Love 
Is very like this, that Folks talk of fo'; © 
I skill not what it is, yet ſure een here, 
Een in my Heart, I ſenſibly perceive - 
It glows, and riſeth like a glimmering Flame, 
But know not yet the Eſſence on't, nor Name, [ Exit. 


ACT IL SCENE I. 
Enter Malroda, and Alguazier. 
Mal. E muſt not? Nor he ſhall not ? Who ſhall 
„ let im .. 5 
You, Politick Diego, with your Face of Wiſdom? 
Don- blirt? the upon your Aphoriſmes, 
Your Grave and Sage-Ale Fhyſiognomy: 
Do not I know thee' for the Algnazier, 
Whoſe Dunghil all-the Pariſh Scavengers 
Could never rid? Thou Comedy to Men, 
Whoſe ſerious Folly is a Butt for all | 
To ſhoot their Wits at; whillt thou haſt not Wit, 
Nor Heart, to anſwer, or be angry, 
N de, fipported-by 
Mal. Peace, peace, you rotten Rogue, ſupported 
A ſtaff of — > Office; dare you cbeck | 
Any's Acceſſes that I will allo??? 


Dd 4 Pioraia 
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_ Piorato is my Frinnd, and viſits me | exit | 
In lawful fort, t' eſpouſe me as his Wife; n N 
And who will croſs, or ſhall, our Enterviews? _ 5 

Tou know me Sirrah, for no Chambermaid, 

That caſt her Belly and her Waſtecoat latelß ; 
Thou think'ſt thy Conſtableſhip is much: not ſo, 
I am ten Offices to thee : Ay, thy Houſe, 

Thy Houſe and Office is maintain'd by ben, 

Ag. My Houſe-of-office is mantainꝰd i“ th Garden: | 

Go too, I 1 you, and I have contriw dl 
You're a Delinquent, but I have contriv'd. 

A Poiſon, though not in the third Degree: 

I can ſay, black's your Eye, though it be grey; 

I have conniy'd at this your Friend, and you F 

But what is got by this Connivency eie 

(20) I like his Feature well, a proper Man, 

Of good Diſcourſe, fine Converſation, | 
Valiant, and a great Carrier of the Buſineſs, 
Sweet-Breaſted, as the Nightingale, or Thruſh: 
Let I muſt tell you, you forget your ſelf, 

My Lord Vitelli's Love, and Maintenance, 

Deſerves no other Jack i' th* Box, but he; 

What though he gather'd firſt the golden Fruit, 

And blew your Pigs-coat up into a Bliſter, 

When you did wait at Court upon his Mother; 

. Has he not well provided for the“ Barn? 

Beſide, what Profit reap I by the other? 
If you will have me ſerve your Pleaſure, Lady, 

155 Pleaſure muſt accommodate my Service; 

As good be Virtuous and Poor, as not 

Thrive by my Knav'ry ; all the World would be 
Good, proſper d Goodneſs like to Villany, 


(20) J like his Feather well, a proper Man,] To begin the De- 
+ ſcription of Piorato, with the mention of what was only accidental to 
+ his Dres, not eſſential to his Perſon, is certainly ſo contrary to good 
Senſe, that no Man can think our Authors could be guilty of ſuch a 
Fault. To wipe off this Aſperſion from the Poet's Character, Mn, 
Seward propoſes reading with me, 


T like his Feature ( Favour) wel, a proper P ef, 
. _ 9 
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I am the King's Vice-gerent by\my place; 
His right Lieutenant in mine on Precinct. | 
Mal. Thov'rt a right Raſcal in all Mens Precinftsz/ 
Yet now my pair of Twins, of Fool, and Knave, | 
Look, we are Friends, there's Gold for thee, admit 
Whom I will have, and keep it from my Don; 
And I will make thee richer than thou'rt wiſe: 
Thou ſhalt be my Bawd, and my Officer; 
Thy Children al eat ſtill, my. good Night Owl, 
And thy old Wife ſell Andirons to the Court, 
Be countenanc'd by th* Dons, and wear a Hood, 
Nay, keep my Garden-houſe ; Þ Il call her Mother, | 
Thee Father, my good poiſonous Red-hair'd Deel, 
And Gold ſhall daily be thy Sacrifice, 425 
Wrought from a fertile Iſland of mine own, 
Which J will offer, like an Indian Queen. 
Ale. And I will be thy Devil, thou 171 Fleſh, 
With which PII catch the World. © 2 
Mal. Fill ſome Tobacco. 3 
And bring it in: If Piorato come gens 
Before my Don, admit him; if my Don 1 
Before my Love, conduct him, my dear Devil. Elis 
Ag. 1 will my dear Fleſn: F irſt come, firſt fery'd. 
Well aid. | 
Oh equal Heay'n, how wiſely thou diſpoſeſt ; 
Thy ſeveral Gifts? One's born a great rich Fool, 
For the ſubord'nate Knave to work upon; 
Another's poor, with Wit's Addition, 
Which well or ill-us'd, builds a living up, 
And that too from the Sire oft deſcends; ' 
Only fair Virtue, by Traduction 
Never ſucceeds, and ſeldom meets Succeſs; ; > 
What have I then to do with't? My free will 
Left me by Heav'n, makes me or good, or ill : 
Now ſince Vice gets more in this vicious World 
Than Piety, and my Stars confluence 
Enforce my Diſpoſition to affect 
Gain, and the name of rich, let who will practiſe 
War, and grow that way great; Religious, 
And that way good; my chief Felicity | 


0 ; 


1 426 \ [ 1 Cure 2 
Is Wealth, the nurſe of Senſualit : r 1 


And he that mainly labours to e Wiel 32 a 
Muſt fetch great Scabs, and clay a « Strumper s Itch, 
1 Lu. ] 

8 CE. N E 1. en l 


Enter Wind and Bobadilla, with Letters. 


Pio. To ſay, Sir, F will wait upon your Lord. 
Were not © underHand my i Me by wh : 

Bob. To ſay, 1 W l 
Lou will do any thing but wait upon tek | as 
Were not to underſtand my — | 

Pio. I'll meet him 

me half hour hence, and doubt not hut to render 

is Son a Man Again; the Cure 1 is eaſie, | | 
I have done divers ll OS! 
Bob. Women do ye mean, Sir? | 
Pio. Cures I do mean, Sir: Be there but one be 
Of Fire remaining in him unextinct, 
With my diſcourle Pl blow it to a Flame, 
And with my practice, into Action: 
I have had one fo full of childiſh Fear, 
And womaniſh- hearted, ſent to my Advice, 
He durſt not draw a Knife to cut Pi Meat. 

Bob. And ow, Sir, did you help. him 2 | | 

Pio. Sir, I kept him | 
Sev*n Days in a dark Room by Candle-light, 

A plenteous Table ſpread, with all good Meats, 

Before his Eyes, a Caſe of keen broad Knives | 
Upon the Board, and he fo watch'd he might not 
Touch the leaſt modicum, unleſs he cut it: | 
And thus I brought him firſt to draw a Knife. 

Bob. Good 

Pio. Then for ten Days did I diet him 
Only with burnt Pork, Sir, and Gammons of Bacon; 

A Pill of Caveary now and then, 
Which breeds Choler aduſt, you know—— 1 

Bob. Tis true. [Crudities, 

41 And to Purge Phlegmatick EN? and _ 
n 
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In all that time he drank — 
And nothing elſe ip: 
For Aqua -fortis poiſons, al Drin enn, 100 15 

Pio. Aqua. fortis 22 
I fay again: What's one Man's Poiſon, Signir, 

Is another's Meat and Drink, 

Bob. Your Patience, Sir; 

By your good Patience, head a kiige ry IS 

Pio. I fir d it, and gave him then three ſweats 
In the Artillery- yard > drilling Days. 
And now he'll ſhoot a Gun, and draw a Sword, 

And fight with any Man in Chriſtendom. | 

Bob, A oor goed Þ =_ Coward : "Fl my bold, S, 

T 2 write att 2 ription. . 
| You wh TR" reve wi PER i par rode: | oh 
Is your Chain right? | ny 1 

Bob. It is both ri ght and juſt, Sir; 

For though I am a Steward, I did gee ir | 
With no Man's wrong. | [3-288 * 
Pio. Yowre very witty. | 
Bob. So, ſo. 1 
Could you not cure one, Sir, of i 100 malt. 

And — et (There now's my Diſeaſe ae 
Fool- hardy as chey tay 2 pups, op 4 
I am. 

Pio. Moſt eas ly. 

Bob. Ho- 

Pio. To make you 3 Ai 1 1 
With ſmall Beer once a Day, and beat you twice, 
Till you be bruis'd all over, if chat mw got," ms v1 

Knock aut your Brains. F 
Bob. This is ſtrong Phyſick, Signior; | 
And never will agree with my weak Body: 
find the Med' cine worſe than th* Malady, 

And therefore will remain Fool. hardy al 
You'll come, Sir? 
Pio. As I am a Gentleman. 


To drill, is to marſhal or diſciplice Soldiers. 
| Bob. 


4a 


4s — Lovin Curt Or, 


Bob. e 177 Rane arm i (2 
N or i | 
Pio. THovertake you: I have only, Sing I 
A complimental V iſitation -wand. 13 1 
To offer to a Miſtreſs . here e by. id v5 Y 
Bob.. A Gentlewoman ? F PEE Vat © 
Pio. Yes, Sir. CL bas 16514 o : 
Bob. Fair, and comely ? - apr Ao «hl 
Pio. Oh Sir, the Paragon, _ Non-pareil 1 * 
Of Sevil, the moſt wealthy ge — | 
For Beauty, and Perfection. 11% 1 T 
Bob. Say you ſo ? l Br} een 1 1 
Might not a Man entreat 4 Couttche, . 
To walk along with you Signior, to peruſe 
This dainty Mine, though not to dig in't, 8 
Hauh—— I hope you'll not deny me being a Sage; ; 
Though I'm a Steward, I am' r e ft 501 
And frail as other Men. : or 4 
Pio. Sir, blow your Noſe=——- Lat ala > 
4 7. not for the World; no, ſhes i kepe | 00 
; eat Don, Vitelli. E on dn 
De How? | A 9 2 5 * 0 
. »Tis true, | 
Bob.. See, things will veer PRA, this Dons Pa. 
Am I to ſeek now, to deliver Letters þ 
From my young Miſtreſs Clara; and I tell you, 
Under the Roſe, (becauſe you are a Stranger, 
And my eſpecial Friend, ) I doubt there is 
A little fooliſh Love betwixt the Parties 
Unknown unto my Lore. 
Pio. Happy diſcovery : js 113 
My Fruit begins to ripen. . Hark you, 0. 11 
I would not wiſh you now to give thoſe Letter: 
But home, and ope this to Madonna Clare, ; 
Which when I come l'll juſtifie, and relate 6 
More amply and particularly. 
Bob. 1 approve a 801191 Dif 
Your Council, and will pradliſe i it; 5 bei, manof : 


Neunes 1 


—_— 


. . 
* 2 5 


„ · IA — . 


e 


Here $ 


= 
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(21) Here's two ae chewr ds when Wicdom 4 


imploy'd 
'Tis ever thus: Your more acquaintance; Signior 5 
I ſay not better, leſt you think, I _ not 


Yours: good Ne he Ce. 


Enter Alguazier. 3 
Pio. Your Servant, excellent Steward · 5 


3 


Would all the Dons in Spain had no mare Brains. : 


Here comes the Aguaxier: Dieu vent _—_ Aenean! 


Is my Cuz ſtirring yet? . 
Ag. Your Cuz, good Couſin? 
A Whore is like a Fool, a- kin to all 


The Gallants in the Town: Vour Cuz, good Signior 


Is gone abroad, Sir, with her other Couſin, 
My Lord Ji reli; ſince when there hath been 
Some dozen Couſins herest enquire for her. 

Pio. She's greatly ally d, Sir. 

Alg. Marry is ſhe, Sir, 


Come of a luſty Kindred z the truth is 


I muſt connive no more; no more Admittance + 

Muſt I conſent to; my good Lord has chreatned me, 

And you muſt eee 

Pio. Out upon thee Man, bh | 

Turn honeſt in the Age? one foot Phi Grave? 

Thou ſhalt not wrong thy ſelf fo, for a Million; 

Look, thou three- headed Cerberus (for Wit 

i mean) here is one Sop, and two, 158 res, 

For ev'ty'/Chop v Bir?! iy 5755 WINES 2 #7 71 
Ale, I marry Sir: | 

Well, the poor Heart loyes you burt too too well 1 


(21) Here's tab G cheaur d; 24 1 is, Eure are two Bu- 
fnefſes diſpatched. Chewre may be a South * Wark for Bui. 


veſi, but in the North we ſhould ſay, 
Here's taus Chares chax'd. 


tA 
+ 


4 


” 


1 


So in Noble Kinſmen, we have the ſame Word, AR 3. Seme 2. 


The Jaylor's Daughter ſpeaking of Palamon, ſays, 
Al char'd «when he is gone. No, mo, 1 He, 
My Father'; to be OR gr his OT &. 


W. 
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We have been talking on you faith this Hour; 
Where, what I faid — go too; ſhe loves your” bib, 
Oh, and your Muſick moſt abominabiy 


She is within, Sir, and alone; What . you * don ys) 
[{Piorato — fades, 
pio. That's your Sergeant's ſide, I take it, Sir; 
Now I endure your Conſtable” s much better; 
There is leſs danger in't; for one, you know, . 
Is a tame harmleſs Monſter in the Light, 
The Sergeant; ſalvage boch by Day and Night, 
Ag. I'll call her to you, for that,—Pis, No, I will 
Charm her. Ag. pars yon Is My SpineY4" 


| | Ever Mun. a 
Mal. Oh err 


Leap Hearts wo Lips, and in our Kiſſes meet. 120 | 


S ON G. 


Pio. Turn, turn thy beauteous Face away, 
How pale and ſickly looks the Day, 
In emulation of thy er eee 
Oh envious Light, flie, flie, 
Come Night, and piece two Breafts 3 
ben what Love does, we — in Treas 
Yet, thy Eyes open, who can Day bence fright, 
Let but their Lids fall, and it cuil be . 


Ag. Well, I will leave you to your Fortitude, - 
And you to Temperance ah, ye pretty Pair, 
*'T were Sin to ſunder you. Lovers being alone 
Make one of two, and Day and Night all one. 

Baut fall not out, I charge you, keep the Peace Y 2. 

Vou know my Place elle. - [Ew. 

Mal. No, you will not marryj; 

You are a Courtier, and can Sing, my Love, 8 
And want no Miſtreſſes; but yet I care not, 

I'll love you ſtill, and when In dead for you, 

"Rp you'll believe my Trutb. 

Pio. Lou kill me, Fair, 


— 


— 


It 


The Martial Maid, _—_ 
It is my Leſſon that you ſpeak ; have! 
In any Circumſtance deſerv'd this doubt? 125A 
I am not like your falſe and perjur'd 3 | | 


That here maintains you, and has vow'd his Faith; 
And yet attempts in my 10 a 
A Lady not far off, 
Mal. How's that? 
Pio. Tis for 
And therefore Miſtreſs, now the t time is s come 
You may demand his Promiſe; and I Swear 
To marry you with ſpeed. 
Mal. And with that Gold 


Which Don Vitelli gives, — (22) walk ſome U ede 
And leave me to my Trade; and laugh, and brag, 
How you &er-reach'd a Whore, and Sala a Lord. 
Pio. You anger me extremely; fare you well. 
What ſhould I fay to be believ'd ? expoſe me 
To any hazard; or like jealous Juno, 
Th' incenſed Step- mother of Hercule, 
Deſign me (23) Labours moſt impoſſible, 
I'll do 'em, or die in 'em; fo at lat 
You will believe me. 1 5 
Mal. Come, we're Friends, I do; . | 
I'm thine, walk in; my Lord has ſent me outſides, 
But thou ſhalt have em, th* Colours are too ſad. 
Pio. Faith Miſtreſs, I want Clothes indeed, 
Mal, I have 


Some Gold too, for my Servant. 


(2) —-—uν¹ ſome Vryuge. * Voyage is how > Rab "oy 
only to Journies at Sea; but it properly 1 . either 
by . or Sea, as the French ale the word Voyug word Jour- 


ney is deriv'd from Four the Day; Voyage is 2 7 e, Via, the Hay : 
Ala here h def tw" * 2 


its proper Si A Mr. Seward. 


(23) — Labours moſt inpoſſible,] This Place, at firſt Sight, appears 
to be a Contradiction: 1 it the Labours were "impart they could 


not be 2 by Piorato or 'Hercules, Moſt, I take it N n 
be wrote thus, 


I Labours "moſt impelibl, 


i. e. almoſt, The uſing of a ſimple for n Ar? Wad's is 1. 


uent in our Poets; and we have it again in this very Play, Act g. 
ene 2. 


being by your Beams of Beauty form'd, i, e. inform'd, 
| N | Pia, 
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Pio. And I have ts ot 9 E 
A better Metcal for my Mili, 8 0 Excant, 


e EE. N — 
Enter Vitelli ak Alguazier, al ſroeral Down, 


Ag. Undone-— Wit, now or never help oy | 


Maſter ——- 
He'll cut my Throat l'm a dead Conftable— 
And he'll not be hang'd neither there 's * Grief.— 
The Party, 805 is here «8 | 
Lit. What? + 88 
Ag. He was here; 
I cry your Lordſhip mercy ;, but I rale him; 
+ I told him here was no Companionss 
For ſuch debauch'd, and poor condition d Fellows : ; 
I bid him venture not fo deſp'rately __ 
The cropping of his Ears, ſlitting his s 
Or being gelt — 
Vit. Twas well done. 
Ag. Pleaſe your Honour, 
1 or him there were Stews, and then at „ 26h 
Swore three or four great Oaths ſhe was ad, 
Which I did think I might, in ee, 
Being for your Lordſhip. | 
Nit. What became of him? 3 
Ag. Faith, Sir, he went away with a Flea in's Ear, 3 
Like a poor Cur, clapping his trundle Tail | 
Berwaxe his Legs. A chi ha, a chi ha, a chi ha—now en 


Enter Malroda and Piorato. 


Aal. Tis he, do as I cold thee ; bleſs the Signior. 
ob, my dear Lord. | 

Vit. Matrada, * alone? 

Mal. She never is alone, that is accùmpany'd 
With noble Thoughts, my Lord; and — are ſuch, 
17 only of your dee | 

Pt, . aſs! 


Mal. 
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Mal. Oh' my good Lord, my Picure 3 done; ; but 


faith, 
It is not like; nay, this way, Sir; 25 Light | 
Strikes beſt upon it here. 1 Kia 
Pio. Excellent Wench! * _ [Extt. 
Ale. Iam glad the danger's o'er. Ea. 


Vit. Tis wondrous like, | 
But that Art cannot counterfeit what Nature 
Could make but once. 

Mal. All's clear; another Tune 3 
You muſt hear from me now. Vuelli, chou're 2 
A moſt perfidious and a perjur' d Man, 1 9 
As ever did uſurp Nobility. © _ 

Vit. What mean'ſt thou, Mal? 

Mal. Leave your betraying Smiles, 

And change the Tunes of your inticing Tongue - 
Jo penitential Prayers; (24) for I am great 
In labour, een with Anger, big with Child 
Of Woman's rage, bigger than when my Womb 
Was pregnant by thee; go Seducer, flie 3 
Out of the World, let me the laſt Wretch bee 
Diſhonoured by thee; touch me not, I Joath _ | 
My very Heart, becauſe thou Hy'ſt there long; 

A Woman's well help'd up, that's confident 
In &er a glittering Gutſide of you all 
Would I had honeſtly been match d to ſome 
Poor Country Swain, &er known the Vanity 

Of Court: Peace then had been my Portion, — 


"4 5 


(24) — — — for lam great - 0! 
In labour, &en 2 Anger, big with Child X 

Of Woman's rage, ——] Here we haye a ſtrange Anticlimar 

ſhe is in Labour with Anger, and yet only big with Child of Rage; 

The Editor poſſibly might be the Author of this en w 0 

ſeeing the Line wrote 

. with Anger big with Child Ke. e e 


thought that the Meaſure was deficient, and fo might out of his © owt 
Head give us in Labour to make up the Deficiency.: but he did not 


ſenſe, 


. 
& 1 
12 5 * « . * 
* 


ſee the e of this ae in e * Place. ane 8 
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Nor had been cozen'd by an Hour's Pomp: 
To be a Whore unto my dying Day. Fane 
Vit. (25) Oh th“ uncomfortable * ſuch Women 
_ 
Their different ſpeech and meani 
In what they ſay or do: Dil a la 
Fen in their Prayers, as if the weepi Greek 
That flatter d Troy a-fire, had been their Adam; 
Lyers, as if their Mother had been made 
Only of all the falſhood of the Man,. 
Diſpos'd into that Rib; do I know this, 
And more; nay, all that can concern this Ser. 
With the true end of my Creation? 
Can I with rational Diſcourſe ſometimes 
Advance my Spirit into. Heav'o, before + 
T has ſhook Hands with my Body, and yet Las 
Suffer my filthy Fleſh to. maſter it, 
With aht of ch fair "ol beguiling Objects? 
When 1 am abſent, eas iy L reſolve 
Ne er more to entertain > ſtrong deſires 
That triumph o'er me, e en to actual Sin; 
Yet when I meet again thoſe Sorcerers Eyes, 
Their Beams my bardeſt Reſolutions thaw, 
As if that Cakes of Ice and July met; 
And her Sighs. powerful as the violent North, 
Like a light Feather twirl me round about, 
And leave me, in mine own low State again. 
What ayPſt thou? Prithee weep not: Oh, thoſe Tears, 
I they were true, and rightly ſpent, would raiſe 
A flow'ry ſpring i? th midſt of January; 
Celeſtial Miniſters with Chryſtal Cups | 
Wouy "ſtoop to ſave dem for Immortal Drink : 


(25 ) 03 it axcomfirtdble Ways fach Women have J 222A 
able, is ſurely not the true Word, becauſe there are ſeveral Words near 


the Trace of the Letters, which are ſo much more congruous to the. 


Context; Unconſciona ble, unfathomable, unſearchablt, in crutable, 
But all theſe, as well as uncomfortable, make the Verſe an ill-running 

Alexandrine: I think therefore unflable, i. e. mutable, fickle, &c, 
' bids faireſt for having been the 9 Mr. Seward. 
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But from this Paſſion why all this? 


Mal. Amen. 


— . 


— — 


— — 
—— — : — — 2 


—  —— 


Mal. D' ye ask? e 
You're marrying : having made me unfit 
For any Man, you leave me fit for al; 
Porters muſt be my Burthehs now, to live, 3 
And fitting me your ſelf fot Carts, and Beadle s, 
You leave me to em: And who of all the World 
But the Virago, your great Arch-fo&s Daughter? 

But on; I care not, this poor ruſh z twill breed . 

An excellent Comedy: ha! ha ! 't makes me laugi: 

J cannot chuſe: the belt is, ſome report | 
It is a Match for Fear, not Love of your fide, _ 

Vit. Why how the Devil knows ſhe, that I ſaw 
This Lady? are all Whores piec'd with ſome" Witch? 

I will be merry. Faith 'tis true, Sweet-heart, | | 
I am to marry —— „ FA 5 | 

Mal. Are you? you baſe Lord. RE | 
By——PIl Piſtol thee. b | 

Vit. A roaring Whore? | 1 | 
Take heed, there's a Correction-houſe hard by; 
You ha? _ this o' your Swordman, that I warn'd 

| ou ol, Of . | 
Your F _ and your Drunkards; but whereas 
You upbraid-me with. Oaths, why, I muſt tell you 
I ne'er promiſed you Marriage, nor have vow'd, 

But faid I'd love you, long as you remain _ 

The Woman! 47 K or you ſworez -_ 
And how you've fail'd of that, Sweetheart, you know. 
You fain would ſhew your Power, but fare you well, 
Pl! keep no more. Faith with an Infidel. N 
Mal. Nor I my Boſom for a Turk; d' ye hear? 
Go, and the Devil take me, if even 
I ſee you more; I was too true. e e 

Vit. Come, piſh: _ „ 
That Devil take the falſeſt of us two. 


5 


Vit. You're an ill Clark, and curſe your ſelf, © 
Madneſs tranſports you: I confeſs, I drew you : 
Unto my Will ; but you muſt know that muſt not 

. 1 Make 
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Make me doat on the habit of my Sin. 

I will, to ſettle you to your content, 

Be Maſter of my word; and yet he ly'd, 8 

That told you I was marrying, but in thought: 

But will you ſlave me to your Tyranny | 

So cruelly, I ſnhall not dare to look 

Or ſpeak to other Women? make me not . 
Your Smock's Monopolie; come, let's be Friends: 
Look, here's a Jewel for thee; 1 will come | 


At N ight, Un 


Mal. What—y' faith: you ſhall not, Sire, + 
Vit. I' Faith and Troth, and verily, but I will. 
Mal. Half drunk, to make a Noiſe, and mil: | 
Vit. No, no. | 
Sober, and dieted for the nonce : I'm thine, 
I've won the Day. 


Mal. The Night, though, ſhall, be mine. L Enn. 
% , ER N. Wer . 


Enter unde, * Bobadilla with. Laie. 25 


Cla. What ſaid he, Sirrah ? | 
Bob. Little, or nothing ; faith I faw bim not, 
Nor will not; he doth love a Strumpet, Miſtreſs, 
Nay keeps Nr ſpitefully, under th* Conſtable's Noſe 
It al be Juſtified by th* Gentleman, in 
Your Brother's Maſter, that is now within 


A practiſing : There are your Letters, come 


You ſhall not caſt your ſelf away, while T live; 


Nor will I venture m Right-worſhipful Place 


In ſuch a Buſineſs—here's your Mother, down, 

And he that loves you; another *gates Fellow —1 wiſh, 
If you had any Grace ls. Well Rogue. Bob; I'Il in, 
To ſee Don Lucio manage, he will make | 

A pretty piece of Fleth, I promiſe you, 


He does already handle 0 Weapon finely. a 


* 1 


Enie 


WCW 


. 
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: Euler Eugenia and Syavedra. | Coorg 
Eug. She knows your Tony Sir, and the full jp 


lowance . 


Her Father and my ſelf approve it with; 
And ] muſt tell you, I much hope 


it h th | 
Wrought ſome Impreſſion by. her Alteration; : | 
She ſighs, and ſays, Forſooth, and cries Heigh-ho; 
She'll take ill Words o? th* Steward, and the e 
Yet anſwer affably, and modeſtly- 


Things, Sir, not uſual with her; there wei pe 
Change ſome few words. „ 


- $ya. Nada; I ai bobkd.©y04 e e 
How now, fair Miſtreſs, 3 | 

Ca. Yes, forſooth, $3 
Learning to live another Day. 

$ya. That needs not. 

Cla. No forſooth; by my truly but! it does, 
We know not what we may come to. 

Eug. Tis ſtrange. : + 

Sya. Come, I've begg'd leave: for you to Play. 

Qs. Forſooth, 
Tis ill for a fair Lady to ba idle. ay e 

Sya. Sh'ad better be well - buſied, I know that, 
Turtle, methinks - you mourn, ſhall I fir by you? 

Cla. If you be weary : Sir, y' had beſt be gone, 
I work not a true Stitch, now you're. my Mate. 

Ha. If I be fo, I muſt do more then, ſide you. 

Cla. Ev*n what you will, but tread me. 

$ya. Shall we Bill ? —_ 

Cla. Oh no, forſooth. 

Ha. Being fo fair, my Clara, 


Why d'ye delight in Black-work : ? 


Cla. Oh, white Sir, 
The faireſt Ladies like the blackeſt Men: 
I ever lov'd the Colour; all Black things 
Are leaſt ſubject to Change. 

Cya. Why, I do love 


77 Black thing too; and the ack. beautcous Tagen 


n Have 


& 


5 


With this old Fox of mine, that will como - 
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Have oftneſt of them; as the blackeſt E yes, 
r Brows, ſuch Hair: 111 kiſs your Hand. 
Ga. Twill hinder me my work, Sir; and my Mother 


Wil chide me, if I do not do my task. 


Ha. Your Mother, nor your Father ſhall chide z you 
Might have a prettier Task, would you be _—_— 


And look with open Eyes. 


Cla. I ſtare upon you, . 


And broadly ſee you; a wondrous proper Man! 


Yet *cwere a greater Task for me to love you 

Than I ſhall ever work, Sir, in ſeven Year, 

— O this ſtitching, I had rather feel | | 

Two, 7 5 yy one This Roghc has giv" n ar 2 
ite 


Clean croſs my Heart; good faith Sir, [ ſhall prick you. 


Sya. In gooder faith I woy'd prick you 
Ca. Now you grow troubleſome 4 Pil , the Mar! $ 
fooliſh. 
Cya. Pray wear theſe Trifles. | 
Cla. Neither you, nor Triflesz | 
You are a Trifle, wear your ſelf, Sir, out, 
And here no more trifle the time away. 
Ha. Come; you're deceiv'd in me, 1 will not wake, 
Nor faſt, nor die for you. | 
Cla. Gooſe; be n't deceiv'd, 
I cannot like, nor love, nor live with you, 
"os _ nor watch, nor y"”y for you. 
| g. Her old fit. 
ay Sure this is not the way; nay, I mil break 
Your Melancholy 
Cla. I ſhall break your Pate then, 
Away, you ſanguine Scabbard. 
Eug. Out upon thee, + 
TION break my Heart, I'm ſure, 


Ln Enter Alvarez, Piorato, Lucio, and Bobadilla 


$ya.” She's not yet tame. | L 
Alv. On Sir, put home, or I ſhall goad you here | 


Oh, 


Ro 
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Oh, the brave Age is gone ; in my young Days 2 
A Chevalier wou d (26) ſtock a N edles point 
Three times together ſtrait i* th? Hams; or ſhall 1 
Give ye new Garters? Bob. Faith, old Maſter, thert 
Is little hope; the Linien ſure was dane 
He was begot in, he's ſo faint and cold: 
Ev'n ſend him to Toledo, there to ſtudy, f 
For he will never füdge with theſe Lolas; 89 2 
Bear y* up y6uf Point there; pick his Teeth : Oh baſe! 

Pio. Fie, 7 oiffe the moft unto ward Scholar; bear 
Your Body gracefully, what 4 Poſture's there? | 
Tou lie too open-breaſted. Luc. Oh! Pio, You wou'd 
Never make a Stateſmanl. Tur. Pray no more. 
I hope to breathe itt Peace, and therefore need not 
The practice of theſe dang*rous Qualities 3, 
I do not mean to live by*c, for I truſt 
Yor leave me better able, 

Alu. Not a Button: © f 
Let's go get us a new Heir. 

Eug. 3 by my trork, your Duvghters | 46 wn 
towa 

Atv. I'll break thee Bone by Bone, and bake the &er 
I will ha' ſuch a wooden Son ©& inherit. | 
Take him a good knock, ſee how that will work. 

Pio. Now for your life, Signior. 

Luc. Oh, las Fm killfd, „ 
My Eye is ot; look, Father, Zauebo— 
III play the Fool no more thus, that I will not. 

Ca. Heart, nel er a Rogue in Spain thall wrong my 
Whilſt I can hold a Sword. 
Pio. Hold Madam, Madam! 
Av. Clara! 


" 2 
» 


(26) —ftock a needleſs point] Needle's for nerdleſi, is from we oldel 
Fofio; but ſtill there remains a ſeeming Corruption in the Line, and 
that is Stock. Mr. Sewar# wou'd ok frike. | 2 it mould 
be corrected thus, 


ai. Medis, point, e 
: Ee. * , AE. 
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l en 
Beh. Miſtreſs !  * - 8 2 
= | Bradamante / tay ih | | POT. 
Hold, hold 1 pray. 115 
The Devil's in ; 6 0 the other ſide ſure: ? 
There's 


old for. vou; they have chang'd et 
MER. 
Will no cure help ? Well, 1 have one — 
| 855 5 that fail, won hang him, there's an end on by 1 
ou along with me, and you, Sir. 
l. Now are yon ing to drowning. 

' 125 Exeunt Alv. Eug. Luc. nd Bob. 
1 Te &en long with ye; ſhe's too great a 
Leg y for me, and would. Frove mofe than my PROT 

Ca. You're he F poke of Vitelli to. %o Steward ? 

Pio. Yes, and I thank you, you have beat me for't. 

da. But are you ſure you do not wrong bim ? ws 
Pio. Sure? 
So ſure, that if you pleaſe venture your 72 
I'll hew y' him and his Cokatrice eder, 
. And. you ſhall hear em taal. 

Gs. Will you?. By — Sir, as as; 
You ſhall endear me ever, and [ ask 
Your Mercy. 

Pio. You were eee oy ſterous.. 


Pang... :. 
I'll gratify you farcher 'pu but maſque me, ry 
And walk along w* ye; —_ let's ERP a Night on't. 
E hg | L Ereun. 


Cla. There's Gold to py y' amends; and = 25 | 


8 N FE” v. 


- Enter Alguazier, kochte, Mendoza, Wut, | 
and Lazarillo. _ 


Ale. Come on, my brave Water-Spaniels, you that 
bunt Ducks in the Night, and hide n more Knavery under 
| pour 


6 
* 


þ 
0 
i 
] 
( 
5 
l 
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your Gowns than your Betters; obſerve my Precepts, and 
edify by my Doctrine: At yond Corner will I ſet you; 
if Drunkards moleſt the Street, and 4all to brabling, 
knock you down the Malefactors, and take you up their 
Cloaks Ar Hats, and bring them to me, they are lawful - 
Priſoners, and muſt be ranſom'd eier they receive Li- 
berty; what elſe you are to execute upon occaſion, you 


ſufficiently know, and therefore I abbreviate my Lecture. 


Met. We are wiſe enough, and warm enough. 
Men. Vice this Night ſhall be apprehended. 
Pac. The terrour of Rug-gowns ſhall be known, 
(27) and our Bills diſcharge us of after Reckonings. 
Laz. I will do any thing, ſo 1 may eat. 
Pac. Lazarillo, we will ſpend no more; now we are 
own worſe, we will live better, let us follow our calling 
faithfully, 
Alg. Away then, the Commonwealth i is our Miſtreſs ; ; 
and who would ſerve a common Miſtreſs, but to gain by 
her; 275 | 009 L 


(27) and our lig diſcharge 11 15 after Ralle 1 If my Reader 
can underſtand this, tis more than I can do, ſuppoſing the Text to ſtaid 
as it does ; but if with Mr. Theobald and myſelf. we alter the word Bliſs 
into Bills, our Authors will write Sends, and the Paſſage will be clear 
to the moſt unlearned. 

I had like to have forgot to Go = Reader that the oy of 
1647 confirtys our Conjecture, 
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. Love's pn 7 * 


A W. SCENE — 
kus Vitelli, Lamoral, Ge Anaſtro, and 
Foo Pages with Lights. 


Lam JX. you ſee the Maſque, my Lord. 
4. Tis early Night yet. 
Gen. O if it be 9 take me along; 
I would not give advantage to ill Tongues 
To tax my being here, without your Preſence. 
To be my warrant. 
Vit. You might ſpare this, Silter, 
Knowing with whom ] leave you; one that is 
| By your Allowance, and his Choice, your Servant, 
. And may my Counſel and Perſwaſion work it, 
Your Husband ſpeedily : For your Entertainment + 
My Thanks; I will not rob you of the means 
To do your Miſtreſs ſome acceptable Service, 
In waiting on her to my Houſe, ' 
Sen. My Lord. 
Vi. As you reſpect me, without farther 8 
Retire, . taſte thoſe Pleaſures prepar'd for you, 
And leave me to my own ways. 


Lam. When you ny. "OED [ Exeunt. 


Fett Nl II. 
Enter Malroda and Alguazicr! 


Mal. You'll leave my Chamber? s 
3 Let us but bill once, 0 
0 


| ve, my Sparrow, 'and I, wt any Office, 
Wal be thy Slaves for ever. 

Mal. Ale you ſo hot? ; 

Alg. But taſte the difference of a Mankin 3 

You'll find that when . 2 1 him forward, . 


Tour 
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(20) Your Don, nor your Diego comes not near him 

o do a Lady right; no Men pay dearer + 
For their ſtoln Sweets, than we; three Minutes rrading 
Affords to any Sinner a Protection, | 
For three Years after, think on that: I burn: 

But · one drop of your Bounty 
Mal. Hence you Rogue, | 

Am I fit for you? ist not Grace ſufficient | 

To have your ſtaff, a bolt to bar the Door 2 

Where a Don enters, but that you'll preſume 

To be his Taſter? A. Is no more reſpect 

Due to (29) this Rod of Juſtice? 

Mal. Do you difpute ? 
Good Doctor of the Dungeon, not a bord more, 
III you do, my Lord Vitelli knows it. 

Alg. Why, 1 am big enough to a_—r him, 

Or any Man 8 
Mal. Tis well. Lune within. 
Vit. Maly oda ſ | by, 

Ag. How? Bock, 

Mal. Youknow the Voice, and now crouch like a Cur. 
Ta'en worrying Sheep; I now could have you gelded 


For a Baud rampant; but on this Submiſſion 
For once I ſpare you. 


Ag. I will be reveng d 
My honourable Lord. 


Enter Vicelli | 


Vi. There's for thy care. 5 


Ag. Em mad, ftark mad ; proud Pagan, ſeorn her 
. Hoſt? 1 


Would I were but valiant enough to kick herr, 


Enter Piorato, and Clara, above. 


Fd wiſh no Manhood elſe. 
Mal. What's that ? 


(28) So the Edition of 1647. mu reſt 7 


Your Don; not 


16 We 
(29) This I have fubtitated for , from yho kit Folio Copy: 
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Ag. I'm gone. A 1 Dat 
Pio. You ſee | have kepr my Y Word. Cs. Buri in this 
Object 


Hardly delerv'd m Thanks. Pip. In there . ce 
You will command me ? Cla. Only your Sword, which 
I muſt have; nay, willingly; 1 Ft know 2 i 
To force it, r e it. | 
Pio. Tis yours, Lady. 
a. Lask no other Guard. | 
Pio. If ſo, I leave you; 

And now, if that the Conſtable keep his Word, | 
A poorer Man may chance to gull a Lord. [ Exit, 
Mal. By this pood——yop ſhall not. We 
Vit. By this 1599 
I muſt, — will, Malroda ; what, a you — —— 

A Stranger of me? Mal. Til be ſo to you,. 
And you ſhall find it. Vit. Theſe are your old Arts 
I endear the Game, you know I comè to hunt 1 N 
Which J have borne too coldly. Mal. Do 0 aal. 
For if I heat you, hang me. 
Vit. If you do not, 
I know who'll ſtarve for't ; why, thou ſhame of Women, 
Whoſe Folly, or whoſe Impudence is greater, _ | - -- + 
Is doubtful to determine; this to me, 50 
That know thee for a Whore) }.. . 
Mal. And made me nes TY © 
Remember that. 
Vit. Why ſhould I but grow wiſe, 
And tye that Bounty up, which nor Diſcretion 
Nor Honour can give way to, thou would'ſt be 
A Bawd e'er twenty; and within a Montn 
A barefoot, lowſie, and diſeaſed Whore 
And ſhift thy Lodgings oftner than 8 \ 
That, s whipt from Poſt to Poſt. 
Mal. Piſh, all our College 
N55 you can rail well in this kind. 
Ca. Fore me 
He never ſpake ſo well. 
FR. [ have Aae the 


9 The 
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The envy of great Fortunes, made thee ſhine 
As.if thy. Name were glorious ; ſtuck thee 15 
of Jewels, as the Firmament of Scart, 
And in it made thee ſo remarkable 
That it grew queſtionable, whether Virtue poor, 
Or Vice ſo ſet forth as it is in thee, 
Were ev'n by Modeſty's {elf to be preſter'd : 
And am I thus repaid ? | 
Mal. You're ſtill my Debtor ; 175 
Can this, though true, be weigh*d with my loſt e 
Much leſs my. Faith? I h ave liv'd private to you, | 
And but for you, had ne er known what Luſt was, 
Nor what the Sorrow for't. 1 
Vit. Tis falſe. 
Mal. Tis true: 
But how return'd by you ? thy whole life being 
But one continu'd act of Luſt, and . + pans 
Of Womens Chaſtities. | 
Vit. But that I know . 
That ſhe that dares be damn'd, dares any ing, 
I ſhould admire thy tempting me; but preſume not 
O'th* power you think you hold oer my Affections, 
It will deceive you; yield, and preſently, -- - 
Or by the inflam*d Blood, which thou muſt quench, 
I'll make a forcible entry, 
Mal. Touch me not: 
You know I have a Throat. if you u do. 
I will cry outa Rape, or ſheath this 1 
E'er I'Il be kept, and us'd for Julip-w 
T' allay the heat, which luſcious Mears and Wine, | 
And not Deſire, hath rais d. 
Vit. A deſp'rate Devil! 3 
My Blood commands my nn I muſt take 
Some milder way. | 
Mal. J hope, dear Don, I fir you. | 
The Night is mine, although the Day was yours, 
You are not faſting now; this ſpeeding trick, 
(Which I would as a Principle leave to all, 


Thas make their Maintenance out of their own Indies, 
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As I do now z) my good old Mother taughe me | 
Daughter, quoth ſhe, conteft not with your Lover 
His Sto being empty, let Wine heat him, 


* And then you may command 15 tis a ſure one z. 


His Looks ſhew he is coming. 
Vit. Come, this needs not, 
Eſpecially to me; you know how dear 
Lever have eſteemed you. 

Cla. Loſt again. 


Vit. (30) That an fight oe yours dh power ts change 


My ſtrongeſt Reſolution ; and one Tear 
Sufficient to command a Pardon from me, 


For any wrong from you, which all Nene 


Should kneel in vain for. 

Mal. Pray you pardon thoſe 
That need your Favour, or deſire it. 
Vit. Prithee 

Be better temper'd: PI] pay as a forfeit 
For my raſh Anger, this Purſe fil'd with Gold. 
Thou ſhale have Servants, Gowns, Attires, what not? 
Only continue mine. 
Mal. Twas this I fiſl'd for; | 4 [ Aft. 
Vit. Look on me and receive i it. 
Mal. Well, you know , 
My gentle Nature, and take Pride t abuſe it: 
You ſee a Trifle pleaſes me, we're Friends; 
This Kiſs, and this, confirms We * 
Cla. With my Ruin. 
Mal. I'll have this Diamond, and this Pearl. 
Vit. They're yours. 


Mal. ä when you have what 1 
came for, 


v * 


3 That any Gght of yours 


and one Tear} 


I don't diſcard the word Sight, bad, becauſe it may. be exptain'd into 


Senſe ; but ſtill T ſuſpect Sight has a Letter too much, and that he 


5 Original might run, 
- That any Sigh or Tear &c, 
Sigh and Tears, is common, not ſo e and Tears, 


Take 


RA 
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Take them from me to Morrow? Tu: a faſhion 
Four Lords of late have us'd. 

Vit. But I'll not follow. 5 

Cla. That any Man at ſuc? a. rate as this 
Should-pay for his Repent 2. 

Vit. Shall we to bed now? 

Mal. Inſtantly, Sweet; yet now 1 think on't ds 5 


There's ſomething firſt that in a word or two 
I muſt acquaint you with. | 


Cla. (31) Can I cry Ayme, | 
To this againſt my ſelf? Pl} break this Match, | 
Or make it ſtronger with my Blood. | [Deſeends, 


Enter Alguazier, Piorato, Pachieco, Metaldi, 
Mendoza, Lazarillo, Wo 

Ag. I'm yours. 
A Don's not privileg*d here more PA your _ 
Win her, and wear her. 

Pio. Have you a Prieft ready? | 

Alg. 1 have him for thee, Lad; and when I have 
Married this ſcornful Whore to this poor n 
She will make ſuit to me; there is a trick _. 
To bring a high-priz'd Wench upon her Knees : 
For you, my fine neat Harpyes, ſtretch your Tallons 


And prove your ſelves true N RIS. 
Pac. Take my word 


For me and all the reſt. 
Laz. If there be Meat. | 

Or any Banquet ſtirring, you ſhall ſee 

How I'll beſtow my ſelf; | 
Ag. When they are drawn, 

Ruſh in upon 'em, alf's fair Prize you beads 

I muſt away : your Officer may give way 60 

To th' Knav'ry of his Watch, muſe not fe n. | 

You all know where to find me, [ Exit. 


(31) Can Jem ah me,] Mr. Theobald, with * 1 had: ne 
appineſs to concur, reads me, a Word common in Shakeſpran, 


Hand the Playwrights of that A ge, and the oldeſt Falio conbrmethe | 
AI 
| Mer. 


W. Bend hs Hl Os; 


Met. bn lend e ws" LETT gd a0fe 


Vit. Who's that: 
| Maa My Piorato, welcome, Ll A 
Faith had you not come when you did, my Lord 
Had done I know not what to me. — 
Vit. Pm gull'd, | 
Firſt cheated of my Jewels, and then 0 at; 
Sirrah, what makes you here? | 
Pio. A buſineſs brings me, 
More Jawful than your own. 
Vit. How's that, you Slave? 3 
” Mal. He's ſuch, that would continue her a Who, - 
Whom he would make a Wife of, 
Vit. I'll tread on 
_ Face you doat on, Strumpet. 


Enter Clara. 


Pac. Keep the Peace there. 
Vit. A Plot upon my Life too? 
Met. Down with him. 
Cla. Show your old Valour, and learn from a Women; 
One Eagle has a world of odds againſt | 
A flight of Daws, as theſe are. 
Pio. Get you off, 
Pl! follow inſtantly. IP 
Pac. Run for more help there. . 
[ Exeunt all but Vit, and Cla, 
2 Loſs of my Gold, and Jewels, and the Wench 50. 
Afflicts me not ſo much, as th' having Clara 
The Witneſs of my Weakneſs. 
- Cha. He turns from me; 
And yet I may urge Merit, ſince hi Life 
Is made my ſecond Gift. 
Vit. May I ne er proſper 
If I know how ts thank her. 
Ca. Sir, your Pardon 
For preſſing thus, beyond a Virgin's bounds, 
Lee your Privacies; and let my being 
to a Man, as you are, be th* excuſe 


. 


MH 4 => &»H0 
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of my folliciting that from you, which nor 
Be granted on my part, although deſir- qa 14 5 
By any other; Sir, you underſtand mee. 
And *twould ſhew. nobly in you, to — be 
From me a farther Boldneſs, which 1: malt hats bad 
Proceed in, if you prove not merciful, on HT" 
Though with my: loſs of Bluſhes and — Name“ 

Vit. Madam, I your will, — — be thankful, 


If it were poſſible J could affect whynT a 
The Daughter of an Enemy. | is 5 1 % acts 22uha 
Cla. That fair -falſe nec H. 


W hom with fond Dotage bo . lon 
Had ſuch, a Father; ſhe Ta wikoas' you 3 aa! 
Dearet for your Diſhonour, than all Titles | 45 © & 
Ambitious Men hunt for, are worth. bas) anions 
Vit. "Tis truth. 4 gehn An Gan ie 5185 
Cla. Yet, with her, as a Friend}' wot Kill eden [ 
Health for Diſeaſes, and, to your Diſgrace,”! 7 
' Nouriſh the Rivals to your preſent Pleaſures,” ' RON 
At your own: charge, us'd as a Fropert // 
To give a ſafe Protection to her Laſt, 
Yet ſhare in nothing but the ſhame of it. 
Vit. Grant all this ſo, to take you for a Wife 
Were greater hazard 3 for ſhould I offend you 
(As*tisnotealy- Dag! > TORS 
You're of ſo great 
To wear. your Petticoat 
My Breechies from me. AE EE 
Cla. Rather from this Hour . 
1 here abjure all Actions of a Man, ER AY 
And will eſteem it happineſs from 1 eee 
To ſuffer like a Woman; Love, true Loe 2 n >. 
Hath made a ſearch within me, and a, 
All but my natural Softneſs, and made per O 
That which my Parents care could not 5 
Iwill ſhow ſtrength in nothing, but my N 
And glad deſire to pleaſe you, and in 8 _ 
Grow every Day more n 4 
Vol. Vi. PF: + 


1 


LEY 


- 
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Vit. Could this be, 
What a brave Race tight L beger f I find 


Loves Gres Or, 


* 


A kind of yielding; and no reaſon why 


] ſhould hold longer out; ſhe's young, 8 fair; * 
And chaſt, for ſure ; but with her leave, the Devil 


Durſt not attempt her: Madam, though =_ have 
A Soldier's Arm, your Lips W as "of | 


They were a Lady's. 


Cla. They dare, Sir, from wn 


Endure the Tryal. 
Vit., Ha! once more I 


I have 


proy'd many 5 *tis not fafe, 1 fm; 
To ask th' reſt now; well, I'll leave * and. 
Luck herein ſend me with her : r 


pray you 


«Jv 4 9 


n 


The beſt I ever taſted; and tis ſaid. 


I'll wait upon you home, and by the 9 
(If e'er | marry, as I'll not forſwear wn 
Tell you, you are my Wike. 


Cla. Which if yo 
(33) From me, all "Mar-kind Women, learn'6 00 woe. 


At A Cloak? Geol pr 


So. much out of the 
Eight Loyns of Vea 


u do, 


* 6 F 7 


, % 


8 2 E N E 
Euer Alguzicrs Pachiecy, Metaldi, Mendoza, = 


well, 


1 


Laxarillo. 
a; ; vg auen, 


We lll ſhare ten Piſtolets a Man. 
Laz. Yet ſtill 
I'm monſtrous h 


V1 


urc 


4a ©+. 
"$3 Ih 4 


> i 1 4 


wires 
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. 5 — 


1 


; could you not aetun 


Pac. O ſtrange Proportion for five. 
Lax. For hve? I have, 


133 Thus tuns the Raition of 164 7. te Gags _— 
Fin me all Manking, 


* x 


„ 


1 : 


omen, Wark 7 1 


1 


155 ſum, as would purehaſe 
and Tome two dozen of e f 
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A Login in my ftomach, that have Wipe 3 [6M 
Perpetual Faſt 2 25 ten Years ; for the Sen, LT 
They are to me but as ſo many Blacle· birds: LOTS 


May I but eat once, and be fatisfied, ' Noon. 
Let the Fates call me, when my Sip is baus, 


And I ſhall hang in Peace. | 1 


Alg. Steal well to Night, | 
And thou fhalt feed to 800 h f fd 909-2063: 8 
Yourſelves in, I'll raife another Watch 1 
To free you from Suſpicion 3 ſet on any 1.03163 
You meet with boldly ; I' not be far of, 1% 19 


T'aſſiſt you, and protect your” * 3 (un. 


Met. O brave Officer! 


\ Euter FTI Lucio and tacit, ID ee | 


Pac Would every Ward had one but ſo well given, 
And we would watch, for Rug, in gowns of Velvet. 
Mend. Stand cloſe, a Prize. 
Met. Satten, and gold Lace, Lads. : 
Au. Why doſt thou hang Om ”y * * 
c. "Tis ſo dark 
I dare not ſee my way; for Heay' n ale, Pather, 
Let us go home. WO. 
Bob. No, even here we'l lere you 4 
Ler's run away from hint, my Lord, 
Tuc. Oh as, 5 
Av. Th alt made me mad; 200 1 wil beat the 


dead, 
Then bray cher in a Mortar, and new mold de, 
But J will alter thee. 
Bob. Twill never be? 


7 7 89 


} 


He has been three Days praftifing to (erik, | 


Yet ſtill he fips like to a Waiting-Woman,”- 


And looks as he were murck ring of a eto 477 hk 


Among wild Ii Þ SWaggerers. OE 1 
Ln I have 1 
Your good word, Zancho; F abe | 

Av. Milk-ſop, Coward ; Ra nr 
Ffa No 


452 | Laue 4. Cue: On 


No Houſe of mint receives thee; I diſclaim thee, 


Thy Mother on her Knees ſhall not entreat me 
Hcreafter to acknowledge thee, 


Luc. Pray you ſpeak for me, 1 .[n Bobadilla. 


Bob. I ere but now I cannot with mine Honour. 
Av. There's only one Courſe left, chat may redeem 
thee, | 


Which is, to ſtrike the next Man that you meet "7," 


And it. we chance to light upon a Woman, 
Take her away, and uſe her like a Man, 


of I will cut thy Hamſtrings. 


; Re. eee 12.5. i... 
' fie What doſt thou now?  - _ 
Luc. I'm faying, Sir, my Prayers; 


"ws being to unde rike hat en would have = -- 
I know I cannot lire. . 


Enter Lamoral, Genevora, Analivs; and Pages with 
i 
2 Madam, 1 fear 
You'll wiſh y' had us'd your Coach ; your Brother's Houſe 
Is yet far off. \ 
Cen. The bettet, Sir this Walk 
Will help Digeſtion after your great e 


Of which I have fed largely. 


Alv. To your Task, 


Or elſe you know what follows: 2 


Luc. I am dying: 


Now. Lord have mercy on me. By; your favour, 


Sir, I muſt ſtrike you. 
Lam. For what cauſe ? 
Luc. I know not; 


And I muſt likewiſe talk with that young Late 
An Hour in private. 


Lam, What you muſt, is doubtful, 

But I am certain, Sir, that I mult beat you. 2h 
Luc. Help, help. D 
Av. Not ſtrike again? ee eee 


4 
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Lam. How Atvarez ? e, 
Ana. This for my Lord Vitelli's love. 5 
Pac. Break out, ; * 
And like true Thieves, make prey on either Ge, * 
(33) But ſeem to help the Rn; V "ok 
. Oh my Lord! | 
hey*ve beat ban on his knees. 
. Though I want Courage, 
] yet have a Son's Duty in me, and 
Compaſſion of a Father's Danger ; that, 


That wholly now . me. 32 e 4 
Av. Lucio. * 26525 ee ee 
This is beyond my hope. | 


Met. So, Lazarillo, © 
Take up all, Boy; well done. 
ac. And now ſteal off 
Cloſe cunningly. 
Ana. How? have | fond you ? | | 
Why .Gentlemen, 9% you ad; to make your oY 


A prey to R 


ogues 
Lam, Would we were off. 
Bob, Thieves, Thieves. 
Lo our own Contention 3 ; nd down with 
eny. - 
Luc. Pll make 150 ſure. 
Bob. Now he plays the Devil, 


Gen. This place is not for me. [Exil. 
Luc. I'll follow her | 06.2: 
Half of my Penance is paſt o'er, Exit. 


(34) But fhems to help the Stranger, ] But as they were to be the 8 


= of the Night, *twould be fomething difficult to diſtinguiſh in the 


rk betwixt the contending Parties, I freely own this Place (if not cor- 


refed ) is abſolute Nonſenie, or not intelligible. The way to ſet it 
ſound muſt be by changing a Letter, and will chen turn out thus, 


But Fra to my the ſtronger. | 


Ff! * 1 4G 
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Rot Alguazier, Adiſtant, ani on other Pk,” | 
Ag. What Noiſe? kad Ben 
What Tumult's there? keep the Kings Peace, 

Pac. I'm glad he's come, rr RN n 
Alv. O, you keep good Guard 
Upon the City, when Men 6b our Rank | 5 
Are ſet upon thus in the Streeees. 
Lam. Th' Aſſiſtant r x 
" Shall har ent, begin. if » 3s noted | 
Ana. And if he be U ati 
That careful Governor he is reported, | 
You will ſmart fort, e RO 
Ag. Patience, good Si gniors 3 © 
. Let me ſurvey the Raſcals; O, I know 8 iy: 
And thank you for them; they are pilf 15 Roger 
Of Andaluzia, that have perus'd | 
All Priſons in Caftile ; I dare not trult 
Tube Dungeon with them; no, I'll 0 them . 
To my own Houſe. 
Pac, We'd rather go to Priſon. 
Ag. Had you fo, Dog-bolts? yes, I. —.— you had; 
You there would uſe your cunning Fingers n 
The ſimple Locks, you would; but I'll prevent you. 
Lam. My Miſtreſs loſt ? good N ight, Eri. 
Bob. Vour Son's gone too, ofa df e 8 
What ſhould be come of him? 
Av. Come of him, what will; iir 
Now he dares fight, I care not: Tl to Bed: 
Look to your Priſoners, Aguaxier. er with Boh, 
Alg. All's clear d; N 
| Proop not for one Diſaſter; let us hug, 


H 

1 
þ 

I 

\ 

7 

4 


And triumph in our Knav'ries. J 4 
Aſſiſt, This confirms | ; 
What was reported of him, 3 5 \ 

Met. "Twas done bravely. . 


Ag. I muſt a little glory in the means 
Ban Officers have, tO play the Knaves, wo ſafely 1 
| OW 


**V = 
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How we break through the Toils, pitch*d' by the ee 
Vet hang up them that are far leſs Delinquents; f 
A ſimple Shopkeeper's carted for a Bawd, 
For lodging, though unwittingly, a Smt gamer; 5 
Where, with rewards, and credit, I have yh 
Malroda in my Houſe, as in a Cloylter, 
Without Taint, or Suſpicioͤn. 
Pac, But ſuppoſe 
The Governor ſhould know it? 
Ag. He? good Gentleman, 3 
Let him perplex himſelf with prying into 
The Meaſures in the Market, and th' Abuſes 
The Day ſtands guilty of; the Pillage of 
The Night is only mine, mine own Fee-fimple © 


Which, you ſhall hold from me, Tenants at will, 
And pay no Rent for't. 


Pac. Admirable Landlord ! 

Alg. Noy we'll go ſearch the Taverns, commit lch 
As we find drinking; and be drunk our ſelves 
With what we take from them ; theſe filly Wretches, 
Whom l for form ſake only have brought hither, 
Shall watch without, and guard us. 

Ait. And we will 
See you ſafe lodg'd, moſt worthy Api, 
With all of you his Comrades, _ 

Met. *Tis the Governor. 

Ag. We are betray c. | 

Ait. My Guard there ; bind them "TY 


5 1 F 
How Men in ligh Place and Authority 
Are in their Lives and Eſtimations wrong d 75 
By their ſubord'nate Miniſters? yet ſuch 


They cannot but imploy ; wrong'd Juſtice Ini.) 
| Scarce one true Servant in ten Officers. 


T*expoſtulate with you, were but to delay 


Your Crimes due Puniſhment, which ſhall fall on —_ 
So ſpeedily, and ſeverely, that it all 
Fright others by th' example; and FN 


f 4 a | 


I SE. 


| 


| (So then ybu will reſt 


456 Love Cures On, 
However corrupt Officers may diſgrace 


Themſclyes, ?cis'not in them 10 5 their r Place, 
Bring them away. 


5 


Ag. We'll ſuffer nobly yet, W ee aut 
And like to Spaniſh Gallants.' oo 
Pac. And we'll hang ſo. | | * 
Lax. I have no —_ to't.; but ru endeavour. 


Ls 
8 c E N E . | 
Enter Luo nd Genevora. _ 


Gen. Nay, you are rude 3 ; pray. you forbear, you N | 


now 


More than the breeding of a Gentleman | 


Can give you warrant for. 


Luc. *Tis but to kiſs you, 
And think not I'll receive that for a Favour 
Which was enjoin'd me for a Penance, Lady. © _. 
Gen. You've met a ge entle Confeſſor, and for once, | 
atisfy'd, ) I vouchſafe it. 
Luc. Reſt ſatisfy*d' with a Kiſs? Why, can a Man | 
Deſire more from a Woman? Is there any | 


| Pleaſure beyond it? may I never live 


6 I know what it is. | 
Gen. Sweet Innocence! „ 


Luc. What ſtrange new Motions do 1 feel 4 my 


Veins 


Burn with an unknown Fire; in ev ry part 
I ſuffer Alteration; I am poiſon'd, 


Yet languiſſ with deſire again to taſte 1 It 
So ſweetly it works on me. 

Gen, Ine er faw 
A lovely Man, till now. 

Luc. How can this be? 


She is a Woman, as my Mother is, 
* her I have kiſs'd LON and brought off 


u 


eee 
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My Lips unſoorct?d 3 yours are more lovely, Lady, 
And ſo ſhould be leſs hurtful ; pray vouchſafe | 
Your Hand to quench the Heat ta'en 2 from your, Lip, 
Perhaps that may reſtore me. 5406 | 
Cen. Willingly. _ | 
1 The flame increaſes ; ; E- to . you, burn | 
t | 
What Sond more ſtrict Embraces * ? I knot nec ; 
And yet methinks to die ſo, were t' aſcend 
To Heav'n, through Paradiſe. 
Gen. I'm wounded too; E 
Though Modeſty forbids that I ſhould ſpeak | 
What Ignorance makes him bold in; op 9 you fix 
Your Eyes ſo ſtrongly on me?? 
1 — ſtand ſtill, 
There's nothing elſe, that's worth the looking on: 
I could adore you, Lady. 12 | 
Cen. Can you love me? 
Luc. To wait on y' in your Chamber, and but conch 
W hat you, by wearing it, have made Divine 
Were ſuch a happineſg——lI am reſolved, 
PI! fell my Wen to you for this * 
And write my ſelf your Slave. 


Enter Lamoral. 


Gen. On eaſier Terms 
Receive it, as a Friend. 
Lam. How! Giving Favour ! 
I'll have it with his Heart, 
Gen, What will you do? 
Luc. As you are merciful, take my Life rather, 
Gen. Will you depart wich't ſo? 
Luc. Does that grieve you? P + 
Gen, I know not, but ev'n now you appear'd valiant. 
Luc. *T'was to preſerve my Father, in his Cauſe. 
I could be ſo again. Gen. Not in your own? 
Kneel to thy Rival, and thine Enemy ? 
| * unworthy . I begin | 7 | 
0 


4578 Lebe cure: Or, 


To hate my 1 bf. for giving entrance io 

A good Opinion of thee ; for thy Torment, 

If my poor Beauty be of any. Power, + 

May'ſt thou doat on it deſpꝰrately; but never 

Preſume to hope for Grace, till thou recover 

And wear the Favour that was raviſh'd from thee. 
Lam. He wears my Head too then. 


Cen. Poor Fool, farewel.. ur tells 
Luc. = womaniſh Soul, which hitherto hath go- . 
vern 


This coward Fleſh, I ſeel departing 4 me; 
And in me by her Beauty i is inſpir'd 5 

A new and Maſc'line one, inſtructing me 
What's fit to do or ſuffer ; powerful Love! f 
That haſt with loud, and yet a plealing Thunder 
Rous'd ſleeping Manhood in me, thy new Creature, 
Perfect thy work; ſo that I may make known 
Nature 3 long 325 en will have her own. 
"WW. 


mw” 


e A. A.M. 
* 


ACT v. SCENE * 


Enter Lamoral and Lucio. | 


1 AN it be poſſible, that in ſix ſhort hours, 
The Subject ſtill the ſame, ſo many Habits 

Should be remoy'd ? Or this new Lucio (he 

That yeſternight was baffePd and diſgrac'd, - 

And thank*d the Man that did it; that then "AF 

And blubber'd like a Woman) ſhould now dare - 

On terms of Honour to ſeek Reparation, 

For what he then appear'd not capable of ? 
Lac. Such Miracles, Men that dare do Injuries 

Live to their ſhames to ſee, for puniſhment 

And ſcourge to their proud Follics, oats 
Lam. Prithee leave me: 5 5 


— — 


F 9 m „ — 


Had 
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| Had I my Vn or Foot-man here to fleſh thee, 
I durſt the better hear thee; © 
Luc. This Scorn needs not: © 

And offer ſuch no more. ae 

Lam. Why, ſay 1 ſhoud. 
You'll not be angry? ls 0% 33 1 

Luc. Indeed I think I ſhall, 3 3 
Would you vouchſafe to ſhew your © ſelf 2 ore, K 7. 
And lead a little farther, to 0555 f Place 
That's leſs emen |; 


Luc. If not, | | 1 f 4 
Make uſe of this. n ni 1s 
Lam. There' s Anger in his Eyes wo: t Ade. 


His Geſture, Voice, Behaviour, all new faſnion d; 
Well, if it does endure in Act the trial 
Of what in ſhow it promiſes to make good, | 

Ulyſſes Cyclops, Io's Transformation, 
Eurydice terch'd from Hell, with all the reſt 
Of Ovid's Fables, PII put in my Creed; 
And for proof, all incredible things may be, 
Write down that Lucio, the Coward into, * 
The womaniſh Lucio fought. * 75 = 

Luc. And Lamoral, x 

The ſtill employ'd great Dueliſt Lamoral, 
Took his Life from him. 
Lam. Twill not come to that ſure: 

Methinks the only drawing of my Sword 

Should fright that Confidence. 
Luc. It confirms it rather. bo 
To make which good, know you ang now oppor. 
By one that is your Rival, one that wiſhes 
Your Name and Title greater, to raiſe his; 
The wrong you did, leſs pardonable than it is, | 
But your Strength to defend it, more than ever 
It was when Juſtice friended it. The Lady PS 
For whom we now contend, Genevora, ' 2 


Of more deſert, (if ſuch incomparable Beuy 
Could 


ves Cure: Or, 


Could ſuffer an Kalbe) pose Eo ô vin 1 batt 
To Don Vitelli multiply*d, 4— your Hate 51 
Againſt my Father and his Houſe increas'd ; 
And laſtly, that the Glove which-you there Wear 
To my Diſhonour, (which I muſt force . omg 
Were dearer to you than your L 
Lam. You'll find 
It is, and fo I'll guard it. 
LCuc. (35) All theſe muſt meet then 4 
With the black Infamy, to be foil'd by one 
That's not allow'd a Man; to help your Tala, 
That falling by your Hand, I may, or die, 
Or win in this one ſingle Oppoſition 
My Miſtreſs, and ſuch Honour as I _ 
ich my Father's Arms with. 
. *Tis faid nobly, 
My ife with them are at the ſtake, 


eee eg 01412 Feb 
Lam. She's your's; this and my Life too, follow you 
Fortune, 


And give not only back that part, the Loſer 
Scorns to accept of 
.. Whar's that ? 

Lam. My poor Life, | 
Which do 2 ook me as a farther Torment, | 
Having deſpoil'd me of my Sword, mine Honour, 
Hope of my Lady's Grace, Fame, and all e 


That Ke it worth the in 
Luc. I take back — 85 


TOP No more from you, than what you forc'd from me ; 
And with a worſer Title; yet think not - 


That I'll diſpute this, as made inſolent 

By my Succeſs, but as one equal with you, 

If ſo you will accept me; that new Courage, 
(Or call it Fortune if you pleaſe,) that is 


(35) The Folio of the oldeſt Date reads thus, 
All theſe meet then. | 73 
55 Conferr'd 
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Conferr'd upon me by the onl ſight To 
| Of fair Genevora, was not beſtow'd on me r 
: To bloody purpoſe : Nor did her Command 
Deprive me of the happineſs to ſee her, 
But till I did redeem her Favour from you; 
Which only I rejoyce in, and ſhare with you 
In all you ſuffer elſe. | 
Lam. This Courteſie ; f 
Wounds deeper than your Sword can, or mine on 5. 
Pray you make uſe of either, and diſpatch me. 
Luc. The barbarous Turk is fatisfy*d with Spoil; „ 4 
And ſhall I, being poſſeſt of what I came __ A 
Prove the more Infidel ? 
Lam. Tou were better be ſo, 
Than publiſh my Diſgrace, as "is «the geben, 
And which I muſt expect. | 01 1 
Tuc. Judge better of me: | i 
I have no Tongue to trumpet mine own Praiſe 
To your diſhonour ; *tis a Baſtard Courage 
That ſeeks a Name out that way, no true born one: 5 
Pray you be comforted, for by all Goodneſs 
But to her virtuous ſelf, the beſt part of it, m 2 = 
I never will diſcover on what terme * 
I came by theſe; which yet 1 take not from you, 4 
But leave you in exchange of them, mine ownz: | 
With the deſire of being a Friend; which if 
You will not grant me, but on farther trial! 
Of Manhood in me, ſeek me when you pleaſe, 
(And though I might refuſe it with mine 8 
Win them again, and wear them: ſo good Morrow. | 
4 xit, 
Lam. I neer knek what true Valour was till my 0 
And have gain'd more by this Diſgrace, than all 
The Honours I have won; they made me d, 
Preſumptuous of my Fortune a mere Bea ey 
Faſhion'd by — only to dare and do- 2 
' Yielding no Reaſons for my wilful Actioss??s 
But what I ſtuck on my Sword's point, preſuming 


g * 


5462 e Care « Os; 


| 2 hat there was 


. 
O _ — 
+ W N 2 


It was the beſt Revenue, "How unequal 1 
Wrongs well maintain'd/ makes us to ng which 


Ending with ſhame, teach usto Kew e out Rives; 
I will think more on't, 2 


Euler Viet ki. 


Vit. Lamoral. 
Lam. My Lord? - 

Vit. I came to ſeek you. i T9852: 

Lam. And unwillingly,' , 
You neer found me till now chr Len Sir? 

Vit. That which will pleaſe es Friend, thy ne 

Love to me 

Shall now be put in Action; means are offe- d ee 
To uſe thy good Sword for me, that which ftil] 
Thou wear'ſt (36) as if it were a part of thee, 
Where is' t? 

Lam. *Tis chang'd for one more Fortunate: 
Pray you enquire not r & 213 10 

Ju. Why, (37) 1 n&er thought 

Magick in it, but aſcrib'd_ 15 

The Fortune of it to thy Arm. Lam. Which i is 
Grown weaker too. I am not (im a word) ' - 
Worthy your Friendſnip: 1 am one new 5 ranquiſed, 
Vet — by whom. | 

Vit. But l' tell thee 


SGainſt whom thou art to ght, and rears redeem. 


Thy Honour loft, if there eee ee 


of The Fun 
0 Thin he Copy if i — a 877 . 


* bat thers WAs Nagel 4 1 My * 5 no \ doubt, will be 
Curpris d with the Myfick of a a 42 Fr 6.0 be-the firft time he ever 
heard C — „and J affore him "tis quite new to me and Mr. 


Secuard too, We ſuppoſe the Line n run 1 
1 Magick in it, 

1. e. the Wonders 45 his Sward 9 any Charm, or 

Enchantment ite the Swords of Knights-Ercant, but only to the 

e atm chat wielded it. 


: 7 1 The 


* 
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The King, by my long Suit, at length is . 
That Avurex and my ſelf, with either's Second, 
Shall end the difference between our Houſes, | 
Which he accepts of; I make choice of thee 
And where you ſpeak of a Diſgrace, the Means 
To blot it out, by ſuch a publick Trial 
Of thy approved Valour, will revive 
Thy antient Courage. If y embrace #7; 005: 1.7 44 "> 
If not, I'll feek ſome other. 148 
Lam. As LEA. 
You may command me. 
0 Vit. Spoke like that true Friend SER * 
That loves not age for his Private end, ILE. 


5 Cc E N 'E u. 


Eu nter G with a Letter, and Baba. 


| Gin This from Madonna Clara 45 
Bob. Yes, an't pleaſe you. 


Gen, Avareꝝ hter? Sb 2 „ — 3 
Bob. The ſame e ee 5 
Cen. She, 


That ſav'd my Brother's Like > to A 1 
Bob. You're till, i' th' right; „ _ 

She will'd me wait your walking Forth, and knowing 
How neceſſary a diſcreet, wiſe. Mann LF 
Was, in a bulineſs of ſuch weight, ſhe pleas'd._ 
To think on me; it may be in my Face 
Your Ladyſhip, not NE with my Witdom, 

Finds no ſueh matter; what I am, Iam ; : 
Thought's free, and think. you what, you pleaſe, | of 

Gen 'Tis ſtrange— : — 


—— — — 
— us N 


Bob. That 1 ſhould be wile, Madam? 
Gen. No, thou att (a 2 
There's for thy Pains, and prithee tell ty 1 
Iwill not fail to meet her: I' receive 
Thy Thanks and Duty in thy preſent Abſence': 
Farewel, 


— nA CI 


OO — 
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Farewel, fare wel, I ſay, now thou art wiſe. [Exit Bob; 
She writes here, ſhe bath ſomething to impart P 
That may concern my Brother's Life; I know not; 
But genera} Fame does give her out ſo worthy, 

That I dare not fuſpect her; yet wiſh _ 


Enter Lucio. 


Were Maſter of her Mind; but fie upon't; 
Why do I think on him? See I am puniſt d for't; b 
In his unlook'd- for Preſence : Now I muſtt 
Endure another, tedious piece of Courtſhip, 51 
Would make one forſwear courteſie. 
Luc. Gracious Madam, . [ Eeech. 

The Sorrow paid, for your juſt Anger 97 me, 
Ariſing from my weaknefs; I preſume 
To preſs into your Preſence, and cry not 
An eaſie Pardon. 

Gen. He ſpeaks Senſe; O firange!. my 

Luc. And yet believe, that no deſire of mine, 
| Though all are too ſtrong in me, had the Power | 
For theit Delight, to force me infringe 8 
What you commanded ; it being in your part 
| To leſſen your great Rigour when you, pleaſe, 
And mine to ſuffer with an humble Patience 

What you'll impoſe upon it. wy 2 

OH, COU In tf of HSE EST 

Luc. Yet hath the pobr and Sarl Tub, Mah, 
(Made able only by his hope to ſerve you 
(38) Recover'd what with Violence, not Juſtice, 

as taken from him; and here at your Feet 

With theſe, he could have laid the conquer'd Head | 
Of Lamoral (*tis all J fay of him) X. 
For rudely rouching that, which as a Relick | 


(3; Recover'd what ith F $o the iden of wr, 
which was eaſily corrupted into 


 Recover'd that with ride. 9401 19k 1 
da. Sa au 1 l | 1 


1 ever would 5 oth. fince * twas My | 
Gen. Valiant, and every _ 4 e e [4h Me. 
Wiſh in her Servant. 8 | 
Luc. All that's good in me, 
That heav'nly Love, the Oppoſite to baſe Luft * 
Which would have all Men worthy, hath created ; 
Which being by your Beams of Beauty form'd, 
Cheriſh as your own Creature. 
Seen. I am gone f - | 
Too far now to diſſemble: Rik, d or PE | 
I muſt kneel with you too; let this one Kiſs 
Speak the reſt for me; *tis too much I do, 
And yet, if Chaſtity would, I could wiſh more. 
Luc. In overjoying me, you are grown fad 3 
What is it, Madam ?- by J 
(39) There's nothing that's within my Nerves (and „ 
Favour'd by you, I ſhould as much as Man); .._ 
But when you pleaſe, now, or on all Occaſions 
Lou can think of hereafter, but you may 
Diſpoſe of at your Pleaſure. 
Gen. If you break _ 
That Oath again, you loſe me. Vet ſo well 
J love you, I ſhall never put you tot; 
And yet forget it not: Reſt ſatisfied ' 
With that you have receiv*d now, there are Eyes 
May be upon us; till the difference 
Between our Friends are ended, I would not 
Be ſeen ſo private with you. 
Luc. J obey you. 


Cen. But let me hear oft from you, and remember 


. 


* _ 


(39) There's nothing that's within my Nerves ——— 
But when you pleaſe — ; | 
but you may 
Diſpoſe of at your Pleaſure, ] Our e here, have cer- 
tainly had ſome foul Play, I can't thisk it probable, that the could 
be guilty of ſuch glaring Tautology in the expreſling of a thing fo 


eaſy, as that himſelf and 5 e in his Power were at his cr s 
Service. 
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the ſame likeneſs with itſelf in the Year 1711. 


* | Core « o, 


i am + telli's Siſter, 
Lac. What's that Madam : 
Gen. n= nothing : fare you well, who feels Love's 


Would 6668 ask * to 1 mearg to dere. | (Bann 
1 E N E m. 


Enter Aſſiſtant, Syayedra, Anaftro, Herald, 
„ ee. 


AR. Are they come in? 


_ Tes. | | i „ 
Aft. Read the Proclamation, / 


That all the People here aſſembled may | 
Have ſatisfaction, what the King's dear love 
In care of the Republick, hath ordained ; 


Attend with Silence: Read aloud. 


Herald Reads, 


Fg as our high and mighty Mafer, Phili po the 


Potent and moſt Catholick King of Spain, hath not only 
in bis own Royal Perſon, been lon 5 ——— often ſollicited, and 
grieved, with the (40) the deadly and uncurable Hatred, 
ſprung up betwixt the two antient 4 moſt. honourably de- 
ſcended Houſes of theſe his two dearly and equally beloved 
Subjects, Don Ferdinando de Alvarez, and Don Pedro de 
Vitelli ; (all which in vain his Majeſty hath often endeavour- 


24 10 reconcile an d/quabifie : ). But 1 5 alſo through the De- 


bates, Ruarrels, and Ontrages daily ariſing, faling, and 


. (40) deadly and honourable bairtd, foru ng up between the tao | 
antient and moſt uncurable deſcended Houſes] ere is a glorious Piece 


of Nonſenſe, which was born in the Year 167 79s an org pe a _ K 
e preſent Text whic 


I have given is from Mr. Seward's and my own N confirmd 
by the Copy of 1647. 


® 7, e, To have the Mean to compaſs his defre 


yz us” 


oo 


flowing 


$ 
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many of his 6hief Gtvtry, (nv le tender to his Royal Ma- 


jefty, than the very Branches of his own ſacred Blood) ſpoil e | 
0 


hft, and ſubmerged, in the tmpious Thundation and Torrent 
of their ſlill-growing -Maltce : It hath therefore pleaſed -his - 
Sacred Majeſty, out of his infinite Affektion to preſerve bis 

Common. wealth, and general Peace, from farther Violation, 
(as a ſweet and beartily loving Father of his People,) and on 
the earneſt Petitions of theſe Arch-tnemies, is order and ordain, 


that they be ready, each with his tbell-choſeh and beloved 


Friend, armed at all points like Gentlemen, inthe Caſtle of 


St. Jago, on this preſent Monday Morning betivixt eight 


and nine of the Chotk, where 10 05 the Conibatants be al- 
lowed to commente this granted Duel) this 1s be read 
aloud for the publick Satifattion «of his Majeſty's well be- 


loved Subjects. 


Ha. (41) Hark 


tiate Ch0lf, 7 home om ct = 
Of Blood, and ſtop their Ears 'gainſt pious Peace, 
Who gently whiſpering, implores their Friendſhip... - 
_ Afi. Kings nor Authority can maſter Fate; 
Admit 'em then, and Blood (extinguiſh Hate. 


1 


| Enter ſeverally, Alvatez and Lucio, Vitelli and Latnoral. 
Sya, Stay, yet be pleas'd to think, and les. not daring, 


(Wherein Men now-a-days exceed een Beaſts, » 
And think themſelves not Men clſe,) fo tranſport you 
Beyond the bounds of Chriſtianity z Ps OTST ft 
Lord Alvarez, Vitelli, Gentlemen, 


No Town in Spain, from our Metropolis 


Unto the rudeſt Hovel, but is great 


(41). Hark, their Drums — go the Text of 1679, and the 
Copy of 1711. The oldeſt Edition gives the Reading Here adopted. 


=. a 6g 2 With 


"Seve the King. bunt alli. 
„ how their Drums ff peak their inſa- W 


finwing from the great Heads, Dis publick il Cb, 
is jeditiouſly and  barbaronfly motefed and wounded,” and. 


Pa 


Beat Drums, 
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With your affured Valours daily Proofs ; $ bt 
Oh will you then, for. a ſuperfluous Fame, 
A ſound of Honour, which in theſe times, all 


Like Hereticks profeſs (with obſtinacy) 
But moſt erroneouſly venture your Souls, 


Tis a hard Task, thorough a Sea of Blood .. 
 Tofail, and land at Heav n? | | 


Vit. 1 hope not, 
If Juſtice be my Pilot; but my Load, 
'You know, if Argument, or Time, or Love, 
Could reconcile, long ſince; we had ſhook Hands; 


I dare proteſt, your Breath cools not a Vein 


In any one of us, but blows the Fire, 

Which nought but blood reciprocal can quench. 
Alv. Vitelli, thou ſay'ſt bravely, and ſayſt right, 

And 1 will kill thee for't, I love thee ſo. | 


Vit. Ha! ha! old Man, upon thy Death Pil build | 
A ſtory with this Arm, for thy old Wife 


To tell thy Daughter Clara ſeven Years hence, 

As ſhe fits weeping by a Winter's Fire, 

How ſuch a time Vitelli flew her Husband 

With the ſame Sword his Daughter favour'd Nun. | 


And lives, and wears it yet; 4 COme, Lamoral, 


Redeem. thy ſelf. 
Lam, Lucio, Genevora | 
Shall on this Sword receive thy bleeding Hair: 
For my preſented Hat, laid at her Feet. 
Luc. Thou talk'ſt well Lamoral, but tis ag. Head. 


That I will garry to her to thy Hat: 


Fie, Father, I do cool too much. 
Atv. Oh Boy | 
Thy Father's true Son: 


and fo 5 Morrow to your 


Lordſhip. 


Enter above Eugenia, Clara, and Genevora, 
Ha. Brave Reſolutions. 


* Ana. 


_ 


| 
i 
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Aua. Brave, and Spaniſh, rig lt. 
Gen. Lucio! | HOT 145 FIR. | ' H 

- (its FOI HT | eee a 
Eug. Alvarez! : go ore? Dion yoT 
Alv. How the Devil 23-1 ee 031 


Got theſe Cats into th' gutter ? my Puſs too? 


Eug. Hear us. 

Gen, We muſt be heard. 

Cla. We will be heard. ae 
Vitelli, look, ſee Clara on her Knees, Rayon 
Imploring thy Compaſſion 3; Heav'n, how ſternly 
They dart their emulous Eyes, as if each ſcorn'd 


To be behind the other in a Look! . 
Mother, Death needs no Sword here; oh my Siſter, 


(Fate fain would have it ſo,) perſuade, entreat, 
(42) A Lady's Tears are ſilent Orators 
Or ſhould be ſo at leaſt, to move beyond 
The honeſt-tongued Rhetorician ; e e, 
. | 177 * : . 1 7951 ; =”  Whi 
(42) A Lady's Tears are filent Orators, © hs as 7 


to. move beyond 


The hontfl-tongu'd Rhetorician J That there is no proper An- 


titheſis between the /i/ent Oratory of a Lady's Tears and the Honeſty 
of a Rhetorician's Tongue, muſt be clear to any Reader of common 
Senſe. The Incorre&neſs of the Preſs is evident alſo in the ſame 
Line both by the Conſtruction of t#»gu'd, which ſpoils the Verſe, 
and that the Hyphen was miſplac'd. The fame Inaccuracy there- 
fore undoubtedly put honeſt for /audeft, which is not far from the Trace 
of the Letters, and is the Epithet which the Antitheſis evidently re- 
quires. | . Mr. Seward. 
The Corruption in this Line Mr. Seward has judiciouſly remark'd, 
though with Submiſſion, I car't think he has been {s happy in his 


Correction here, as he uſually is elſewhere. Loud and ſilent, ac - 


cording to his Conjecture preſerves the Antitheſis well; but ag Loud- 


neſi is the leaſt part of an Orator, ſerving more to deaf than per- Fx 
'fuade an, Audience, I can't help thinking, but we muſt ſeek for ano- 
ther Word, 


to ſupply the Place of -honeft. I would therefore pro- 
poſe reading thus, 1 


The honey tongued Rhetorician ; 
or to keep nearer the Trace of the Letters ſtill, - ,. 
The honieſt-tongued Rhetorician. ann 1:46 
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Why will you fight? Why do's an Uncle's Death, 


Twenty Year old, exceed your Love to me 


But twenty Days: ? Whoſe forc'd cauſe, and fair manner 
You could not underſtand, only have heard. 


Cuſtom, that wrought ſo cunningly on Nature 


In me, that I forgot my Sex, and knew not Ss 


Whether my Body Female were, or Male, 
You did unweave, and had the Power to charm 


A new Creation in me, made me fear 


To think on thoſe deeds I did perpetrate; 

How little Pow'r though you allow to me, 

That cannot with my Sighs, my Tears, my Prayers 

Move you from your own loſs, if you ſhould gain. 
Vit, I muſt forget you Clara: till J have 

Redeem'd my Uncle's Blood, that brands my Face 

Like a peſtif 'rous. Carbuncle, I'm blind 


To what you do; deaf to your cries ; and Marble 
To all impulſive Exorations. 


(43) When on this Point I've perch'd thy Father's Soul, 
tender thee this bloody reeking Hand, | 


Drawn forth the Bowels of that Morthefer; : 


If thou canſt love me then, I'll marry thee, 
And for thy Father loſt, get thee a Son; 


On no Condition elle. 


Ai. Moſt barbarous ! 
Sa. Savage! 
Ana. Irreligious. 

Gen. Oh Lucio! 


Be- thou. more merciful ; thou bear'ſt fewer Years, 


Art lately wean'd from ſoft Effeminacy ; 


Our Poets who were admirers of the Claſſics, might poſſibly have had 
. in their Eye, who is thus defcrib'd by Homer, 


Experienc d Neſtor, in Perſuaſion skill'd, 
Mora, ſweet as Honey, from his Lips diflit'd. 


Mr. Pope's Tranſlation. 
5 69 he in this Pring, — Ou for in is only to be found | in the 


As 
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A Maiden's Manners, and a Maiden's Heart 
Are Neighbours ſtill to thee ; be then more 2 
Proceed not to this Combat; be'lt thou deſp'rate | 
Of thine own Life; yet, Deareſt, pity mine: 
Thy Valour's not thine own, I gave it thee, vt 
'Theſe Eyes begot it, this Tongue bred it up, 
This Breaſt would lodge it; do not uſe my Gifts 
| To mineownruin; L have made thee rich, «© 
Be not fo thankleſs, to undo me fort. 

Luc, Miſtreſs, you know I do not wear a Vein 
I would not rip for you, to do you Service; 
Life's but a Word, a Shadow, a melting Dream, 
Compar'd t' eſſential and eternal — 2 8 
Why, would you have me value it beyond 
Your Brother? if I firſt caſt down my Sword, * 
May all my Body here be made one Wound, 
And yet my Soul not find Heav'n thorough it. | - 

Alv. You would be Catter-walling too, but Peace, 

Go, get you home, and provide Dinner for 852 
Your Son, and me; we'll be exceeding merry: 
Oh Lucio, I will have thee Cock of all 
The proud Vitellis that do live in Spain; 
Fie, we ſhall take a Hunch: Fm 1 
Already. . _ | 
Lam, How 8 Siſter whets my ny 
I could eat Lucio now. 

Gen. Fitelli, Brother, | 
Ev'n for your Father's Soul, your Uncle S Blood, 
As you do love my Life; but laſt, and moſt, 
As you r your own Honour, and Fame, 
Throw down your Sword; he is molt valiant 
1 hat horein yields firſt. 

Vit. Peace, you Fool. 
ET ai 

thou begin; tis no Diſparagement ; 

He's elder, and thy better, and wy Valour 
Is in his Infancy. 

Gen, Or pay it me, 


Ga To 


— — — 
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472 Loves Cure: ee Or, 5 | | 
To whom thou ow'ſt it; Oh, that conſtant Time 
Would but go back a Week, then Lucio 
Thou would'ſt not dare to light. | 

Eug. Lucio, thy Mother, | . 
Thy Mother begs it ; throw thy Sword down firſt, 

Atv. Pll throw his Head down after then. 

Gen. Lamoral, 

You've often ſwore you'd be commanded by me. 

Lam, Never to this; your Sight and Scorn, Ge- 

nevora, 
Has loſt all Power on me. 

Gen. Your hearing for ſix Words. | 

Aſſiſt. Sya. Ana. Strange Obſtinacy!  - 

Au. Vit. Luc. Lam. We'll ſtay no longer. 

Cla. Then by thy Oath, Yitelll, 

Thy dreadful Oath, thou would'ſt return that Sword 
When I ſhould ask it, give it to me mee 
This inſtant I require it. 

Gen. By thy Vow, . TIC 
As dreadful Lucio, to obey my will. | 
In any 'one thing I would watch to challenge, 

I charge thee not to ſtrike a ſtroak; now he 

Of our two Brothers that loves Perjury © 

Beſt, and dares firſt be damp d, infringe his Von. 

Sa. Excellent Ladies! | 

Vit. Piſh, you tyrannize. 

Luc. We did Tn, | 

Alu, On. 05 

Ca. Then Lucio, © | 

So well I love my Husband, (for he is ſo, Thanh: 
Wanting but Ceremony,) that I pray EN APR 
His *vertgeful Sword may fall upon thy Head n 
Succeſsfully, for Falſe- hood to bis Siſter. - f 

Cen. I likewiſe pray, Vitelli, Lucio's Sword | £2 
(Who equally's my Husband as thou hers,) 

May find thy falſe Heare, that durſt gage 1 Faith, 
And durſt not keep it. 
. Are you . or Stones d EN 


db, _ 


Av. Men, and we'll prove it with our Swords. 
Eug. Your hearing for ſix Words, and we have done. 


Zancho, come forth—— We'll fight our Challenge too 5. 


—_ ſpeak your Reſolutions. 


Enter Bobad illa, with two Swords and a HP fo. 
| Gen. Theſe they are, 


The firſt blow giv*n betwixt you, Bees theſe Swords 


In one another's Boſoms. 
Eug. And Rogue, look 
You at that inſtant do diſcharge that Piſtol 
Into my Breaſt ; if you ſtart back, or quake, 
PII ſtick you like a Pig. Av. — Hold, you are 
Mad. Gen, This we have ſaid; and by our r hope of 
| Bliſs 
This we will do; ſpeak you intents. 
a. Gen. Strike. ; 
Eug. Shoot. 
Alv. Vit. Lam. Luc, Hold, hold; all Friends. 
Aſjjiſtk. Come down. 
Atv. Theſe dev*liſh Women 1p 
Can make Men Friends and En*mies when * liſt. 
Ha. A gallant Undertaking, and a happy; 
Why this is noble in you; and will be 
A welcomer Preſent to our Maſter 
Philip, than the return from his Indies. 


Enter Clara, Genevora, Eugenia, and Bobadilla. 


Cla. Father, your Bleſſing. 
Atv, Take her; if ye bring not 
Betwixt you, Boys that will find out new Worlds, 
And win 'em too, I'm a falſe Ti 
„Ni. Neeber, 
There is a Siſter; long e Streams £ 
Mix now at length, by Fate. 


Bob. I am not regarded; I was the careful Steward * 


that provided theſe Inſtruments of Peace, I put the long- 


eſt Weapon in your Siſter's Hand, my Lord, Ton 
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This, if you fail of, (all your Goods confiſcate,) 


ſhe was the ſhorteſt Lady : For likely the ſhorteſt La- 
dies love the longeſt Men: And for mine own 
part, I could have diſcharged it: my Piſtol is no ordi- 


© nary Piſtol, it has two ramming Bullets ; but thought I, 


why ſhould I ſhoot my two Bullets into my old Lady? 


If they had gone, I would not have ſtaid long after; I 


would ev*n have died too, bravely i' faith, like a No- 
man Steward; hung my ſelf in mine own Chain, and 


there had been a ſtory of Bobadilla, Spindola, Zancho, for 
after Ages to lament. Hum; I perceive, I am not only 
not regarded, but alſo not rewarded. . 


Av. Prithee Peace; *ſhalt have a new Chain, next 


St. Jaques Day, or this new gilt. | | 
Bob. I am fatisfied ; let Virtue have her due: And 


yet I am melancholy upon this Atonement ; pray 
Heav'n the State rue it not: I would my Lord Yitelli's 


Steward, and I could meet; they ſhould find it ſhould 

coſt 'em a little more to make us Friends, Well, 1 
will forſwear Wine and Women for a Tear; and then 
1 will be drunk to Morrow, and run a whoring like a 


Dog with a broken Bottle at's Tail; then will I repent 
next Day, and forſwear em again more vehemently ; 


be forſworn next Day again, and repent my Repen- 


tance z for thus a melancholy Gentleman doth, and 


ought to live. 


Aſiſt. Nay, you ſhall dine with me; and afterward 


P11 wich ye to the King: But firſt, I will. 


Diſpatch the Caftle*s Buſineſs, that this Day 


May be compleat. Bring forth the Malefactors, x 


Enter Alguazier, Pachieco, Metaldi, Mendoza, 
Lazarillo, Fiorato, Malroda, and Guard. 
You Aleuazier, the Ring: leader of theſe 
Poor Fellows, are degraded from your Office, 


You muſt return all ſtol'n Goods you receiv'd, 
And watch a twelve Month without any Pay : 


Youre | 
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You're to be Whipt, and ſent into the Gallies. 
Alg. 1 like all, but — z that Catholick Doc- 


trine | 
J do diſlike: learn, all ye Officers . 


* = to live uprightly — if you can. [Ex | 
. You Cobler, to tranſlate your Manners new, 

* oom'd to th* Cloiſters of the Mendicants, 

With this your Brother, Botcher, there for nothing 

To cobble, and heel Hoſe for the poor Friers, 

Till they allow your Penance for ſufficient, _ 

And your Amendment; then you ſhall be freed, 

And may fet up again, | 

Piach. Mendoza, come, 

Our Souls have trode awry in all Men's TY 

WEE underlay * 'em, till they go upright. 


Ex. Pach. and Mend. 
Aſiſt. Smith, in thoſe Shackles * for your. hard 


Heart 
Muſt lie by th' Heels a Year. | 
Met. T've ſhod your Horſe, my Lord. Bau. 
Aſſt. Away: For you, my hungry „ 
ace, 


You muſt to th' Gallies, where you ſhall be ſure 
To have no more Bits, than you ſhall have Blows. 


 Laz, Well, tho“ 1 in want, I ſhall have . 8 


ROws. 
Afiſt. Signior, you bave prevented us, and puniſh'd 
Your ſelf ſeverelier than we would have done. 
You have married a Whore ; may ſhe prove honeſt, 


Pio. Tis better; my Lord, than to ah an honeſt 
Woman, 


That may prove a Whore. 


Vit. Tis a handſome Wench ; and thou canſt keep 
her tame 
rt ſend you what I promig'd. 
Pio. Joy to your Lordſhips. 
Av. Here may all Ladies learn, to make of Foes 
The perfect ſt Friends; and not the perfect'ſt Foes 


— — TIC 
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Of deareſt Friends, as ſome do now a-days. 
Vit. 4 Behold the Pow'r of hone, to Nature | 


By Cuſtom irrecoverably paſt the hope 

Of Friends reſtoring, Love hath hete retriev d 
To her own Habit, made her Bluſh to ſee 

Her ſo long monſtrous Metamorpholes ; 

uy ſtrange Aﬀairs never have worſe Succeſs. 


e | [ Exeunt, 
ws 4) B-hald the . of Love, to Nature hf 


I Gs et 2a 


Love hath here retriev'd] Here is another 
difficult Paſſage, at leaſt to me, Behold the Power of Lowe, which 
(Love) hath here 7 loſt Nature retrieved to her own Habit, This 
the Reader may make Senſe of if he can, while I endeavour to fer 
the Place right thus, 


\ Behold the Power 19 Love, Nature cho loſt 
5 Love hath retriev'd 
To her own Habit &c. 


Here we have a glimmering of Senſe and Reaſon, and the Poets are 
clear d from a N they could hardly be guilty of. 
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VR Author fears there are ſome Rebel Hearts, 5M 
Whoſe Dullneſs doth oppoſe Love's piercing Darts ; 
Such will be apt to ſay there wanted Wit, 
The Language low, very few Scenes are writ 
With Spirit and Life; ſuch odd things as theſe 
He cares not for, nor ever means to pleaſe ; 
For if your ſelves, a Miſtreſs or Love's Friends, 
Are * lik*d with this ſmooth Play, he hath his Ends: 


* 7. e. pleas d. 


L 


The End of the Seventh Volume. 


